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KOSAUEA :  A  TALE  OF  MADKID. 

[  MAGA.    MAY  1847.  ] 

IN  the  year  1833  there  dwelt  in  Madrid  a  certain 
student,  who  went  by  the  name  of  El  Kubio,  or 
the  Ked.  Not  by  his  acquaintances  and  intimates 
alone  was  he  thus  designated,  but  by  all  the  various 
classes  of  idlers  with  whom  the  Spanish  capital 
abounds;  by  the  listless  loiterers  at  the  coffeehouse 
doors,  by  the  lounging  gossips  of  the  Puerta  del 
Sol,  and  by  the  cloaked  saunterers  who,  when  the 
siesta  is  over,  pace  the  alleys  of  the  Ketiro,  puffing 
their  beloved  havanas,  retailing  the  latest  news, 
discussing  the  chances  of  a  change  of  ministry,  or 
the  most  recent  and  interesting  scandalous  anecdote 
current  in  that  gallant  metropolis.  It  would  be 
wrong  to  infer,  from  his  somewhat  ambiguous  ap 
pellation,  that  the  student's  skin  had  the  copper 
hue  of  a  Pawnee  or  an  Osage,  or  his  hair  the  ruddy 
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tint  usually  deemed  detrimental  and  unbecoming. 
The  name  implied  no  sneer — it  was  given  and  taken 
as  a  compliment;  and  Federico  was  at  least  as 
proud  of  it  as  of  the  abundant  golden  curls  to  which 
he  owed  it,  and  that  flowed  in  waving  luxuriance 
down  his  graceful  neck,  and  even  to  his  well-formed 
shoulders. 

In  southern  climes,  where  the  ardent  sun  em 
browns  the  children  of  the  soil,  fair  locks  and  eyes 
of  azure  are  prized  in  proportion  to  their  rarity.  No 
wonder,  then,  that  Federico  found  favour  in  the 
sight  of  the  dark-browed  and  inflammable  Madri- 
lenas.  Many  were  the  tender  glances  darted  at  him 
from  beneath  veil  and  mantilla,  as  he  took  his  even 
ing  stroll  upon  the  Praclo  ;  oftentimes,  when  he 
passed  along  the  street,  white  and  slender  fingers, 
protruded  through half-closedjafcnm'es,  dropped  upon 
his  handsome  head  a  shower  of  fragrant  jasmin  blos 
soms.  Amongst  the  dames  and  damsels  who  thus 
signified  their  favour  and  partiality,  not  a  few — so 
it  is  certified  by  the  veracious  authority  whence  we 
derive  this  history — dwelt  in  stately  mansions,  and 
went  abroad  in  brave  equipage,  drawn  by  prancing 
steeds  and  comely  mules,  all  glittering  with  trap 
pings  of  silk  and  gold.  These,  it  may  be  thought, 
condescended  over-much  thus  to  notice  an  humble 
student.  But  the  love-breathing  daughters  of  Cas 
tile  reck  little  of  rank  and  station ;  and  Federico, 
by  all  personal  endowments,  well  deserved  the  dis- 


BOSAUBA  :    A   TALE  OF   MADBID.  3 

tinction  he  obtained.  Poor  hidalgo  though  he  was, 
no  count  or  duke,  or  blue-blooded  grandee,  from 
Cadiz  to  Corunna,  bore  himself  better,  or  had  more 
the  mien  of  a  well-born  and  thoroughbred  cdballero. 
None  more  gallantly  wore  the  broad-leafed  som 
brero,  none  more  gracefully  draped  the  ample  cloak; 
and  all  Spain  might  have  been  searched  in  vain  to 
match  the  bright  and  joyous  glance  of  the  student's 
dark-blue  eye.  Excepting  on  the  coast,  and  in  cer 
tain  districts  where  Mohammedan  forefathers  have  be 
queathed  their  oriental  physiognomy  and  tall  slen 
der  frame  to  their  Christian  descendants,  Spaniards 
are  rarely  of  very  lofty  stature.  Federico  was  from 
the  flat  and  arid  province  of  La  Mancha,  where,  as 
in  compensation  for  the  unproductiveness  of  the 
parched  soil,  handsome  men  and  beauteous  women 
abound.  Of  the  middle  height,  his  figure  was  sym 
metrical,  elastic,  and  muscular,  formed  for  feats  of 
agility  and  strength  ;  his  step  was  light,  but  firm  ; 
his  countenance  manly, — the  expression  of  his  re 
gular  and  agreeable  features  denoted  a  passion 
ate  nature  and  lofty  character.  Like  most  of  his 
countrymen,  he  was  quickly  roused,  but  easy  to 
appease.  Generosity  and  forbearance  were  pro 
minent  amongst  his  good  qualities  ;  and  he  had 
nobly  displayed  them  in  more  than  one  encounter 
with  antagonists  whose  feebleness  placed  them  at 
his  mercy  and  rendered  them  unworthy  of  his  wrath. 
For  in  the  use  of  arms,  as  in  all  manly  exercises, 
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Federico  was  an  adept ;  and  there  were  few  men  in 
Spain  who  would  not  have  found  in  him  a  formidable 
and  dangerous  adversary. 

Strange  to  tell  of  so  young  a  man,  and  of  a 
Spaniard,  in  one  respect  our  student  appeared  pas 
sionless.     He  met  the  advances  of  his  female  ad 
mirers  with  the  utmost  coldness — seemed,  indeed, 
to  avoid  the  society  of  the  fair  sex,  threw  love- 
letters  into  the  fire,  unread  and  unanswered,  ne 
glected  invitations,  went  to  no  rendezvous.  Favours 
which  other  men  would  gladly  have  purchased  with 
years  of  life,  he  disdainfully  rejected.     The  wrinkled 
duennas,  who  under  various  pretexts  brought  him 
tender  messages  and  tempting  assignations,  met, 
instead  of  the  golden   guerdon  with  which  such 
Mercuries  are  usually  rewarded,  harsh  rebuffs  and 
cutting  sarcasm  at  the  hands  of  the  stoic  of  two- 
and-twenty.     And   with   so   much   scorn  did  this 
Manchegan  Joseph  repel  on  one  occasion  the  amor 
ous  attentions  of  a  lady  of  birth  and  station,  that 
her  indiscreet  love  was  changed  into  bitter  hate,  and 
Federico  narrowly  escaped  a  dagger-stab  and  a  pre 
mature  death.     From  that  day  he  was.  more  inac 
cessible  than  ever,  not  only  to  women,  but  to  men. 
Gradually  he  withdrew  from  intercourse  with  his 
former  associates,  and  was  seldom  seen  in  the  streets 
or  public  places,  but  sat  at  home,  buried  amongst 
books,  and  diligently  studying,  with  the  intention, 
he  was  heard  to  declare,  of  going  to  Ciudad  Eeal, 
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and  passing  his  examination  as  advocate  in  the  royal 
courts.  And  thus,  little  by  little,  it  happened  with 
Federico  as  it  does  with  most  persons  who  neglect 
and  forget  the  world.  The  world  forgot  him.  His 
old  intimates — -joyous,  light-hearted  lads,  revelling 
in  the  enjoyments  and  dissipation  of  the  capital — 
voted  him  a  spoil-sport  and  a  pedant,  and  thought  of 
him  no  more  :  friends,  in  the  true  sense  of  the  word, 
he  had  none ;  and  so,  after  a  very  short  time,  the 
list  of  visitors  to  the  gloomy  old  apartment  in  which 
the  eccentric  youth  mused  and  studied  was  reduced 
to  one  man,  and  that  a  very  odd  one,  but  whom  Fede 
rico  loved,  because  he  in  some  sort  owed  him  his  life. 
This  second  hero  of  our  tale  was  one  of  those 
strange  characters  to  be  met  with  in  Spain  only. 
Don  Geronimo  Kegato  was  a  little  wizened  old  crea 
ture,  blind  of  an  eye,  and  with  a  very  ugly  face, 
whose  life  had  been  a  series  of  extraordinary  adven 
tures  and  bustling  incidents.  He  had  served  his 
country  in  the  most  opposite  capacities.  In  1808, 
he  fought  the  French  in  the  streets  of  Madrid  ;  two 
years  later,  he  headed  a  guerilla  band  in  the  wild 
passes  of  the  Sierra  Morena ;  another  two  years,  and 
he  took  the  oath  to  the  constitution  of  Cadiz,  and  was 
seen  at  Wellington's  headquarters  as  colonel  of  the 
Spanish  line,  and  delegate  from  the  Cortes.  In 
1814,  he  changed  his  colours,  and  was  noted,  after 
the  return  of  Ferdinand  VII.,  as  a  stanch  Royalist. 
But  variety  was  his  motto ;  and  the  revolution  of 
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1820  saw  liirn  in  the  ranks  of  the  Liberals,  to  whom 
he  continued  faithful  until  their  cause  was  ruined 
and  hopeless.  That  was  the  signal,  with  this  Talley 
rand  on  a  small  scale,  for  another  vuelta  casaca :  once 
more  he  turned  his  coat ;  and  as  an  earnest  of  peni 
tence  for  past  offences,  opened  to  the  Koyalist  troops 
the  gates  of  a  small  Estremaduran  fortress.  Not 
withstanding  this  act  of  tardy  allegiance,  he  was 
thrown  into  prison  at  Madrid,  and  owed  it  entirely 
to  the  intercession  and  good  offices  of  an  old  school 
fellow,  the  influential  Father  Cyril lo,  that  his  neck 
was  not  brought  into  unpleasant  contact  with  the  iron 
hoop  of  the  garrote.  Either  warned  by  this  narrow 
escape,  or  because  the  comparatively  tranquil  state 
of  Spain  afforded  no  scope  for  his  restless  activity, 
since  1823  this  political  Proteus  had  lived  in  retire 
ment,  apparently  eschewing  plots  and  intrigues  ; 
although  he  was  frequently  seen  in  the  very  highest 
circles  of  the  capital,  where  his  great  experience, 
his  conversational  powers  and  social  qualities  suffi 
ciently  accounted  for  the  welcome  he  at  all  times 
met. 

Keturning  late  one  night  from  a  tertulia  at  the 
house  of  Ferdinand's  prime  minister,  Don  Geronimo 
heard  the  clash  of  steel  and  sound  of  a  scuffle,  and, 
hurrying  to  the  spot,  saw  a  young  man  defending 
himself  against  the  attack  of  two  bravos.  Forth 
with  Eegato  set  himself  to  shout  out  words  of  com 
mand,  as  if  he  had  a  whole  regiment  at  his  back, 
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and  the  ruffians,  thinking  the  patrol  was  upon  them, 
instantly  took  to  flight.  Federico  was  the  person 
assailed;  and  although  he  holdly  asserted,  and 
doubtless  fully  believed,  that,  left  to  himself,  he 
would  speedily  have  defeated  his  cowardly  oppo 
nents,  he  was  still  not  altogether  sorry  to  be  re 
lieved  from  such  odds  by  the  old  gentleman's  timely 
arrival  and  ingenious  stratagem.  This  was  the 
origin  of  his  acquaintance  with  Kegato.  From  that 
night  forward  they  visited  each  other,  and  soon 
Geronimo  took  particular  pleasure  in  the  society  of 
the  handsome  youth,  whose  earnestness  and  vigour 
of  mind,  he  was  heard  cynically  to  remark,  were 
refreshing  to  contemplate  in  a  century  when  the 
actions  of  most  men  made  them  resemble  beasts  and 
apes,  rather  than  beings  formed  in  the  image  of 
their  Creator.  The  young  student,  for  his  part, 
found  much  to  interest  him  in  his  new  friend,  the 
only  person  who  now  varied  the  monotony  of  his 
solitude.  He  listened  eagerly  to  Eegato's  dis 
course,  as  he  alternately  poured  out  his  stores  of 
knowledge  and  experience,  and  broke  into  a  vein  of 
keen  and  bitter  sarcasm  on  the  men,  parties,  and 
circumstances  of  distracted  and  unhappy  Spain. 
Federico  enthusiastically  loved  his  country,  and  his 
proud  eyes  often  filled  with  tears  when  the  old  man 
placed  its  former  greatness  in  striking  contrast  with 
its  present  degradation.  In  spite  of  all  the  veerings 
and  weathercock  variations  of  his  political  life, 
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Kegato  was  at  heart  a  Liberal.  He  set  forth  in 
glowing  colours  the  evils  and  tyranny  of  Ferdin 
and's  government,  expatiated  on  the  barbarous 
executions  of  Riego,  Torrijos,  and  other  martyrs  to 
freedom's  cause,  and  exposed  the  corruption  and 
villany  of  the  men  who  retained  their  country  in 
the  bonds  of  slavery  and  fanaticism ;  until  Federico's 
cheeks  glowed,  and  his  heart  beat  quick  with  patri 
otic  indignation,  and  he  felt  that  he  too,  when  the 
battle -hour  should  strike,  would  joyfully  draw  his 
sword  and  lose  his  life  for  the  liberation  of  the  land 
he  loved  so  well.  At  times  the  student  would  take 
down  his  guitar,  and  sing,  with  closed  doors  and 
windows — for  Ferdinand's  spies  were  a  quick-eared 
legion — the  spirit-stirring  Hymn  of  the  Constitu 
tion,  or  the  wild  Tragala — that  Spanish  Marseil 
laise,  to  whose  exciting  notes  rivers  of  blood  have 
flowed.  And  then  old  Eegato  beat  time  with  his 
hand,  and  his  solitary  eye  gleamed  like  a  ball  of 
fire,  whilst  he  mingled  his  hoarse  and  suppressed 
bass  with  Federico's  mellow  tenor. 

Notwithstanding  their  vast  difference  of  age  and 
character,  and  although  the  one  was  but  commenc 
ing,  whilst  the  other  had  nearly  run,  the  up-hill 
race  of  life,  the  more  these  two  men  saw  of  each 
other  the  stronger  grew  their  sympathy  and  friend 
ship.  Don  Geronimo's  visits  to  the  student  became 
more  and  more  frequent ;  and  often,  forgetful  or 
careless  of  the  time,  they  would  sit  talking  till  far 
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into  the  night.  It  seemed  a  relief  to  Kegato  to 
disburden  his  heart  and  mind  of  their  innermost 
secrets ;  and  he  rejoiced  to  have  found  a  man  to 
whose  honour,  truth,  and  secresy  he  felt  he  could 
safely  intrust  them.  Federico  repaid  his  confidence 
with  one  equally  unlimited.  He  not  only  told  his 
friend  the  history  of  his  short  life  from  infancy 
upwards,  but  he  made  him  his  father  confessor,  in 
formed  him  of  the  progress  of  his  studies,  con 
fided  to  him  his  doubts  and  hopes,  his  religious 
creed  and  political  aspirations,  and  even  his  con 
nection  with  some  of  the  secret  orders  and  societies, 
of  which,  at  that  period,  notwithstanding  the  vigil 
ance  of  the  police,  a  multitude  existed  in  Spain. 

"And  can  it  be,  my  young  friend,"  said  Gero- 
nimo  one  evening,  when  a  brief  pause  succeeded 
to  some  of  the  fiery  Federico' s  vehement  political 
diatribes — "  can  it  be,"  he  said,  fixing  his  penetrat 
ing  eye  upon  the  flushed  and  impassioned  counte 
nance  of  the  student,  "  that  you  have  reached  your 
present  age  and  never  loved  woman  ?  " 

"  Pshaw  !  "  replied  the  student,  "  you  have 
asked  the  question  before,  and  I  have  answered  it." 

"  But  'tis  incomprehensible  and  out  of  nature," 
cried  the  old  Don.  "  Why  have  you  a  heart  in 
your  bosom,  blood  in  your  veins,  strong  limbs,  and 
bright  eyes  ?  " 

"  Was  all  that  given  me  that  I  might  love 
woman  ?  "  retorted  Federico,  with  a  merry  laugh. 
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"  Certainly  :  what  is  life  worth,  without  love  to 
sweeten  it  ?  Nothing,  worse  than  nothing.  It  is 
that  gentle  sympathy  of  hearts,  that  strange  fever 
of  the  soul,  those  sweet  hopes  and  joyous  trans 
ports,  and  tremors  scarce  less  pleasing,  that  render 
life  endurable,  and  reconcile  man  to  the  vileness  of 
mortality.  The  nearest  approach  to  paradise  on 
earth  is  found  in  bright  eyes  that  beam  for  us  alone 
— in  gentle  lips  that  murmur  to  our  ears  words  of 
pure  tenderness  and  unselfish  affection." 

"  By  the  Virgin  !"  cried  Federico,  "  I  am  neither 
of  wood  nor.  stone.  Yes,  there  are  creatures  of 
heavenly  beauty  whom  I  could  love.  But  I  am 
like  the  Moorish  Prince  of  Granada,  who  was  too 
proud  to  eat  common  food,  and  fed  on  gold.  The 
metal  was  over-hard  for  his  royal  stomach,  and  so 
he  starved." 

"  Winch  means  that  what  you  could  have,  you 
don't  like,  and  what  you  would  like,  you  can't  get." 

"  Possible,"  replied  Federico,  smiling.  "  I  strike 
high." 

*'  And  why  not  ?  To  dare  is  often  to  succeed. 
For  the  bold  and  the  prudent  no  aim  is  too  lofty. 
But  tell  me  more." 

"  Nonsense  !  "  cried  the  student.  "  I  did  but 
jest.  It  occurred  to  me  that  this  very  day  I  saw  a 
lady  whose  fair  face  I  shall  not  easily  forget.  She 
was  richly  dressed,  and  sat  in  an  open  carriage, 
drawn  by  magnificent  horses." 
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"  What  colour  was  the  carriage  ?  " 

"  Brown,  lined  with  purple  velvet.  The  aims  on 
the  panels  were  supported  by  coroneted  griffins ; 
and  on  the  luxurious  cushions  my  goddess  reclined, 
in  a  robe  of  rose-coloured  satin.  A  black  lace 
mantilla  floated  over  her  alabaster  shoulders,  fur 
ther  veiled  by  a  cloud  of  glossy  ebon  hair ;  and  her 
eyes,  friend  Geronimo,  her  beauteous  eyes — they 
were  soft  and  heavenly  as  a  spring  day  in  the 
almond  groves  of  Valencia." 

"  You  are  poetical/'  said  Kegato.  "  A  good  sign. 
Federico,  you  are  in  love  ;  but,  by  our  Lady,  you 
are  audacious  in  your  choice." 

"  Do  you  know  her?  "  eagerly  exclaimed  F.ede- 
rico. 

"  Did  she  appear  to  notice  you '?  "  inquired  Gero 
nimo,  leaving  the  question  unanswered. 

"  Paralysed  by  her  exceeding  beauty,"  replied 
the  student,  "  I  stood  dumb  and  motionless  in  the 
carriage-way,  and  was  nearly  run  over.  I  sprang 
aside,  but  just  in  time.  She  observed  me  and 
smiled  :  I  almost  think  she  blushed.  One  thing  I 
am  sure  of — she  could  not  help  seeing  that  her 
wondrous  beauty  had  turned  my  head." 

"  And  that  is  all  ?  "  said  Kegato,  slyly. 

"  What  more  could  there  be  ?  "  cried  the  young 
lawyer,  indignantly.  "  Would  you  have  such  an 
angel  throw  flowers  at  me,  or  appoint  a  rendezvous  ? 
When  the  carriage  turned  out  of  the  street  towards 


12  TALES  FROM 

the  Prado,  she  looked  back.  Holy  Mother  of  Sor 
rows  !  even  at  that  distance,  the  sunshine  of  those 
eyes  scorched  my  very  heart ! — But  this  is  folly, 
sheer  folly  !  Next  week  I  go  to  Ciudad  Keal,  and 
amongst  dusty  deeds  and  dry  folios  I  shall  soon 
forget  the  eyes  and  their  owner." 

Seiior  Eegato  assumed  a  thoughtful  countenance, 
took  a  large  pinch  of  snuff,  and  lit  a  fresh  cigar. 
After  three  or  four  puffs,  emitted  through  his  nos 
trils  with  the  delectation  of  a  veteran  smoker,  he 
broke  silence. 

"  You  will  not  go  to  Ciudad  Keal." 

"  And  why  not?  "  cried  Federico. 

"  Because,  if  I  am  not  greatly  mistaken,  you  will 
remain  here." 

"  Strange  if  I  do  I  "  laughed  the  student. 

"  Less  so,  perhaps,  than  you  imagine.  Would 
you  go  if  the  rose-coloured  lady  bid  you  stay? 
What  if  she  sent  a  tender  billet  to  the  young 
woman-hater,  and  said,  *  Come  and  love  me,  if  you 
have  the  heart  and  courage  of  a  man.'  I  think  I 
see  you  then,  though  ten  thousand  devils  barred 
the  way.  Ciudad  Keal  and  the  royal  courts  would 
soon  be  forgotten." 

"  Perhaps,"  replied  Federico.  "  But  you  tan 
talise  me  with  impossibilities." 

Don  Geronimo  put  on  his  hat,  took  his  young 
friend's  hand,  and  said,  with  great  gravity,  "  No 
thing  is  impossible.  And  as  regards  love,  nought 
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in  this  world  can  withstand  it — no  bolt,  or  lock,  or 
bar,  or  rank,  or  power.  Bear  that  in  mind,  and  be 
of  good  courage,  if  you  again  fall  in  with  her  of  the 
rose-coloured  robe.  I  should  not  wonder  if  you 
saw  her  this  very  night.  Be  happy  whilst  you 
may,  whilst  youth  and  beauty  last.  They  quickly 
pass,  and  never  return ;  and  in  love  be  adventurous 
and  bold,  like  a  true  Spaniard  and  gallant  gentle 
man.  Daring  wins  the  day." 

He  departed.  Federico  remained  alone.  With 
a  smile  at  his  friend's  advice,  the  young  man  sat 
down  to  study.  But  he  soon  started  up,  and  gazed 
like  one  in  a  dream  at  the  massive  volumes  encum 
bering  his  table.  He  knew  not  how  it  happened, 
but  the  well-known  letters  of  the  alphabet  seemed 
changed  into  inexplicable  hieroglyphics.  The  sim 
plest  passages  were  wholly  unintelligible  ;  the  para 
graphs  were  all  rose-coloured ;  black  locks  and 
brilliant  eyes  twined  and  sparkled  through  the 
quaint  arabesques  and  angular  capitals  that  com 
menced  each  chapter  of  the  code,  confusing  and 
dazzling  his  brain.  At  last  he  angrily  slammed 
the  parchment-bound  volume,  muttered  a  curse  on 
his  own  folly,  then  laughed  aloud  at  the  recollec 
tion  of  that  comical  old  fellow,  Geronimo  Eegato, 
and  went  to  bed.  There  he  found  little  rest.  When 
he  closed  his  eyes,  the  slender  form  of  the  incognita 
glided  before  them.  Her  white  hand,  extended 
from  beneath  her  mantilla,  beckoned  him  to  follow ; 
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nay,  lie  felt  tlie  pressure  of  the  tiny  fingers,  her 
warm  breath  upon  his  cheek,  her  velvet  lips  gently 
laid  to  his.  And  when  he  started  from  his  sleep, 
it  was  to  fancy  the  rustle  of  a  dress,  and  a  sweet 
low  voice  that  timidly  uttered  his  name.  So  passed 
the  night,  and  only  towards  daybreak  did  he  sink 
into  a  sounder  and  more  refreshing  slumber.  But 
when  he  arose,  he  found,  to  his  consternation,  that 
she  who  had  haunted  his  dreams  was  equally  pre 
sent  to  his  waking  imagination.  The  fascinating 
image  of  the  beautiful  stranger  had  established  itself 
in  his  heart,  and  Federico  felt  that  all  efforts  to 
dislodge  it  would  be  as  fruitless  as  painful. 

"  If  I  believed  in  sorcery,"  he  soliloquised,  "  I 
should  think  that  old  rogue  Geronimo  had  cast  a 
charm  over  me.  He  predicted  that  she  would  visit 
me  this  night,  and  truly  she  has  done  so,  and  here 
remains.  Whether  it  be  for  the  best,  I  greatly 
doubt" 

Musing  on  the  fair  apparition  that  thus  pertina 
ciously  intruded  upon  him,  the  student  dressed  him 
self.  It  was  late,  and  to  atone  for  lost  time,  he 
resolved  to  remain  at  home,  and  study  hard  the 
whole  day.  But  somehow  or  other,  exactly  at  the 
same  hour  as  on  the  previous  one,  he  found  himself 
in  the  Calle  Alcala ;  and  scarcely  was  he  there, 
when  the  brown  carriage  and  the  splendid  horses 
came  rattling  by.  And  there,  upon  the  purple 
cushions,  sat,  more  beautiful  than  ever,  the  divin- 
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ity  who  for  the  last  twenty-four  hours  had  monopo 
lised  so  large  a  share  of  his  thoughts.  He  gazed  at 
her  with  rapture,  and  involuntarily  bowed  his  head, 
as  to  a  being  not  of  the  earth.  She  smiled :  her 
look  had  something  inquiring  and  mysterious  ;  then, 
as  if  by  accident,  she  placed  her  hand  upon  the 
edge  of  the  carriage,  and  let  a  flower  fall.  Almost 
before  it  reached  the  ground,  Federico  caught  and 
concealed  it  in  his  bosom,  as  though  it  had  been 
some  precious  jewel  which  all  would  seek  to  tear 
from  him.  It  was  an  almond  blossom,  a  symbol  of 
love  and  hope.  Like  a  criminal,  he  hurried  away, 
lest  his  prize  should  be  reclaimed,  when  he  sud 
denly  found  himself  face  to  face  with  Geronimo, 
who  gravely  took  off  his  hat  and  greeted  his  friend. 

"  How  goes  it?"  said  the  old  Don,  his  widowed 
eye  twinkling  significantly  as  he  spoke.  "  How  have 
you  slept  ?  Did  the  lady  visit  you  or  not  ?  " 

"  You  saw  her !  "  cried  Federico,  imploringly. 
"  For  heaven's  sake,  her  name  ?  " 

"  Bah  !  "  replied  Geronimo  ;  u  I  saw  nothing. 
But  if  it  be  she  who  sits  in  yonder  carriage,  beware, 
young  man!  'Tis  dangerous  jesting  with  giants, 
who  can  crush  us  like  straws  beneath  their  finger. 
Your  life  is  in  danger,"  he  continued  in  a  whisper; 
"  forget  this  folly.  There  are  plenty  of  handsome 
faces  in  the  world.  Throw  away  the  silly  flower 
that  peeps  from  your  vest,  and  be  off  to  Ciudad 
Real,  where  scores  of  pretty  girls  await  you." 
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He  turned  to  depart ;  Federico  detained  him. 

"  Let  me  go,"  said  Geronimo :  "  I  am  in  baste. 
I  will  call  upon  you  presently,  and  you  shall  hear 
more." 

But,  notwithstanding  his  promise,  and  although 
Federico  remained  all  day  at  home,  impatiently 
expecting  him,  Geronimo  came  not.  Never  had  the 
student  been  so  out  of  temper.  He  bitterly  re 
proached  himself  as  a  dreamer,  a  fool,  an  idiot: 
and  yet  there  he  remained,  his  thoughts  fixed  upon 
one  object,  his  eyes  riveted  on  the  almond  blossom, 
which  he  had  placed  in  water,  and  whose  graceful 
cup,  now  fully  open,  emitted  a  delicate  perfume. 
And  as  he  gazed,  fancy  played  her  wildest  pranks 
with  the  enamoured  youth.  Small  fairy-like  crea 
tures  glided  and  danced  between  the  dusty  stamina 
of  the  flower.  At  times,  its  leaves  seemed  partly 
to  close,  and  from  out  the  contracted  aperture,  the 
lady  of  his  thoughts  smiled  sweetly  upon  him. 
Then  the  welcome  vision  vanished,  and  was  suc 
ceeded  by  stern  frowning  faces  of  men,  armed  from 
head  to  heel,  who  levelled  daggers  at  his  heart. 

"  By  St  Jago ! "  the  bewildered  student  at  last 
exclaimed,  "  this  is  too  much.  When  will  it  end? 
What  ails  me  ?  Have  I  so  long  withstood  the  fas 
cinations  of  the  black-eyed  traitresses,  to  be  thus 
at  last  entrapped  and  unmanned?  Geronimo  was 
right ;  at  daybreak  T  start  for  Ciudad  Real.  I  will 
think  no  more  of  that  perilous  syren."  He  plucked 
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the  almond  blossom  from  its  vase.  "  And  this 
flower,"  he  pensively  murmured,  "  has  touched  her 
hand,  perhaps  her  lips  !  Oh  !  were  it  possible  that 
she  loves  me  !  "  As  he  spoke,  he  pressed  the  flower 
so  impetuously  to  his  mouth  that  its  tender  leaves 
were  crushed  and  tarnished.  He  laughed  scorn 
fully.  "  Thus  is  it,"  he  exclaimed,  "  with  woman's 
love ;  as  fair  and  as  fragile  as  this  poor  blossom. 
Begone,  then!  Wither,  and  become  dust,  thou 
perishable  emblem  of  frailty  !  "  Approaching  the 
open  window,  he  was  about  to  throw  away  the 
flower,  when  something  flew  into  the  room,  struck 
his  breast,  and  rolled  upon  the  ground.  Federico 
started  back,  and  his  eye  fell  upon  the  clock  that 
regulated  his  studies.  The  hands  were  on  the 
stroke  of  midnight,  and  for  a  moment,  in  his  then 
excited  state,  a  feeling  of  superstitious  fear  stole 
over  him.  The  next  instant  he  was  again  at  the 
window,  straining  his  eyes  through  the  gloom.  He 
could  see  nothing.  The  night  was  dark :  a  few 
large  stars  twinkled  in  the  sable  canopy,  the  jasmin 
bushes  in  his  balcony  rustled  in  the  breeze,  and 
brushed  their  cool  leaves  against  his  heated  temples. 
"  Who  is  there  ?  "  he  cried.  His  question  was  un 
answered.  Closing  the  jalousies,  he  took  a  light 
and  sought  about  the  room  till  he  perceived  some 
thing  white  under  a  table.  It  was  a  paper  wrapped 
round  a  small  roll  of  wood,  and  secured  by  a  silken 
thread.  Trembling  with  eagerness,  he  detached 
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the  scroll.  Upon  it  were  traced  a  few  lines  in  a 
woman's  delicate  handwriting.  "  If  you  are  will 
ing,"  so  ran  the  missive,  "  to  encounter  some  risk 
for  an  interview  with  her  who  writes  this,  you  will 
repair,  to-morrow  evening  at  nine  o'clock,  to  the 
western  door  of  the  church  of  St  James.  One  will 
meet  you  there  in  whom  you  may  confide,  if  he 
asks  you  what  flower  you  love  best." 

"  And  though  death  were  in  the  path,"  exclaimed 
Fedeiico  with  vehement  passion — "  though  a  thou 
sand  swords  opposed  me,  and  King  Ferdinand  him 
self — "  He  paused  at  that  name,  with  the  ha 
bitual  caution  of  a  Manchegan.  "  I  will  go,"  he 
resumed,  in  a  calmer  but  equally  decided  tone.  "  I 
will  go ;  and  though  certain  to  be  stabbed  at  her 
feet,  I  still  would  go/' 

Lazily,  to  the  impetuous  student's  thinking,  did 
the  long  hours  loiter  till  that  of  his  rendezvous 
arrived.  Tormented  by  a  thousand  doubts  and 
anxieties,  not  the  least  of  these  sprang  from  the 
probability  that  the  assignation  came  not  whence 
he  hoped,  and  was,  perhaps,  the  work  of  some  mis 
chievous  jester,  to  send  him  on  a  fool's  errand  to 
the  distant  church  of  St  James.  Above  all  things, 
he  wished  to  see  his  friend  Geronimo ;  but  although 
he  passed  the  day  in  invoking  his  presence  and 
heaping  curses  on  his  head,  that  personage  did  not 
appear.  Evening  came;  the  sun  went  down  be 
hind  the  gardens  of  Buen  Eetiro ;  at  last  it  was 
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quite  dark.  Federico  wrapped  himself  in  his  cloak, 
pressed  his  hat  over  his  brows,  concealed  in  the 
breast  of  his  coat  one  of  those  knives  whose  strong 
keen-pointed  blade  is  so  terrible  a  weapon  in  a 
Spaniard's  hand,  and,  crossing  the  Plaza  Mayor, 
glided  swiftly  through  streets  and  lanes,  until,  ex 
actly  as  the  clock  of  St  James's  church  struck  nine, 
he  stood  beneath  the  massive  arches  of  the  western 
portico.  All  was  still  as  the  grave.  The  dark  en 
closure  of  a  convent  arose  at  a  short  distance,  and 
from  a  small  high  window  a  solitary  ray  of  light 
fell  upon  the  painted  figure  of  the  Virgin  that  stood 
in  its  grated  niche  on  the  church  wall. 

His  back  against  the  stone  parapet,  in  the  darkest 
corner  of  the  portico,  Federico  posted  himself,  silent 
and  motionless.  He  had  not  long  waited,  when  he 
heard  the  sound  of  footsteps  upon  the  rough  pave 
ment.  They  came  nearer :  a  shadow  crossed  the 
front  of  the  arched  gateway  and  was  merged  in  the 
gloom,  as  its  owner,  muttering  indistinctly  to  him 
self,  entered  the  portico.  It  was  a  man,  closely 
muffled  in  a  dark  cloak.  To  judge  from  his  high 
and  pointed  hat,  he  belonged  to  the  lower  class  of 
the  people  ;  a  wild  black  beard,  a  moment  visible 
in  the  light  from  the  convent  window,  was  all  of 
his  physiognomy  discernible  by  the  student.  He 
might  be  anything — a  Gallego,  a  muleteer,  or  a 
robber. 

After  a  moment,  Federico  made  a  slight  noise, 
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and  advanced  a  step  from  his  corner.  "  Who  is 
there  ?  "  cried  the  stranger. — "  Who  is  there  ?  "  he 
repeated.  "  Answer,  in  God's  name.  What  do 
you  here  at  this  hour  of  the  night  ?  " 

"  Who  questions  me  ? "  boldly  demanded  the 
young  man ;  and  at  the  same  time  he  approached 
the  speaker. 

For  a  moment  the  two  men  gazed  suspiciously 
at  each  other ;  then  the  stranger  again  spoke. 
"  Night  and  solitude  enjoin  prudence,  senor,"  said 
he  ;  "  and  so,  keep  your  distance.  What  brings 
you  to  this  gloomy  church-door  ?  At  this  hour 
such  gay  cavaliers  are  oftener  found  in  the  Prado 
or  the  Delicias,  plucking  flowers  for  their  mis 
tresses." 

"  I  love  flowers,"  replied  Federioo,  "  but  I  also 
love  solitude." 

"  And  what  flower,  my  gallant  young  gentleman, 
do  you  best  love  ?  " 

"  Enough !  enough  !  "  joyfully  exclaimed  the 
student.  "  'Tis  you  I  seek  :  I  am  ready  to  follow." 

Without  reply,  the  stranger  produced  a  long 
black  cloth. 

"  What  is  that  ?  "  said  Federico,  who  vigilantly 
observed  his  movements. 

"  To  blindfold  you." 

"Why?" 

"  Senor,  that  you  may  not  see  whither  I  conduct 
you." 
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"  Not  so  !  "  cried  the  student,  suspiciously.  "  I 
will  follow,  but  with  open  eyes." 

The  G allege  threw  the  skirt  of  his  large  cloak 
over  his  left  shoulder,  touched  his  pointed  hat  by 
way  of  salutation,  and  said  courteously,  "  Buenas 
nocheS)  senor.  May  you  sleep  well,  and  live  a  thou 
sand  years." 

"  Stop  !  "  cried  Federico  ;  "  you  are  mad.  Whi 
ther  away  ?  " 

"  Home/' 

"  Without  me  ?  " 

"Without  yon,  senor.  The  truth  is,  you  are 
wanted  blind,  or  not  at  all." 

The  result  of  the  colloquy  that  ensued  was,  that 
the  Gallego  twisted  his  cloth  thrice  round  the 
student's  eyes,  ears,  and  nose,  and  led  him  carefully 
down  a  street  and  round  sundry  corners  and  turn 
ings,  till  at  last  he  deposited  him  in  a  carriage, 
which  instantly  set  off  at  a  rapid  pace.  After  a 
tolerably  long  drive,  by  no  means  a  pleasant  one 
for  our  adventurer,  whose  guide  held  his  hands 
firmly  in  his — probably  to  prevent  his  removing 
the  bandage — the  coach  stopped,  the  two  men  got 
out,  and  Federico  was  again  conducted  for  some 
distance  on  foot.  He  knew  that  he  was  still  in 
Madrid,  for  he  walked  over  pavement,  and,  in  spite 
of  the  thick  cloth  that  impeded  his  hearing,  he 
could  distinguish  the  distant  sound  of  carriages  and 
hum  of  life.  Presently  a  door  creaked,  and  he 
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apparently  entered  a  garden,  for  there  was  a  smell 
of  flowers  and  a  rustling  of  leaves;  tlien  he  ascended 
a  staircase,  and  was  conducted  through  cool  lofty 
apartments,  and  through  doors  which  seemed  to 
open  and  shut  of  themselves.  Suddenly  his  com 
panion  let  go  his  hand.  Federico  stood  for  a  min 
ute  in  silent  expectation,  then,  groping  around  him 
with  extended  arms,  he  said  in  a  low  voice,  "  Am 
I  at  my  journey's  end  ?  Answer  !  "  But  nobody 
replied. 

By  one  decided  pull,  the  student  removed  the 
bandage  from  his  eyes,  and  gazed  around  him  in 
wonder  and  bewilderment.  He  was  alone  in  a 
spacious  and  magnificent  apartment,  whose  walls 
were  tapestried  with  striped  blue  and  white  satin, 
and  whose  carved  ceiling  was  richly  gilt  and  de 
corated.  The  tall  Venetian  mirrors,  the  costly 
furniture,  the  beautifully  fine  Indian  matting,  every 
thing  in  the  room,  in  short,  convinced  him  that  he 
was  in  the  favoured  abode  of  wealth,  and  rank,  and 
luxury.  A  lamp,  suspended  by  silver  chains,  shed 
a  soft  light  over  the  apartment.  Federico's  posi 
tion  was  a  doubtful,  probably  a  dangerous  one  ;  but 
love  emboldened  him,  and  he  felt  the  truth  of  a 
saying  of  Geronimo's,  that  courage  grows  with 
peril.  Happen  what  might,  there  he  was,  and  he 
knew  no  fear.  The  only  perceptible  exit  from  the 
room  was  by  the  large  folding-doors  through  which 
he  had  entered.  He  tried  them — they  were  fas- 
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tened.  His  mother-wit  suggested  to  him  that  his 
retreat  had  perhaps  been  thus  cut  off  that  he 
might  seek  another  outlet.  He  did  so,  and  pre 
sently  perceived  hinges  under  the  tapestry.  A 
silver  handle  protruded  from  the  wall ;  he  grasped 
it,  a  door  opened,  and  a  cry  of  astonishment  and 
delight  burst  from  the  student.  Beaming  with 
loveliness,  a  blush  upon  her  cheek,  a  soft  smile 
upon  her  rosy  lips,  the  lady  of  his  thoughts  stood 
before  him. 

For  a  moment  the  pair  gazed  at  each  other  in 
silence,  their  looks  telling  more  eloquently  than 
any  words  the  love  that  filled  their  hearts.  But 
soon  Federico  started  from  his  brief  trance,  threw 
himself  at  the  feet  of  the  incognita,  and,  seizing  her 
hand,  pressed  it  ardently  to  his  lips,  murmuring  the 
while,  in  low  and  passionate  accents,  such  broken 
and  rapturous  sentences  as  only  lovers  speak  arid 
love  alone  can  comprehend.  The  lady  stood  over 
him,  her  graceful  form  slightly  bowed,  her  large 
lustrous  eyes  alternately  fixed  upon  the  kneel 
ing  youth  and  roving  anxiously  round  the  apart 
ment. 

"  Don  Federico,"  she  said,  in  tones  whose  sweet 
ness  thrilled  his  blood,  "may  the  Holy  Virgin  for 
give  my  unmaidenly  boldness.  I  have  yielded  to 
an  impulse  stronger  than  my  reason — to  the  desire 
of  seeing  you,  of  hearing " 

"  That  I  love  you/'  interrupted  Federico — "  that 
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I  adore  you  from  the  first  hour  I  beheld  you, — that 
I  will  die  at  your  feet  if  you  refuse  me  hope  !  " 

She  bent  forward,  and  laid  her  small  rosy  hand 
upon  his  throbbing  forehead.  The  touch  was 
electric,  the  fiery  glow  of  passion  flashed  in  her 
glance.  "  Light  of  my  eyes  !  "  she  whispered,  u  it 
were  vain  to  deny  that  my  heart  is  thine.  But  our 
love  is  a  flower  on  the  precipice's  brink." 

"I  fear  not  the  fall,"  Federico  impetuously  ex 
claimed. 

"  Dare  you  risk  everything  ?  " 
"  For  your  love,  everything ! "  was  the  enthu 
siastic  reply. 

"  Listen,  then,  to  the  difficulties  that  beset  us, 
and  say  if  they  are  surmountable." 

The  maiden  paused,  started,  grew  pale. 
"  Hark  I  "  she  exclaimed — "  what  is  that  ?  He 
comes  !  Be  still !  be  silent  1 "  With  wild  and 
terrified  haste  she  seized  Federico's  hand,  dragged 
him  across  the  room,  and  opened  a  door.  The 
student  felt  a  burning  kiss  upon  his  lips,  and, 
before  he  knew  where  he  was,  the  door  was  shut, 
and  he  was  in  total  darkness.  All  that  had  hap 
pened  since  he  entered  the  house  had  occurred  so 
rapidly,  was  so  mysterious  and  startling,  that  he 
was  utterly  bewildered.  For  a  moment  he  thought 
himself  betrayed,  groped  round  his  prison,  which 
was  a  narrow  closet,  found  the  door,  and,  grasping 
his  stiletto,  was  about  to  force  his  way  through  all 
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opposition,  when  he  suddenly  heard  heavy  steps  on 
the  other  side  of  the  tapestried  screen.  Motionless, 
he  listened. 

"  Bring  lights  !  "  said  a  deep  commanding  voice; 
"  the  lamp  burns  dim  as  in  a  bridal  chamber." 

"  It  anticipates  its  office,"  replied  another  male 
voice,  with  a  laugh.  "Is  not  your  wedding-day 
fixed  ?  " 

"  Not  yet ;  in  the  course  of  next  week,  perhaps," 
answered  the  first  speaker,  striding  up  and  down 
the  apartment. 

"  You  are  in  small  haste,"  returned  his  com 
panion,  "to  enjoy  what  all  envy  you.  Never  did 
I  behold  beauty  more  divine  and  captivating." 

"  Beautiful  she  certainly  is,"  was  the  reply;  "but 
what  is  woman's  beauty !  The  vision  of  a  day ; 
snow,  sullied  and  dispelled  in  a  night." 

"  You  are  in  exceeding  good  humour,"  said  the 
friend  of  this  morose  and  moralising  bridegroom. 

A  pause  ensued,  during  which  Federico's  heart 
beat  so  strongly  that  he  thought  its  throbbings  must 
surely  be  audible  through  the  slight  barrier  sepa 
rating  him  from  the  speakers.  A  servant  brought 
lights,  and  a  slender  bright  ray  shot  through  a  small 
opening  in  the  tapestry,  previously  unobserved  by 
the  student.  Applying  his  eye  to  the  crevice,  he 
obtained  a  view  of  the  apartment,  and  of  the  persons 
whose  conversation  he  had  overheard.  One  of  these 
wore  a  uniform  glittering  with  embroidery;  the  other 
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was  dressed  in  black,  with  several  stars  and  orders 
on  his  breast.  Both  were  in  the  middle  period  of 
life  :  the  one  in  uniform  was  the  youngest  and  most 
agreeable  looking;  the  dark  features  of  the  other 
were  of  a  sombre  and  unpleasing  cast. 

The  servant  left  the  room,  and  the  man  in  black 
suspended  his  walk  arid  paused  opposite  his  friend. 

"  You  had  something  to  communicate?"  he  said, 
in  a  suppressed  voice. 

"  Are  we  secure  from  listeners?"  asked  the  officer, 
in  French. 

"  Entirely ;  and  doubly  so  if  we  speak  French. 
Eosaura  herself,  did  she  overhear  us,  would  be  none 
the  wiser." 

"  Count,"  said  the  soldier,  "I  sincerely  wish  you 
joy  of  this  marriage." 

"  A  thousand  thanks  !  But  with  equal  sincerity 
I  tell  you  that  I  am  heartily  weary  of  such  con 
gratulations.  In  marrying,  one  gives  and  takes.  I 
give  Eosaura  my  name  and  rank,  titles  and  dignities, 
honours  and  privileges." 

"  And  you  take  your  lovely  ward  and  a  rich 
estate.  A  fair  exchange,  Excellency.  I  can  only 
say  that  the  world  wonders  at  the  delay  of  so  suit 
able  a  union,  and  even  inclines  to  the  belief  that  a 
certain  disinclination " 

"  The  world  is  greatly  mistaken,"  interrupted  the 
Count.  "  I  ardently  love  Kosaura,  and  I  have  his 
Majesty's  consent  to  the  marriage.  But  what  a 
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fool  men  take  me  for,  if  they  suppose —  '  he 
stopped  short,  and  tossed  his  head  with  a  scornful 
smile. 

"Well?"  said  the  officer. 

"  Solve  the  riddle  yourself." 

"  I  understand  !  Your  position  is  uneasy,  the 
future  dark,  the  decisive  moment  at  hand.  With 
one's  feet  on  a  volcano,  one  is  little  disposed  to 
enjoy  a  honeymoon." 

"  But  when  the  mine  explodes,  and  one  is  tossed 
into  the  air,  it  is  pleasant  to  fall  in  the  soft  lap  of 
love,  there  to  forget  one's  wounds." 

"  Bravo  !  But  what  if  the  lap  refuse  to  receive 
the  luckless  engineer?" 

"  Amigo  I"  replied  the  Count — "I  thought  you 
knew  me  better.  Under  all  circumstances,  Eosaura 
remains  mine.  For  myself  have  I  trained  and  nur 
tured  this  fair  and  delicate  plant,  and  to  me,  as  the 
gardener,  it  belongs." 

"She  loves  you,  then?" 

"  Loves  me  ?  What  a  question  !  Of  course  she 
does.  She  has  grown  up  with  the  idea  that  she  is 
to  be  my  wife.  Her  heart  is  pure  and  unblemished 
as  a  diamond  :  it  shall  be  my  care  to  keep  it  so." 

"You  fear  rivals?" 

"  Fear ! "  repeated  the  Count,  a  smile  flitting  over 
his  dark  countenance.  "  But  we  trifle  precious 
time.  What  have  you  to  tell  me  ?" 

"  Something  important  to  our  cause,"  replied  the 
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officer,  drawing  nearer  to  his  companion.  "  But 
first,  how  goes  it  yonder  ?" 

He  pointed  with  his  finger  in  the  direction  of  the 
closet.  Federico  instinctively  started  back,  but 
again  applied  his  eye  to  the  loophole  on  hearing  the 
Count's  answer.  "  I  have  just  come  thence,"  he 
said,  "  and  must  soon  return.  The  hand  of  death 
is  upon  him — in  vain  would  he  parry  the  blow. 
Still  the  struggle  is  a  hard  one  ;  he  persists  in  dis 
crediting  his  danger,  and  will  abandon  none  of  his 
habits.  But  the  remorseless  tyrant  is  there,  soon 
to  claim  him  for  his  own." 

"  Then  we  must  take  our  measures  without 
delay,"  said  the  officer. 

"  They  are  already  taken,"  was  his  companion's 
quiet  answer. 

"  Your  colleagues  are  agreed  ?" 

"  Fully  agreed." 

"And  now?" 

11  Eead  that,"  said  the  Count,  taking  a  large 
folded  paper  from  a  portfolio,  and  spreading  it  be 
fore  his  friend,  who  devoured  its  contents  with  every 
demonstration  of  extreme  surprise. 

"His  handwriting!  his  signature!"  he  cried. 
"  A  revocation,  annihilating  the  shameless  intrigues 
and  machinations  of  years  I  Now,  Heaven  be 
praised,  our  country  and  religion — the  faith,  honour, 
and  dignity  of  Spain  are  rescued  1  How  was  it 


ROSAURA  :    A   TALE   OF   MADRID.  29 

obtained  ?  How  possible  ?  My  noble  friend,  you 
are  indeed  a  great  statesman  ! " 

"  Take  this  priceless  document,"  calmly  replied 
the  Count ;  "  convey  it  to  your  master.  Only  in 
his  hands  is  it  entirely  safe.  The  future  welfare  of 
Spain,  the  salvation  of  us  all,  is  suspended  to  its 
seal.  That  I  obtained  it,"  he  continued,  his  voice 
sinking  to  a  whisper,  "  is  the  work  of  Providence. 
During  the  last  two  days  he  has  had  spasms  and 
fainting  fits  that  have  weakened  his  mind  and 
energies.  The  secret  is  well  kept,  and  without  the 
palace  gates  nought  is  known  of  these  dangerous 
symptoms.  In  such  moments  of  agony  and  depres 
sion,  the  weary  soul  recalls  the  past,  and  trembles 
for  the  future.  Then,  in  vivid  colours,  I  placed 
before  him  the  confusion  and  unhappiness,  and  in 
fernal  mischief,  to  which  his  deplorable  decision 
must  give  rise  ;  I  urged  the  injustice  he  had  com 
mitted,  the  sin  that  would  lie  at  his  door ;  and 
showed  how,  almost  before  his  eyes  had  closed,  the 
work  he  had  achieved  at  peril  to  his  soul  would 
sink  and  crumble  in  an  ocean  of  blood  and  tears. 
Alcudia  supported  me  ;  the  others  chimed  in  ;  this 
document  was  ready,  and he  signed." 

"  And  now  we  have  got  it,"  cried  the  officer, 
triumphantly,  "  we  will  hold  it  fast  with  hands  and 
teeth.  How  long,  think  you,  may  he  still  live  ?" 

"  Castillo  says  not  more  than  two  days,  and  that 
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he  will  hardly  regain  the  full  use  of  his  intellects." 
The  eyes  of  the  conspirators  met;  for  a  moment  they 
gazed  at  each  other,  and  then  broke  into  a  smile. 

"  Well,"  said  the  officer,  "  I  came  commissioned 
to  assure  you  special  favour  and  high  reward,  but, 
by  my  honour  as  a  soldier,  110  gain  or  recompense 
can  worthily  requite  such  service  as  yours/' 

"  For  me  little  can  be  done,"  replied  the  Count. 
"  My  desires  tend  to  a  peaceful  existence  in  the 
arms  of  my  young  wife,  far  removed  from  cares  of 
state.  Such  is  the  reward  I  promise  myself.  Let 
your  acts  be  speedy  and  decided,  for  it  might  well 

happen  that "  his  brow  contracted  into  deeper 

folds,  and  his  voice  assumed  a  discordant  harshness 
— "I  have  decimated  the  ranks  of  the  scoundrels,  but 
enough  yet  remain  to  give  much  trouble.  Take 
sure  measures,  and  muster  your  resources.  You 
will  need  them  all." 

"  Fear  not,"  replied  the  confident  soldier.  "  We, 
too,  have  been  active,  and  have  good  and  steady 
friends.  At  a  word,  the  Realista  volunteers  and 
the  trusty  Agraviados  fly  to  their  arms.  Roma- 
gosa,  Caraval,  Erro,  Gonzalez,  and  the  venerable 
Cyrillo,  still  live.  The  Guards  are  for  us  ;  so  are 
the  civil  authorities  and  captains- general  of  eleven 
provinces.  Let  the  moment  come,  and  you  will  see 
that,  with  this  document  in  our  hand,  all  is  done. 
Confidence  for  confidence/'  he  continued.  "  Read 
this  list  of  names.  It  contains  those  of  our  most 


ROSAURA  :    A   TALE   OF   MADRID.  31 

approved  friends,  and  will  reassure  you  as  to  the 
chances  of  the  future." 

He  handed  a  paper  to  the  Count,  who,  barely 
looking  at  it,  said  thoughtfully — 

"  Leave  it  with  me  till  to-rnorro\v.  At  the  criti 
cal  moment  it  will  be  of  immense  weight  with  many 
waverers.  "Tis  late ;  in  a  few  minutes  I  must  go 
out.  Place  me  at  the  feet  of  your  gracious  master, 
and  tell  him  he  will  have  no  more  faithful  subject 
than  his  humble  slave." 

"  Will  you  see  him  ? "  said  the  officer,  gently. 
His  companion  shook  his  head. 

"  'Twere  not  wise,"  he  replied.  "  The  time  is 
not  yet  come.  When  it  arrives,  I  shall  be  the  first 
to  bend  knee  before  him.  Be  watchful,  prudent, 
and  prompt.  Yet  one  word.  You  have  confided 
somewhat  in  that  fellow  Eegato.  Trust  him  not 
too  far.  I  deem  him  a  traitor.  Let  him  be  proved 
such,  and  he  shall  not  escape  the  rope  he  has  long 
deserved.  And  now,  farewell!" 

The  two  men  parted,  and,  as  the  Count  returned 
from  the  door,  Federico  heard  a  rustling  of  silks 
that  materially  increased  the  rapidity  of  his  heart's 
pulsations. 

"  My  fair  bride  !  "  gallantly  exclaimed  his  Excel 
lency,  "  I  am  enchanted  to  see  you.  How  lovely 
you  look,  Eosaura !  and  how  deeply  I  regret  that 
important  affairs  leave  me  but  a  few  moments  to 
devote  to  you." 
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"  It  would  seem,"  said  the  lady,  with  cold  se 
verity,  "  that  your  Excellency  has  converted  my 
poor  apartment  into  an  audience-chamber." 

"  A  thousand  pardons,  dear  Eosaura,"  was  the 
reply.  "  A  particular  friend  craved  a  short  inter 
view." 

"  It  is  late,"  said  the  lady,  pointedly.  "  I  wish 
your  Excellency  a  good  night." 

"  What !  "  cried  the  Count,  impatiently.  "  You 
dismiss  me  thus  ?  " 

"  I  am  indisposed  to-night." 

"  You  are  a  cruel  tyrant,  Eosaura." 

"  I,  Excellency?    They  say  worse  things  of  you." 

"Who,  and  what?" 

"  No  matter.  May  your  Excellency  live  a  thou 
sand  years.7' 

"  With  you,  Eosaura,"  replied  the  Count,  assum 
ing  an  air  of  tenderness  which,  as  Federico  thought, 
sat  supremely  ill  upon  him,  and  endeavouring  to 
take  her  hand.  She  drew  it  quickly  back. 

"  Veremos,  Excelencia.     We  shall  see." 

"The  devil  take  the  Excellency!"  cried  the 
Count,  losing  all  self-command,  and  stamping 
angrily  with  his  foot.  Eosaura  curtsied  low. 

"  You  forget  my  rights  over  you,  Eosaura.  I 
came  to  tell  you  that  in  a  few  days,  as  I  hope,  my 
dearest  wishes  will  be  accomplished." 

"  We  shall  see,  Excellency,"  repeated  the  pro 
voking  beauty. 
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The  Count  stepped  up  to  her,  and  said,  with  his 
sullen  smile,  "You  rejoice  not  at  it,  Kosaura?" 

"  No,"  was  her  laconic  reply. 

"You  love  me  not?" 

"Loveyow,  Excellency?  a  great  statesman  like 
you !  Certainly  not,  Excellency." 

"  I  grieve  to  hear  it,  my  beautiful  bride ;  but, 
fortunately,  love  often  comes  with  marriage.  You 
shall  learn  to  love  me,  Kosaura.  Our  existence 
shall  be  a  happy  and  envied  one.  You  detest  state 
affairs  :  I  will  leave  them  and  devote  myself  solely 
to  you.  Far  from  the  capital,  we  will  lead  a  pas 
toral  life,  amidst  myrtles  and  meadows,  flocks  and 
shepherds,  in  all  the  sweet  tranquillity  of  a  terres 
trial  paradise." 

Whether  sketched  in  jest  or  in  earnest,  this  pic 
ture  of  rustic  felicity  had  evidently  few  charms  for 
Rosaura,  at  least  in  the  companionship  proposed. 
Suddenly  she  stepped  up  to  the  Count,  took  his 
hand,  looked  full  into  his  dark  serious  countenance, 
and  laughed  aloud  and  most  musically. 

"  What  do  I  hear,  Excellency,"  she  exclaimed; 
"  you  in  myrtle  groves  and  smiling  meadows — you 
leading  a  shepherd's  tranquil  life  !  Oh,  ye  Saints  ! 
he  a  shepherd  in  the  Alpuxarras.  Ah !  the  flocks 
would  fly  and  scatter  themselves  when  they  beheld 
the  gloomy  lines  upon  your  brow.  Where  are 
sheep  to  be  found  who  would  be  tended  by  that 
ensanguined  hand?  Where  could  you  find  repose? 
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Is  there  a  place  free  from  the  echoes  of  the  curses 
that  martyred  Liberals  have  heaped  upon  you? 
Where  is  the  domestic  hearth  around  which  would 
not  range  themselves  the  spectres  of  the  wretches 
who,  at  your  command,  have  been  blotted  from  the 
book  of  life.  Count,  I  shudder  at  the  thought! 
Holy  Mother  of  God  !  is  that  the  happy  future  you 
would  compel  me  to  share  ?  No,  no,  never ! — 
though  the  garrote  were  to  encircle  my  neck,  as  it 
did  that  of  the  unhappy  lady  at  Granada,  who 
refused  to  betray  her  husband,  and  whom  you  sent 
to  the  scaffold  in  his  stead !  Has  she  never  ap 
peared  to  your  Excellency,  cold  and  pale,  and  with 
sightless  eyes  ?  For  Quito's  treasures  would  I  not 
behold  her — her  and  the  whole  ghastly  train ; 
hundreds,  ay  hundreds  of  them,  in  the  long, 
black-bordered  shrouds,  and  the  bare-footed  friars 
with  their  fearful  miser icordia !  Mercy,  mercy, 
Excellency !  with  me  would  come  the  evil  spirits, 

and  a  thousand but,  good-night,  good-night, 

Excellency." 

With  a  graceful  movement  of  hand  and  head  she 
glided  from  the  room.  The  Count  attempted  not 
to  detain  her.  He  stood  motionless,  his  hand  thrust 
into  his  breast,  and  followed  her  with  his  eyes  in 
mute  astonishment. 

"  The  silly  child !  "  he  at  last  murmured.  "  But 
how  lovely  she  is !  I,  whom  all  fear — even  HE," 
he  emphatically  added — "  I  almost  quail  before  her 
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mad  petulance.  Well,  well!"  he  continued  after 
a  pause,  "  the  priest  first,  and  discipline  afterwards. 
A  man  who  has  bowed  and  broken  so  many  stub 
born  spirits,  will  hardly  be  vanquished  by  the 
humours  of  a  wilful  girl.  Good-night,  my  lovely 
bride.  ;  We  shall  see/  you  said ;  and  assuredly 
we  will  see/' 

He  took  his  hat,  and  was  about  to  leave  the 
room,  when,  by  an  inadvertent  movement,  Federico 
let  fall  his  poniard.  The  Count  was  quick  of  hear 
ing,  and  the  noise,  slight  as  it  was,  drew  his  atten 
tion.  He  turned  sharply  towards  the  spot  where 
the  student  was  concealed. 

"  What  was  that?  "  he  cried.  "  Something  fell 
in  the  closet.  Have  we  listeners  here  ?  " 

For  an  instant  he  hesitated ;  then,  taking  one  of 
the  massive  silver  candlesticks,  he  stepped  briskly 
to  the  closet,  and  was  almost  knocked  down  by  the 
door,  which  Federico  pushed  violently  open.  The 
waxlights  fell  to  the  ground  ;  like  a  winged  shadow, 
the  student  sprang  past  the  astonished  Count, 
reached  the  door  before  the  latter  recovered  from 
his  alarm,  and  would  doubtless  have  got  clear  off, 
had  he  not,  in  hurry  and  ignorance,  turned  the 
wrong  handle.  The  Count  grasped  his  coat-skirt, 
and  pulled  him  back. 

"  Scoundrel !  "  he  cried.    "  What  do  you  here  ?  " 

For  sole  reply,  Federico  seized  his  assailant  by 
the  throat,  and  a  struggle  began,  which,  although 
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speedily  decided  in  favour  of  the  active  student, 
was  destined  to  have  most  important  results.  The 
Count  was  vigorous,  and  defended  himself  well. 
He  had  little  opportunity  of  calling  out,  closely 
grappled  as  he  was,  but  he  dealt  his  antagonist 
more  than  one  heavy  blow.  At  last  Federico 
dashed  him  to  the  ground,  and  disappeared  from 
the  room,  leaving  behind  him  one  of  his  coat-skirts, 
torn  off  in  the  contest.  In  falling,  the  Count's 
head  struck  against  a  table,  and  he  lay  for  a  few 
seconds  stunned  by  the  shock.  Kecovering  him 
self,  he  sprang  to  his  feet,  foaming  with  rage,  his 
dark  visage  black  with  shame  and  anger.  "  Seize 
him ! "  he  cried,  hurrying  down  the  corridor. 
Twenty  servants  flew  to  obey  the  order.  But  it 
was  too  late.  The  student  passed  like  a  fire-flash 
before  the  porter,  and  made  good  his  escape  from 
the  house.  "  Follow  him !  "  shouted  the  Count — 
"  a  hundred  ounces  for  his  capture  1 "  And,  stimu 
lated  by  this  princely  reward,  the  eager  domestics 
ran,  like  hounds  after  a  deer,  on  the  track  of  the 
student,  who  soon  heard  the  shouts  of  his  enemies, 
and  the  shrill  whistle  of  the  serenes,  around  and  on 
all  sides  of  him. 

Although  panting  from  his  brief  but  violent  strug 
gle  with  the  Count,  Federico  traversed  with  ex 
treme  swiftness  several  streets  and  squares,  until 
want  of  breath  at  last  compelled  him  to  a  moment's 
pause.  He  looked  around,  and  observed  the  local- 
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ity.  Before  him  lay  the  massive  buildings  of  the 
royal  palace,  favoured  by  whose  shadow  he  con 
tinued  his  flight,  now  up-hill.  But  the  numbers  of 
his  pursuers  gave  them  a  great  advantage  ;  and,  to 
his  dismay,  he  found  himself  so  closely  and  accu 
rately  followed,  that  capture  appeared  inevitable. 

"  Had  I  but  my  knife,"  he  exclaimed  aloud, 
pausing  in  despair,  "  I  would  keep  them  off  or 
die !  Fool  that  I  have  been !  Sentries  on  all  sides  ! 
They  have  taken  alarm  !  What  can  I  do  ?  " 

"  Go  to  Ciudad  Eeal,  if  not  too  late,"  said  a  man, 
wrapped  in  a  cloak,  and  wearing  a  small  three-cor 
nered  hat,  who  suddenly  stepped  from  behind  a 
massive  stone  column,  close  to  where  the  student 
stood. 

Federico  at  once  recognised  the  speaker. 
,  "  For  God's  sake,  Geronimo  !  "  he  cried,  "assist 
me  in  this  strait.  If  they  catch  me,  I  am  lost. 
And  hark !  yonder  they  come !  I  hear  the  bay 
ing  of  the  menial  pack.  On  all  sides  the  way  is 
barred  !  " 

Geronimo  seized  Federico's  hand,  and  hurried 
him  behind  the  pillar.  "  There  is  only  one  chance," 
he  said ;  u  muffle  yourself  in  niy  cloak,  take  my 
hat,  assume  a  stoop,  and  walk  slowly,  like  an  old 
man." 

"  What  is  your  plan  ?  "  cried  the  student. 

"  Ask  no  questions.  Do  as  I  bid  you.  Do  you 
see  yonder  door  ?  " 
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"  Of  the  palace  ?  " 

"  Go  in  there." 

"  Into  the  palace  ?  " 

"Of  course.  Look  neither  right  nor  left;  cross 
the  first  court  to  the  great  portal.  There  await  me. 
Quick,  quick — they  come  !  "  And  he  pushed  him 
away. 

Not  without  doubt  and  disquietude  did  Federico 
obey  the  orders  of  the  old  man,  who  displayed,  in 
this  conjuncture,  a  promptitude  and  decision  rare 
at  his  age.  But  the  student  had  no  alternative. 
Wrapped  in  Regato's  cloak,  and  feigning  a  feeble 
gait,  he  passed  slowly  and  unquestioned  before  the 
soldiers  of  the  royal  guard.  This  impunity  in  a 
palace  where  the  strictest  watch  and  ward  were 
usually  kept,  was  an  enigma  to  Federico  ;  and  he 
was  still  more  puzzled,  when,  whilst  waiting  at  the 
portal,  several  persons,  shrouded  like  himself  in 
dark  cloaks,  passed  before  him,  greeting  him  as 
they  went  with  a  muttered  "  luenas  noches"  and 
disappeared  in  the  corridors  of  the  palace.  At  last 
came  Geronimo.  He  had  provided  himself  in  the 
interval  with  another  cloak.  His  appearance  was 
an  immense  relief  to  the  student. 

"Are  they  gone?"  said  Federico.  "  May  I 
venture  out  ?  " 

"  Thank  the  saints  that  you  are  here  !  "  replied 
Geronimo.  "  And  now,  tell  me  what  has  happened." 

Federico  told  his  adventures ;  and  old  Regato 
listened  to  the  narrative  with  marks  of  the  strongest 
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interest.  When  he  heard  what  the  Count  had 
said  of  him  and  of  his  probable  fate,  he  laughed 
heartily.  "  Bah  !  "  said  he  ;  "  threatened  men  live 
long.  I  have  had  hotter  broth  cooked  for  me,  and 
cooled  it  with  my  breath.  I  hope  to  die  in  my  bed 
like  a  good  Christian ;  and  as  for  my  chance  of  a 
rope,  I  would  not  change  with  his  Excellency.  The 
infernal  schemer!  I'll  pay  him  off  now.  Madre 
de  todas  gracias  I  had  we  but  the  list  of  the  con 
spirators,  what  a  blow  might  be  struck  ! " 

"  The  list !  "  repeated  Federico.  "  Stay,  let  me 
remember ! "  and,  plunging  his  hand  into  his  pocket, 
he  pulled  out  a  torn  paper.  "  When  I  threw  the 
man  down,  this  remained  sticking  between  my 
waistcoat  and  neckcloth,  where  he  had  grappled 
me.  I  noticed  it  when  I  got  outside,  and  thrust  it 
into  my  pocket." 

Without  listening  to  this  explanation,  Geronimo 
seized  the  paper,  and,  by  the  light  of  a  lamp  under 
the  portal,  examined  it  with  eager  curiosity.  At 
sight  of  its  contents,  a  savage  joy  sparkled  in  hia 
eye. 

"All,  maldito!"  he  exclaimed  with  a  laugh  of 
triumph  ;  "wo  have  you  now.  Federico,  the  rose- 
coloured  lady  is  ten  times  more  surely  yours  than 
if  you  had  remained  in  the  closet  and  his  Excel 
lency  had  not  discovered  you.  Follow,  and  be 
silent.  Whatever  happens,  not  a  word  till  I  bid 
you  ;  then  speak  boldly,  and  tell  what  you  know." 

Through  winding  corridors,  up  and  down  stairs^ 
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along  galleries  where  sentries  stood  like  statues, 
Geronimo  led  the  way,  until  he  reached  a  room 
whose  door  was  opened  by  a  gigantic  lackey  in  the 
gaudy  royal  livery.  Federico,  who  followed  close 
upon  his  heels,  suddenly  found  himself  in  the  pre 
sence  of  a  number  of  men,  for  the  most  part  elderly 
and  of  grave  respectable  aspect,  who  stood  in  small 
knots  about  the  apartment,  or  sat  at  tables  on  which 
were  wine  and  refreshments,  conversing  in  a  low 
tone.  Amongst  these  a  hum  of  interest  arose  on 
Eegato's  entrance  ;  and  under  cover  of  the  atten 
tion  he  attracted,  bis  companion  passed  unnoticed. 

It  at  once  flashed  upon  Federico,  that  he  had 
penetrated  into  that  notorious  Camarilla  or  secret 
council  of  King  Ferdinand  VII.,  so  much  spoken  of, 
so  often  cursed  and  scoffed  at,  so  greatly  feared  and 
justly  hated.  This  was  the  cringing  and  pernicious 
conclave  of  whose  vile  proceedings  so  many  tales 
were  told ;  these  were  the  men,  of  all  ranks  and 
classes,  who  poured  into  the  jealous  despot's  ear 
the  venom  of  calumny  and  falsehood ;  these  the 
spies  and  traitors  who,  by  secret  and  insidious  de 
nunciations,  brought  sudden  arrest  and  unmerited 
punishment  upon  their  innocent  fellow-citizens,  and 
who  kept  the  King  advised  of  all  that  passed  in 
Madrid,  from  the  amorous  intrigues  of  a  grocer's 
wife,  to  the  political  ones  concerted  in  the  cabinet 
of  the  Infante  Don  Carlos. 

The  student's  first  uneasiness  at  finding  himself 
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upon  such  new  and  perilous  ground,  vanished  when 
he  saw  that  he  was  wholly  unheeded.  He  remem 
bered  to  have  heard  that  persons  once  admitted  to 
the  camarilla,  and  honoured  by  the  King's  confi 
dence,  were  at  liberty  to  return  when  they  thought 
fit,  at  short  or  long  intervals  ;  and  thus  it  might 
well  happen  that  some  of  the  members  were  un 
known  to  each  other.  And  on  that  night,  those 
illicit  counsellors  of  majesty  were  evidently  pre 
occupied  with  some  pressing  and  important  matter. 
They  crowded  round  Kegato,  took  his  arm,  seized 
him  by  the  button,  whispered  so  eagerly,  and 
questioned  him  so  fast,  that  the  little  man  lost  all 
patience. 

"  Hands  off,  gentlemen  !  "  he  cried.  "  Which  of 
you  will  buy  me  a  new  coat  when  you  have  torn 
mine  ?  'Tis  true  that  this  morning  our  gracious 
lord  the  King  was  very  ill :  but  I  hear  that  he  is 
now  better  ;  and  by  the  grace  of  our  blessed  Lady, 
he  will  rejoice  his  humble  and  loving  slaves,  and 
dispel  their  deep  anxiety,  by  the  sunshine  of  his 
presence." 

The  words  had  scarce  left  Geronimo's  lips,  when 
the  opening  of  a  side-door  proved  the  signal  for  a 
respectful  silence  in  the  apartment.  The  whole 
assembly  bowed  profoundly,  and  preserved  that 
posture,  although  no  cause  was  yet  apparent  for 
such  extraordinary  greeting.  At  last  one  showed 
itself,  in  the  person  of  a  man  who  tottered  slowly 
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and  feebly  into  the  room,  supported  on  the  arms  of 
two  attendants,  his  livid  and  bloated  countenance 
distorted  by  a  smile  as  painful  to  behold  as  if  com 
pelled  by  thumbscrews.  The  face  of  the  new  corner, 
who  nodded  in  reply  to  the  humble  salutation  of  all 
present,  might  once  have  been  handsome,  but  it 
could  never  have  been  intellectual  or  prepossessing, 
and  now  it  was  hideously  cadaverous  and  ghastly. 
The  features  were  those  characterising  a  well-known 
family,  world-renowned  for  the  high  places  it  has 
filled,  rather  than  for  the  virtues  or  abilities  of  its 
members.  The  eyes  were  sunk  deep  in  their  sockets, 
the  straight,  scanty  black  hair  shaded  a  brow  blue 
and  transparent  from  disease  ;  the  tall  person  and 
once  well-formed  limbs  were  swollen  and  unwieldy. 
The  sick  man's  dress  would  have  suited  some  plain 
burgher  taking  his  ease  in  his  summer-house  :  it 
consisted  of  a  light  nankeen  jacket,  a  white  neck 
cloth  knotted  loosely  round  the  throat,  linen 
trousers,  and  large  shoes.  He  seemed  scarcely 
able  to  set  foot  to  ground,  and  the  agony  each  step 
occasioned  him  betrayed  itself  in  spasmodic  twitch- 
ings  of  the  nerves  and  muscles.  Still  there  was  a 
violent  effort  of  the  will  to  conceal  the  pangs  that 
racked  the  enfeebled  frame  ;  a  fruitless  attempt 
to  hide,  by  the  assumption  of  smiling  ease  and  gra 
cious  condescension,  the  approach  of  that  equal 
ising  hour  when  human  greatness  and  human  misery 
sink  to  one  level. 
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The  sick  man  propped  himself  against  a  table, 
beside  which  stood  an  easy -chair,  and  with  an 
affable  wave  of  his  hand,  addressed  the  company. 

"  Good  evening,  senores  1 "  he  said  :  "  we  have 
felt  ourselves  somewhat  unwell,  and  our  careful 
physician  Castillo,  as  also  our  trusty  Grijalva,  was 
solicitous  on  our  account.  But  we  would  not  put 
off  this  meeting.  We  love  to  meet  our  good  friends, 
and  are  not  to  be  kept  from  them  by  slight  bodily 
inconvenience.  Men  fancy  us  more  ailing  than  we 
are.  You  can  refute  such  reports.  What  say  you, 
Mexas — and  you,  Salcedo  ?  Is  our  aspect  so  very 
sickly  ?  We  know  that  many  build  hopes  upon  our 
death ;  but  they  are  mistaken,  and  by  Our  Lady, 
they  shall  be  disappointed." 

"  God  preserve  our  gracious  lord  a  thousand 
years  ! "  exclaimed  several  voices. 

"  An  example  should  be  made/'  said  the  man 
appealed  to  as  Salcedo,  "  of  the  traitors  who 
dare  spread  lying  reports  concerning  the  royal 
health." 

"'Tis  too  true,"  observed  another,  "that  such 
rumours  are  used  to  the  most  criminal  ends." 

"  We  will  sit  down/'  said  the  sick  monarch.  And 
with  the  assistance  of  his  attendants,  he  deposited 
his  exhausted  person  in  the  elbow-chair.  "  Drink, 
my  friends,  and  tell  me  the  news.  Give  me  a  cigar, 
good  Castillo.  Senor  Eegato,  how  goes  it?  what 
is  new  in  our  fair  city  of  Madrid  ?  " 


44  TALES  FROM   "  BLACKWOOD." 

"  Little  is  heard,"  replied  Geronimo,  "  save 
lamentations  for  the  indisposition  of  our  beloved 
master." 

"  The  good  people  ! "  exclaimed  Ferdinand. 
"  We  will  have  care  of  their  happiness." 

"  And  yet,"  said  a  little  old  man  with  a  counte 
nance  of  repulsive  ugliness,  "  there  be  reprobates 
who  laugh  whilst  all  true  and  faithful  subjects 
weep.  There  is  my  neighbour,  the  merchant  Al- 
varo.  Yesterday  he  married  his  daughter  to  a 
young  nobleman,  Don  Francisco  Palavar,  who  claims 
relationship  with  the  Marquis  of  Santa  Cruz.  The 
wedding-guests  were  numerous  ;  they  sang  and 
danced,  and  rejoiced  beyond  measure.  Senor  Al- 
varo,  said  I,  are  you  not  ashamed  to  be  so  joyous 
at  such  a  time  ?  '  Friend/  was  his  answer,  *  let 
the  times  wag — they  are  certainly  bad  enough,  but 
must  soon  change.  All  things  have  an  end.  We 
rejoice  in  hopes  of  a  better  future.'  " 

"  The  wretch  1  "  exclaimed  another  of  the  cama 
rilla.  "  I  know  him  well;  he  was  always  a  negro." 

"  A  knave  grown  grey  in  the  sins  of  the  Exalt  a- 
dos,"  cried  a  third. 

"He  must  be  looked  to,"  said  the  sick  King. 
"  Salcedo,  what  have  you  to  tell  ?  " 

"  I  have  gathered  intelligence,"  replied  Salcedo, 
"  from  an  equerry  of  a  certain  illustrious  personage." 
He  paused  and  looked  meaningly  at  the  King,  whose 
brow  contracted,  and  whose  lips  muttered  a  well- 
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known  name.  "  The  equerry,"  Salcedo  said,  "  tat 
tled  of  great  bustle  and  many  visits  at  his  master's 
palace.  For  days  past  its  courtyard  had  been 
filled  with  carriages,  bringing  generals,  ministers, 
dignitaries  of  the  church,  and  many  officers,  chiefly 
of  the  Koyal  Guard."  On  hearing  this,  a  feverish 
and  uneasy  flush  reddened  Ferdinand's  pale  coun 
tenance,  and  his  dim  eyes  glared  angrily. 

"  I  know  them,"  he  said,  "  the  old  conspirators, 
the  Catalan  volunteers,  the  Agraviados.  Why  have 
I  not  heard  this  sooner?  But  I  will  take  order  with 
them.  Ha,  Tadeo ! — you  there?  Why  has  this 
been  kept  from  me  ?  " 

Uttering  these  last  words,  the  King  looked 
directly  at  the  spot  where  Federico  stood.  So,  at 
least,  it  seemed  to  the  student,  who,  much  con 
fused,  and  apprehensive  of  discovery,  averted  his 
eyes  from  the  royal  gaze.  But  his  embarrassment 
was  exchanged  for  consternation,  when  he  beheld, 
in  the  person  addressed  by  Ferdinand  as  Tadeo  his 
recent  antagonist,  the  affianced  of  Kosaura.  The 
Count,  who  stood  at  his  elbow,  gave  him  but  one 
look,  but  that  one  comprised  everything — aston 
ishment,  anger,  hatred,  confidence  of  power,  and  a 
fixed  determination  of  revenge.  A  chill  came  over 
the  poor  student,  and  he  debated  in  his  mind 
whether  to  rush  from  the  room,  or  to  fall  at  the 
King's  feet  and  reveal  all  he  knew.  His  first  sur 
prise  over,  and  seeing  that  Don  Tadeo  took  no 
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further  notice  of  him,  he  thought  it  wisest  to  follow 
Geronimo's  directions  and  remain  quiet. 

«  My  gracious  liege,"  said  Tadeo  to  the  King, 
with  his  usual  gloomy  decision  of  manner,  "  it  was 
unnecessary  to  importune  your  majesty  by  such  re 
ports,  seeing  that  they  are  merely  lying  devices  of 
the  evil-disposed.  And  even  were  it  true  that 
many  visits  are  paid  to  that  palace,  its  master  has 
right  and  reason  to  receive  them,  without " 

By  an  impatient  gesture,  the  King  interrupted 
the  speaker. 

"  It  needs  but  to  name  the  visitors,''  said  Eegato, 
with  a  quick  sharp  glance  at  Tadeo.  "  Eguia  is 
one  of  them  ;  San  Juan,  O'Donnel,  Moreno,  Caraval, 
are  others." 

"  Has  it  not  been  remarked,"  said  Mexas,  with 
a  sarcastic  smile,  "  that  in  the  apartments  of  a  cer 
tain  illustrious  lady,  meetings  are  also  held,  to 
which  repair  the  Dukes  of  San  Lorenzo  and  Fer 
nando,  Martinez  de  la  Eosa,  Cambronero,  and  many 
others  ?  What  can  be  said  against  that  ?  " 

A  dead  silence  followed  this  bold  remark  :  all 
knew  well  who  the  illustrious  lady  was  who  thus 
assembled  round  her  the  leaders  of  the  Liberals. 
Suddenly  the  ominous  pause  was  broken  by  the 
voice  of  Federico,  to  whom  Regato  had  made  a 
sign,  significant  although  barely  perceptible. 

"  Don  Tadeo,"  cried  the  audacious  student,  his 
mellow  manly  tones  ringing  through  the  apart- 
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ment,  "  is  a  traitor  to  his  King.  This  very  night 
he  delivered  an  all-important  document  to  an  agent 
of  the  Infante  Don  Carlos." 

The  words  were  an  electric  shock  to  the  cama 
rilla.  The  King  started,  and  showed  symptoms  of 
extraordinary  agitation.  "  What  is  that  ?  Who 
says  that  ?  "  he  cried,  rising  from  his  chair  with  the 
vigour  of  sudden  excitement.  "  Who  knows  of  the 
document?  where  is  it?  Seize  him — he  shall  ex 
plain — confess !  " 

"  Seize  the  scoundrel,"  cried  Tadeo,  "  who  has 
dared  intrude  himself  hither/' 

"My  guards  !  my  guards  !  "  cried  the  King,  his 
eyes  rolling  wildly,  his  features  frightfully  con 
vulsed.  "  Where  is  the  paper?  Tadeo,  I  will  have 
it  back !  Ha !  what  is  this  !  mercy  !  blessed 

Virgin,  mer !  "  The  word  was  unfinished  ; 

and  Ferdinand,  doubly  tortured  by  bodily  pain  and 
mental  anguish,  fell  back  into  the  arms  of  his 
physician. 

"  The  King  is  dead !"  exclaimed  Tadeo.  "  Help 
here  ! " 

The  camarilla  crowded  round  Ferdinand,  who  lay 
without  sense  or  motion.  "  What  is  it,  Seiior 
Castillo?"  said  Tadeo.  The  physician  let  fall  his 
patient's  wrist. 

"  A  sudden  paroxysm,  your  Excellency,"  he  re 
plied  in  a  low  voice.  "  It  was  to  be  apprehended 
— all  is  over  !'' 
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The  Count  turned  away,  and  his  eye  fell  upon 
Federico,  who,  seeing  resistance  useless,  stood  pas 
sive  in  the  custody  of  several  of  the  camarilla. 
With  a  vindictive  frown,  Tadeo  pulled  open  the 
student's  cloak,  and  pointed  to  his  skirtless  coat." 

"  You  cannot  deny  it,"  he  said.  "  The  proof  of 
your  guilt  is  in  my  possession.  Who  is  the  fellow?" 

Geronimo  Eegato  stepped  forward  and  stared  in 
the  student's  face. 

" What!  "  cried  he,  "  is  not  that  Don  Federico, 
the  young  advocate,  well-known  in  the  coffee-houses 
as  a  virulent  Exaltado,  a  determined  scoffer,  a  pro 
pagator  of  atrocious  doctrines  ?  " 

"  I  thought  as  much,"  said  the  Count.  "  None 
but  such  an  unprincipled  scoundrel  would  dare  to 
act  the  spy  in  the  very  palace.  Call  the  guard, 
and  away  with  him  to  prison.  Let  this  man  be 
securely  ironed/'  he  added,  to  the  soldiers  who  now 
entered  ;  "  and  let  none  have  speech  of  him." 

The  order  was  promptly  obeyed.  A  very  brief 
space  elapsed  before  Federico  found  himself  in  a 
narrow  dungeon,  stretched  on  damp  straw,  with 
manacles  on  hands  and  feet.  In  total  darkness,  and 
seated  despondingly  upon  his  comfortless  couch, 
the  events  of  the  evening  appeared  to  him  like  some 
frightful  nightmare.  But  in  vain  did  he  rub  his 
eyes  and  try  to  awake  from  his  imaginary  sleep  ; 
the  terrible  reality  forced  itself  upon  him.  He 
thought  of  Kosaura,  the  original  cause  of  his  mis- 
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fortunes,  and  almost  doubted  whether  she  were  in 
deed  a  woman,  or  some  demon  in  angel's  form,  sent 
to  lure  him  to  destruction.  Of  Geroniino,  too,  he 
thought  with  feelings  of  inexpressible  bitterness. 
He,  the  friend  in  whom  he  had  placed  such  implicit 
reliance,  to  betray  him  thus ;  for  his  own  advan 
tage,  doubtless,  and  to  draw  his  own  head  out  of 
the  noose  !  There  were  none,  then,  to  whom  he 
could  now  look  for  succour.  The  King  was  dead  ; 
his  successor,  the  apostolical  ruler,  the  partisan 
and  defender  of  the  Inquisition,  whose  name,  for 
years  past,  had  been  the  rallying- cry  of  the  dis 
affected,  owed  his  crown  to  the  powerful  Tadeo 
whom  the  student  had  offended  and  ill-treated, 
whose  love  he  had  dared  to  cross,  whose  revenge 
he  must  now  encounter.  Federico  felt  that  his  fate 
was  sealed.  Already  he  heard,  in  imagination,  the 
clank  of  ponderous  fetters  in  the  dismal  halls  of  the 
Inquisition  ;  already  he  saw  the  terrible  machines 
— the  screws  and  weights,  the  ladder  and  iron 
couch,  and  felt  the  burning  sulphur,  as  it  was 
dropped  hissing  upon  his  naked  flesh  by  the  masked 
and  pitiless  executioner.  He  thought  of  Arguelles, 
the  Divine,  whom  he  had  seen  an  animated  corpse, 
his  limbs  crushed  and  distorted  by  similar  tortures  ; 
and  in  spite  of  his  natural  courage,  a  shudder  came 
over  him  as  he  heard  the  bars  of  his  dungeon-door 
withdrawn,  and  the  heavy  bolts  shot  back  into  their 
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sockets.  The  next  instant  he  closed  his  eyes, 
dazzled  by  a  glare  of  light. 

When  he  reopened  them,  the  Count  or  Tadeo — 
whichever  was  his  most  fitting  appellation — stood 
before  him.  With  the  courage  of  pride  and  despair, 
Federico  boldly  met  his  searching  gaze.  For  some 
moments  they  looked  at  each  other  in  silence, 
broken  at  last  by  Tadeo. 

"  I  come  to  question  you,"  he  said  :  "  answer 
truly,  and  your  captivity  may  be  very  brief.  De 
ceive  me,  and  your  life  shall  be  yet  shorter.  Your 
crimes  shall  meet  their  just  reward." 

"I  am  guilty  of  no  crime,"  retorted  Federico. 
"  I  am  the  victim  of  circumstances." 

"  And  what  are  they  ? "  eagerly  inquired  the 
Count. 

Federico  was  silent. 

"  Do  you  know  me,  senor  ?  "  said  the  Count. 

"  No,"  was  the  reply. 

"  Beware,  then,  lest  you  learn  to  know  me  too 
well.  What  did  you,  concealed  in  yonder  closet  ? 
Where  is  the  paper  you  robbed  me  of?  Who  ad 
mitted  you  into  the  house  ?  Do  you  belong  to  a 
secret  society?  Were  you  sent  as  a  spy?  A 
dagger  was  found  in  the  closet :  did  you  come  to 
assassinate  me  ?  " 

He  paused  after  each  question,  but  Federico  an 
swered  none  of  them,  save  the  last,  to  which  he 
replied  by  a  stern  negative.  "  You  had  best  con- 
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fess,"  resumed  Tadeo.  "  If  you  are  no  political 
offender,  if  no  criminal  project  led  you  where  I 
found  you,  I  pledge  my  word,  senor — and  I  pledge 
it  only  to  what  I  can  and  will  perform — you  shall 
at  once  be  released." 

"  I  can  say  but  this,"  replied  the  prisoner — "  it 
was  not  my  object  to  overhear  you.  An  accident 
conducted  me  where  you  discovered  me,  and  I 
heartily  regret  that  a  casual  noise  betrayed  my 
presence." 

"  Is  that  all  you  will  say  ?  " 

"All." 

"  You  know  not  with  whom  you  deal,"  cried  the 
Count.  Then,  lowering  his  voice,  and  with  a  smile 
that  he  strove  to  render  amiable.  "  It  was,  per 
haps,  a  love-affair,"  he  said.  "  Young  man,  which 
of  Dona  Kosaura's  handmaidens  did  you  seek  ? 
Who  introduced  you  into  that  apartment  ?  Tell 
me  this — satisfy  me  on  a  point  that  concerns  myself 
personally — and  not  only  will  I  forget  all,  but  re 
main  your  debtor/' 

Whilst  thus  he  spoke,  the  Count's  features  ex 
pressed  very  different  sentiments  from  those  an 
nounced  by  his  smooth  and  placable  speech.  In 
their  convulsive  workings,  and  in  the  savage  fire  of 
his  eyes,  jealousy  and  hatred  were  plainly  to  be 
read ;  he  looked  like  a  tiger  about  to  spring  upon 
its  prey. 

"  Seiior,"  said  Federico,   contemptuously,   "  you 
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waste  time.  If  a  lady  did  introduce  me  into  your 
house,  rest  assured  I  am  not  base  enough  to  reveal 
her  name.  From  me  you  get  no  further  answer. 
Do  with  me  as  you  will.  In  this  unhappy  land, 
might  is  above  right." 

;'  Wretch  !  "  exclaimed  the  Count,  fiercely  ad 
vancing  upon  his  undaunted  captive,  "  you  have 
betrayed  yourself.  I  will  destroy  you,  knave,  like 
an  insect.  A  lady  conceal  you  !  What  audacious 
slander  is  this  ? "  He  struggled  with  his  rage, 
and,  mastering  himself,  resumed  :  "It  has  been 
proved  that  you  are  the  spy  of  a  dangerous  and 
treasonable  association.  Where  is  the  paper  you 
stole  ?  " 

"  I  have  no  paper,"  replied  Federico,  "  and  will 
answer  no  more  questions.  I  am  in  your  power  ; 
do  your  worst." 

The  Count  stepped  to  the  dungeon  door.  Two 
men  entered.  Whilst  one  of  them  searched  Fede 
rico,  closely  examining  each  pocket  and  fold  of  his 
dress,  but  without  discovering  the  much-coveted 
document,  the  other  listened  respectfully  to  the 
Count,  who  gave  him  instructions  in  a  low  voice. 
His  last  words,  which  reached  the  ear  of  the  stu 
dent,  were  not  calculated  to  reassure  him  as  to  the 
future.  "  Be  it  so,"  said  Don  Tadeo.  "  The  neces 
sary  warrant  shall  at  once  bo  made  out,  arid  then — 
despatch."  And  with  a  vindictive  glance  at  his 
prisoner,  he  left  the  prison. 
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It  was  some  consolation  to  the  unfortunate  Fede- 
rico,  when  again  in  dismal  solitude,  and  with  the 
prospect  of  a  cruel  death  before  his  eyes,  to  reflect 
on  the  firmness  he  had  shown,  and  on  the  agony  of 
jealous  doubt  he  had  inflicted  on  his  rival.  In  his 
defenceless  and  desperate  circumstances,  such  re 
venge  was  doubly  sweet ;  and  for  a  while  he  dwelt 
on  it  with  pleasure.  Then  his  thoughts  took  other 
direction,  and  an  active  and  excited  imagination 
transported  him  from  that  gloomy  cell  to  the  cham 
ber  of  the  beautiful  cause  of  his  misfortunes.  She 
knelt  before  a  crucifix,  and  wept  and  prayed  for 
him.  He  heard  her  breathe  his  name,  and  invoke 
the  saints  to  his  assistance  ;  and  in  a  transport  of 
love  and  gratitude  he  extended  his  arms  to  clasp 
her  to  his  heart.  They  were  rudely  checked  by 
the  chain  that  linked  them  to  the  wall.  And  now 
pale  spectres  flitted  through  the  gloom,  and  grinned 
at  him  with  their  skeleton  mouths,  and  murmured 
in  his  ear  that  he  must  die,  and  never  again  see  her 
whose  kiss  was  yet  hot  upon  his  lips.  And  the 
last  ominous  words  and  deadly  look  of  his  foe  re 
curred  to  him,  chasing  all  hope.  Who  would  miss 
him,  the  humble  and  friendless  student  ?  who  in 
quire  where 'or  how  he  had  met  his  fate?  Far 
greater  than  he,  the  wealthy,  the  titled,  the  powerful, 
had  met  the  fate  he  anticipated,  at  hangman's  hands, 
in  the  dark  and  silent  recesses  of  Spanish  dungeons. 
To  the  long  list  of  illustrious  victims,  he,  an  insig- 
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nificant  one,  would  be  added  unnoticed.  And  the 
remembrance  of  those  who  had  preceded  him, 
ennobling  an  ignominious  death,  gave  Federico 
courage.  "  Yes  !  "  he  exclaimed  aloud,  "  I  will 
die  as  so  many  great  and  good  men  have  died 
before  me  !  Would  that  I  had  done  service  to  my 
poor  oppressed  country,  something  to  deserve  the 
tyrant's  hate  !  But  for  thee,  Kosaura,  will  I  gladly 
perish,  and  to  thee  only  shall  my  last  sigh  be 
given." 

His  words  yet  echoed  in  the  dungeon,  when  he 
heard  steps  at  the  door,  and  its  fastenings  again 
withdrawn.  This  time  he  doubted  not  it  was  his 
death-warrant  and  the  executioner.  Nerving  him 
self  to  endure  the  worst,  he  gazed  sternly  and 
steadily  at  his  visitors. 

"  That  is  he,"  said  the  turnkey,  to  a  tall,  sullen- 
looking  man. 

"  Take  off  his  chains,"  was  the  answer ;  "  and 
you,  seiior,  follow  me.'' 

"  Quick  with  your  work,"  cried  Federico.  "  Call 
your  aids.  I  am  prepared." 

"  Silence  and  follow  !  "  harshly  replied  the  stran 
ger.  "  Lucky  for  you  if  you  are  prepared  for 
all," 

Without  the  dungeon  stood  a  third  man,  mmffled 
in  a  short  mantle.  Federico  shuddered.  "An 
other  of  the  hangman  brood ! "  he  murmured. 
"Lead  on,  I  fear  thee  not!"  The  man  followed 
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without  a  word.  After  traversing  several  corridors, 
they  ascended  a  lofty  staircase.  Behind  each  door 
Federico  fancied  a  torture  chamber  or  a  garrote, 
but  none  of  them  revealed  what  he  expected.  At 
last  his  conductor  paused. 

"  Are  you  ready,"  he  said,  "  to  appear  before 
your  Supreme  Judge  ?  " 

"  I  am  ready,"  Federico  solemnly  replied. 

"Then  enter  here." 

A  door  opened,  the  student  set  foot  across  the 
threshold,  and  hardly  restrained  a  cry  of  surprise. 
Instead  of  the  garrote,  instead  of  racks  and  tor 
turers,  he  beheld  a  gorgeous  saloon,  brilliantly 
lighted  up  with  a  profusion  of  wax  tapers.  Five  or 
six  men  of  distinguished  mien  and  elegant  appear 
ance,  with  stars  and  orders  upon  their  breasts, 
were  grouped  round  a  large  carved  chair,  and 
looked  curiously  and  expectantly  at  Federico.  But 
he  scarcely  observed  them.  Even  on  a  lady  of 
great  beauty  and  majestic  aspect,  who  sat  in  the 
chair,  wrapped  in  a  costly  mantle  of  embroidered 
velvet,  his  attention  was  fixed  but  for  an  instant, 
for  behind  her  stood  another  lady,  somewhat  pale 
and  anxious-looking,  but  who  yet  bore  so  strong  a 
resemblance  to  the  cause  of  his  sufferings,  to  her 
of  the  rose-coloured  robe,  to  Eosaura  herself,  that 
all  the  blood  in  his  veins  rushed  to  his  heart.  Her 
name  hovered  on  his  lips,  and,  forgetting  every 
thing  but  love  and  newly-revived  hope,  he  was 
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about  to  spring  forward  and  throw  himself  at  her 
feet,  when  the  lady  in  the  chair  addressed  him  : 

"  Eemain  there,  seHor,"  she  said,  with  a  smile 
and  gracious  movement  of  her  head,  as  if  she 
divined  the  impulse  to  which  the  impetuous  student 
so  nearly  yielded.  "  You  have  had  strange  adven 
tures,  I  am  told,  within  the  last  few  hours.  They 
will  terminate  happily  for  you,  if  you  tell  the  whole 
truth,  and  relate  without  reserve  all  that  has  occur 
red.  Where  have  you  passed  this  night  ?  What 
took  you  to  the  house  in  which  you  were  found 
hidden  ?  What  heard  you  there  ?  " 

"  Senora/'  replied  Federico,  respectfully  but 
firmly,  "  I  have  already  preferred  death  to  the 
revelation  of  a  secret  that  is  not  mine.  My  resolu 
tion  is  unchanged.  I  can  answer  no  questions." 

The  lady  cast  a  friendly  and  approving  glance  at 
the  steadfast  youth. 

"  Now,  by  Our  Lady! "  she  said,  turning  to  the 
gentlemen  around  her,  "  this  is  a  chivalrous  fidelity, 
right  pleasant  to  behold  in  these  unchivalrous  days. 
I  doubt  not,  young  sir,  that  the  lady  of  your  affec 
tions  will  know  how  to  repay  it.  But  here  are 
great  interests  at  stake,  and  your  excuse  may  not 
avail.  You  must  relate  all,  truly  and  without  re 
serve.  And  to  remove  your  scruples,  know  that  the 
secret  you  have  so  bravely  kept  is  no  longer  one  for 
any  here  present.  Proceed  1" 

A  look  from  Kosaura  confirmed  this  assurance, 
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and  without  further  hesitation  Federico  told  his 
adventures,  and  repeated  the  dialogue  he  had  heard 
from  the  closet.  At  times  the  listeners  seemed 
surprised;  at  times  they  smiled,  or  looked  signi 
ficantly  at  each  other,  and  spoke  together  in  brief 
whispers.  Twice  had  the  student  to  tell  his  tale, 
and  his  words  were  taken  down  by  one  of  the 
gentlemen  present.  That  done,  the  lady  rose  quickly 
from  her  chair,  laid  a  hand  upon  his  shoulder,  and, 
fixing  her  keen  bright  eyes  searchingly  upon  his 
face,  pointed  to  the  deposition. 

"  Can  you  swear  to  that?  "  she  cried.  "  Is  it  all 
true  ?  Before  God  and  his  saints,  did  all  pass  as  you 
have  said?  No  word  too  much  or  too  little  ?  Saw  you 
the  document  with  your  own  eyes?  Santa  Madre  ! 
Is  it  possible  ?  Surely  it  cannot  be  ;  and  yet — my 
friends,  what  say  you  ?  What  think  you,  Duke  of  San 
Fernando,  and  you,  Marquis  of  Santa  Cruz  ?  What 
says  his  Grace  of  San  Lorenzo,  and  our  discreet 
friend,  Martinez  de  la  Eosa  ?  No,  I  need  not  fear, 
whilst  thus  surrounded  by  the  best  and  wisest  in 
the  land.  Cambronero,  advise  us.  How  may  we 
defeat  the  machinations  of  our  crafty  foes  ?  " 

The  gentleman  who  had  written  down  the  depo 
sition,  raised  his  head,  and  Federico  recognised  the 
features  of  one  renowned  throughout  Spain  as  a  wise 
counsellor  and  learned  lawyer.  With  surprise  and 
respect  the  student  gazed  at  the  distinguished  and 
illustrious  persons  he  had  just  heard  named. 
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"  Much  depends,"  said  Cambronero,  "  on  his  Ma 
jesty's  health.  If  unhappily  he  departs  this  life 
without  regaining  consciousness,  we  must  recover 
the  surreptitiously  obtained  document  at  point  of 
sword.  No  other  course  will  then  be  open  to  us. 
But  if,  by  God's  gracious  mercy,  the  King's  senses 
return,  not  a  moment  must  be  lost  in  obtaining  from 
his  hand  a  revocation  of  the  act.  He  must  be  told 
everything  ;  he  must  be  shown  how  his  confidence 
has  been  abused,  and  what  base  advantage  has  been 
taken  of  a  momentary  weakness.  He  must  hear  the 
witnesses  whom  Heaven  has  raised  up  for  your 
Majesty." 

"  Ha!"  cried  the  lady,  with  an  impatient  arid  en 
ergetic  gesture,  "  you  are  right,  Cambronero ;  we 
must  act  I  All  that  can  be  done,  Christina  will  do. 
They  shall  not  triumph  by  weakness  of  hers  !  Don 
Fernando  still  lives,  can  yet  retract.  He  shall  hear 
how  they  have  laboured  to  bring  shame  upon  his 
name  ;  shall  learn  the  perfidy  of  those  who  have 
environed  him  with  their  snares  !  I  go  to  tell 
him." 

The  Queen  left  the  room.  "  To  me  it  seems, 
senores,"  said  Cambronero,  a  quiet  smile  playing 
on  his  shrewd  features,  "  that  things  have  happened 
for  the  best,  and  that  the  result  of  all  this  is  not 
doubtful,  provided  only  the  king  be  not  already 
rta  id.  The  Apostolicals  have  been  active.  Their 
creatures  have  worked  their  way  into  the  cabinet 


ROSAURA  :    A  TALE   Of1  MADRID.  59 

and  the  camarilla.  The  guards,  the  captains-gene 
ral,  and  many  officers  of  state  are  long  since  gained 
over.  In  all  cases,  on  King  Ferdinand's  death,  a 
war  is  inevitable.  The  succession  to  the  throne  is 
a  Gordian  knot,  to  be  cut  only  by  the  sword.  The 
Infante  will  never  yield  his  claim,  or  admit  as  valid 
the  abrogation  of  the  ancient  Salic  law.*  And 
doubtless  the  crown  would  be  his,  were  not  the 
people  and  the  spirit  of  the  times  opposed  to  him. 
He  is  retrograde  ;  the  Spain  of  to-day  is  and  must 
be  progressive.  The  nation  is  uneasy;  it  hates 
despotic  government ;  it  ferments  from  north  to 
south,  from  Portugal  to  the  Mediterranean  ;  but 
that  fermentation  would  lack  a  rallying  point  with 
out  the  decree  which  commands  all  to  cling  to 
Christina  and  her  children,  and  repel  the  Infante. 
The  partisans  of  Carlos  have  striven  to  obtain  by 
craft  what  they  could  not  hope  to  conquer  by  the 
strong  hand,  and  they  have  succeeded  in  making  a 
dying  monarch  revoke  in  a  moment  of  delirium  or 
imbecility  that  all-important  act.  The  revocation 
is  in  the  hands  of  the  Infante  ;  the  Salic  law  is 
once  more  the  law  of  the  land,  and  Christina's  chil 
dren  are  in  their  turn  disinherited.  And  if  it  be 
impossible  to  restore  the  King  to  consciousness,  I 

fear " 

"  What  ?"  cried  the  Marquis  of  Santa  Cruz. 

*  By  the  Pragmatic  Sanction,  promulgated  during  the  first 
pregnancy  of  Christina,  in  May  1830. 
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"  That  we  are  on  the  eve  of  a  great  revolution." 

"  Hush  I"  said  the  Duke  of  San  Lorenzo,  looking 
anxiously  around  him.  "  These  are  dangerous 
words,  my  friend."  And  his  eye  fell  upon  the 
handsome  countenance  of  Martinez  de  la  Eosa,  who 
smiled  thoughtfully. 

"  Call  it  reform,  Cambronero,"  he  said;  "wise 
progress  of  the  times,  moderate,  cautious,  adapted 
to  the  circumstances  ;  not  rash,  reckless,  sweeping 
revolution." 

The  lawyer  cast  a  keen  glance  at  the  former 
minister  of  the  Cortes. 

"  Reform  I"  he  cried.  "  Ay,  certainly  ;  but  what 
reform  ?  Does  Senor  de  la  Kosa  mean  such  re 
form  as  he  helped  to  bring  about  ?  I  bid  him  be 
ware  :  these  are  no  times  for  trifling.  Here  we 
stand,  but  a  few  paces  from  the  deathbed  of  a 
powerful  prince.  He  fettered  this  revolution  or 
reform  ;  but,  senores,  it  was  only  for  a  while  and  in 
appearance.  Like  the  mole,  it  has  laboured  and 
advanced,  surely  and  unseen.  Happy  for  our  king 
if  he  expire  before  the  vanity  of  his  efforts,  and  the 
inutility  of  the  bloodshed  and  misery  they  have 
occasioned,  are  demonstrated  ;  before  he  learns  that 
a  principle  never  dies,  though  all  the  artillery  of 
the  world  be  brought  to  bear  upon  it.  History 
judges  the  dead  ;  nations  judge  the  living.  Let  us 
so  act  that  we  may  stand  with  honour  before  both 
tribunals/' 
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"  The  subject  leads  us  too  far,"  said  the  poet  and 
minister,  rising  from  his  chair  and  glancing  at 
Federico,  who,  struck  and  delighted  by  Cambro- 
nero's  words,  gazed  at  him  with  expanded  brow  and 
flashing  eyes.  "  Let  us  beware  of  kindling  fanati 
cism  :  coolness  and  prudence  are  becoming  to  men, 
and,  God  knows,  we  need  both/' 

He  tookCambronero's  arm,  and  led  him  to  the  other 
end  of  the  spacious  apartment.  The  noblemen  fol 
lowed,  and  the  conversation  was  resumed  in  a  lower 
tone.  So  enthralling  had  been  the  interest  with  which 
Federico  had  listened  to  the  words  of  these  influen 
tial  Liberals,  that  for  an  instant  he  had  neglected 
Kosaura,  who  stood  nearly  concealed  behind  the 
swelling  cushions  and  high  gilt  back  of  the  throne- 
like  chair.  Her  beautiful  face  wore  an  anxious,  in 
quiring  expression,  which  seemed  to  reproach  him 
fvdth  forgetting  her ;  but  as  he  drew  near,  she 
smiled,  and  rays  of  love  and  hope  broke  from  be 
neath  her  long  dark  lashes.  And  under  the  magic 
influence  of  those  beaming  eyes,  Federico's  doubts 
and  fears  vanished  like  frost  before  the  mid-day 
sun,  and  were  replaced  by  a  transport  of  blissful 
emotion. 

"  Kosaura  I "  he  exclaimed,  "  what  unspeakable 
joy  is  this  !  Strange,  indeed,  have  been  the  events 
of  the  night !  The  wonders  of  Arabian  tales  are 
realised.  A  moment  ago  I  awaited  death  in  a 
dungeon ;  and  behold,  I  am  in  a  king's  chamber, 
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and  at  your  feet,  Kosaura.  Explain  these  things, 
adored  mistress  of  my  heart !  How  do  we  thus 
meet?  How  came  you  hither?" 

"  With  our  friend,  Geronimo  Kegato,"  replied  the 
lady. 

"  The  traitor  ! "  indignantly  exclaimed  Federico. 
"  No  thanks  to  him  if  I  escape  with  life." 

"  Judge  not  so  hastily/'  cried  Eosaura :  "  you 
know  not  all  you  owe  Eegato.  From  him  I  first 
heard  your  name.  He  was  my  confidant ;  he  knew 
my  aversion  to  the  detested  man,  who  considered 
me  already  his  own.  My  father,  of  an  old  family, 
although  not  of  the  highest  nobility,  was  President 
of  the  Burgos  Tribunal,  and  by  commercial  trans 
actions,  in  the  time  of  the  Constitution,  he  acquired 
great  wealth.  My  hated  suitor  is  also  sprung  from 
the  people.  My  father  was  his  friend,  and  at  one 
time  had  to  thank  his  influence  for  escape  from  per 
secution.  Out  of  gratitude  he  promised  him  my 
hand,  and,  dying  a  year  ago,  left  him  my  guardian. 
In  that  capacity  he  administered  my  estates,  and 
had  me  in  his  power.  But,  thanks  to  the  Virgin,  I 
am  at  last  free  from  his  odious  control." 

She  gazed  tenderly  at  Federico,  and  held  out  her 
hand,  which  he  covered  with  kisses.  But  she  has 
tily  withdrew  it,  on  becoming  aware  that  their  pro 
ceedings  were  observed  by  the  group  of  politicians. 

"  Is  this  the  time  and  place  ?  "  she  said,  with  a 
smile  of  sweet  confusion  and  avch  reproach.  "  And 
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yet,  Federico,  best  beloved,  why  should  I  feign 
indifference,  or  conceal  that  my  heart  is  wholly 
yours?" 

"  Angel !  "  cried  the  enraptured  student,  trem 
bling  with  ecstasy. 

"  Hush !  "  whispered  Kosaura.  "  Cambronero 
looks  and  laughs  at  us.  Hear  me,  Federico.  The 
decisive  moment  approaches ;  but  I  fear  it  not — I 
love  and  hope.  It  was  Geronimo,  disguised  as  a 
Gallego,  who  brought  you  to  my  abode  ;  Geronimo 
hates  him  whom  we  hate ;  he  knew  me  as  a  child, 
was  my  father's  friend,  and  loves  us  both.  Ho 
spoke  to  me  of  you  long  before  I  saw  you ;  he  told 
me  the  hour  of  your  walks  in  the  Prado.  At  the 
first  glance  I  recognised  you." 

"And  where  is  that  singular  man?"  Federico 
inquired. 

"  I  know  not,  but  doubtless  at  no  great  distance. 
This  night,  a  few  hours  ago,  I  lay  sleepless  on  my 
pillow,  anxious  for  your  fate,  when  a  carriage  stop 
ped  at  the  door.  It  was  surrounded  with  guards 
and  torch-bearers,  and  I  was  told  that  my  presence 
was  instantly  required  at  the  palace.  My  alarm  at 
so  untimely  a  summons  was  dissipated  by  the  arri 
val  of  Geronimo.  '  Fear  nothing,'  he  said  :  t  the 
hour  of  happiness  is  at  hand.  He  whom  you  hate 
is  vanquished.  Federico  is  his  conqueror.'  " 

"  I  his  conqueror ! "  cried  the  student.  And 
then,  recalling  all  that  had  occurred,  "  strange 
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destiny!"  he  continued.  "Yes,  I  now  see  that 
the  secret  intrigues  of  a  dangerous  and  powerful 
man  have  been  revealed  by  my  means.  But  who  is 
he  ?  I  in  vain  conjecture." 

"  You  do  not  know  him  ?  "  cried  Rosaura,  greatly 

astonished — "not    know ?"      She    suddenly 

paused,  for  at  that  moment  the  door  burst  open, 
and  the  Queen  entered  the  room,  in  extreme  haste 
and  violent  agitation. 

"  His  Majesty  is  recovered,"  she  exclaimed,  her 
voice  shrill  and  quivering  with  contending  emo 
tions  ;  "  his  swoon  is  over,  God's  grace  be  thanked. 
I  have  spoken,  my  noble  friends,  and  not  in  vain. 
The  King  will  himself  hear  the  witnesses.  These 
young  people  must  come  with  me.  Call  Geronimo 
Kegato.  Eemain  here,  Cambronero,  and  all  of 
you :  I  must  see  you  again,  I  need  your  counsel — 
desert  me  not ! " 

"  When  your  Majesty  next  honours  us  with  your 
presence,"  said  Cambronero,  bowing  low,  and  rais 
ing  his  voice,  "it  will  be  as  Queen-Regent  of 
Spain." 

Eegato  entered  the  room,  and  Federico  rubbed 
his  eyes  in  fresh  astonishment.  It  was  the  same 
man  in  the  dark  mantle  who  had  followed  him  from 
his  dungeon  to  the  Queen's  audience  chamber,  and 
whom  he  had  taken  for  an  executioner.  Gradually 
the  mysteries  of  the  night  unravelled  themselves. 
He  understood  that  if  Eegato  had  accused  him,  it 
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had  been  to  avert  suspicion  from  himself,  and  that 
he  might  work  more  effectually  for  both,  by  reveal 
ing  to  the  Queen  or  to  Cambronero  what  he  had 
learned  from  Federico,  and  by  placing  before  them 
the  list  of  the  conspirators.  Musing  upon  this,  and 
each  moment  more  convinced  of  Geronimo's  wis 
dom  and  good  faith,  he  followed  the  Queen,  who, 
with  rapid  step,  led  him  and  Kosaura  through  a 
suite  of  splendid  apartments.  Stopping  before  a 
door,  she  turned  to  the  student. 

"  Speak  fearlessly,"  she  said :  "  suppress  no 
word  of  truth,  and  reckon  on  my  favour  and  pro 
tection." 

Federico  bowed.  The  door  turned  noiselessly 
on  its  hinges,  and  the  Queen  paused  a  moment  as 
in  anger  and  surprise,  whilst  a  dark  glow  flushed 
her  excited  and  passionate  countenance.  From  the 
door  a  view  was  commanded  of  the  whole  apart 
ment,  which  was  dimly  lighted,  and  occupied  by 
several  persons,  standing  in  a  half-circle,  round  a 
bed  placed  near  a  marble  chimney-piece.  Upon 
this  bed,  propped  by  cushions  into  a  half-sitting 
posture,  lay  Ferdinand  VII.,  his  suffering  features 
and  livid  complexion  looking  ghastly  and  spectral 
in  the  faint  light,  and  contrasted  with  the  snow- 
white  linen  of  his  pillow.  A  black-robed  priest 
knelt  at  his  feet,  and  mumbled  the  prayer  for  the 
dying;  Castillo  the  physician  held  his  arm,  and 
reckoned  the  slow  throbs  of  the  feeble  pulse.  At 
9  E 
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the  bedside  sat  a  lady,  her  hands  folded  on  the 
velvet  counterpane,  her  large  dark  eyes  glancing 
uneasily,  almost  fiercely,  around  the  room — her 
countenance  by  no  means  that  of  a  sorrowing  and 
resigned  mourner. 

"  The  document !"  groaned  the  sick  man,  with 
painful  effort ;  "  the  document,  where  is  it  ?  To 
your  hands  I  intrusted  it ;  from  you  I  claim  it  back. 
Produce  it  instantly." 

"  My  gracious  sovereign,"  replied  the  person  ad 
dressed — and  at  the  sound  of  that  sinister  voice, 
Federico  felt  Rosaura's  hand  tremble  in  his — "  my 
gracious  sovereign,  that  paper,  that  weighty  and 
important  document,  signed  after  wise  and  long 
deliberation,  cannot  thus  lightly  be  revoked  by  a 
momentary  impulse." 

"Where  is  it?"  interrupted  the  King,  angrily. 

"  In  the  safest  keeping." 

"  In  the  hands  of  the  Infante,"  cried  the  Queen, 
entering  the  room,  and  approaching  the  bed. 

"  Traitor !  "  exclaimed  Ferdinand,  making  a  vio 
lent  but  fruitless  effort  to  raise  himself.  "Is  it 
thus  you  repay  my  confidence  ?  " 

"  Hear  me,  gracious  sir,"  cried  Tadeo ;  but  his 
tongue  faltered,  and  he  turned  deadly  pale,  for  just 
then  he  perceived  Rosaura,  Federico,  and  Regato 
standing  at  the  door. 

"  Hear  these,"  said  the  Queen,  placing  her  arm 
affectionately  round  her  suffering  husband,  and 
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bowing  her  head  over  him,  whilst  tears,  real  or 
feigned,  of  sympathy  or  passion,  fell  fast  from  her 
eyes.  "  They  have  betrayed  you,  Sire  ;  they  have 
abused  your  confidence ;  they  have  conspired  against 
me,  against  you,  against  your  innocent  children. 
Approach,  Don  Federico ;  speak  freely  and  fear 
lessly.  You  are  under  the  safeguard  of  your  King, 
who  demands  of  you  the  entire  truth." 

"  Enough !  "  said  Ferdinand ;  "  I  have  read  the 
young  man's  deposition.  Look  at  it,  sir,"  he  added, 
to  Tadeo,  pointing  to  the  paper,  "  and  deny  it  if 
you  can." 

Tadeo  obeyed ;  as  he  read,  his  hand  visibly 
shook,  and  at  last  he  dropped  the  paper,  and  sank 
upon  his  knees. 

"  I  cannot  deny  it,"  he  said,  in  a  troubled  voice, 
l<  but  let  your  majesty  hear  my  justification.  I  im 
plore  permission  to  explain  my  conduct." 

The  little  lady  who  sat  beside  the  King's  bed 
sprang  to  her  feet,  her  countenance  flaming  with 
wrath,  and  rushed  upon  the  kneeling  man.  Un 
bridled  rage  flashed  from  her  eyes,  and  distorted 
each  feature  of  her  face. 

"  Traitor!  "  she  cried,  "  where  is  the  document? 
what  have  you  done  with  it  ?  You  stole  it,  to  de 
liver  to  men  as  vile  and  base  as  yourself!  Traitor, 
produce  it! " 

"  Madam  !  "  exclaimed  the  astonished  object  of 
this  furious  apostrophe. 
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His  remonstrance  was  cut  short,  for,  quick  as 
lightning,  the  ungovernable  Infanta  raised  her 
hand,  and  let  it  fall  upon  his  face  with  such  vigour 
arid  good-will  that  the  minister,  unprepared  for  so 
unwomanly  an  assault,  staggered  backwards,-  and 
narrowly  avoided  a  fall. 

"  Carlotta  I  "  cried  the  Queen,  seizing  her  sister's 
arm,  and  restraining  her  from  further  violence. 

"  The  villain  1  the  traitor  !  "  shrieked  the  Infanta, 
in  tones  that  resounded  through  the  palace. 

"  Away  with  him  from  my  sight  I  "  cried  Ferdi 
nand,  his  voice  growing  fainter  as  he  spoke.  "  The 
Queen,  whom  I  appoint  Eegent  during  my  illness, 
will  decide  upon  his  fate.  I  myself  strip  him  of  all 
offices  and  honours.  Away  with  him,  and  for  ever  ! 
You  are  no  longer  my  minister,  TADEO  CALOMARDE. 
Oh,  God !  what  a  bitter  deception  !  He  too  !  He  too ! 
By  all  the  saints,  he  shall  rue  it.  His  treachery  is 
my  death-stroke ! " 

The  King  sank  back  like  a  corpse  upon  his  cush 
ions,  but  presently  recovered  himself,  and  with  all 
speed,  before  the  assembled  ministers,  the  extorted 
decree  was  annulled,  the  Pragmatic  Sanction  again 
declared  in  full  force,  and  the  Queen  nominated  Ee 
gent.  Whilst  this  took  place,  Federico,  unheeded 
in  the  bustle  of  such  important  business,  remained 
like  one  entranced.  It  was  Calomarde,  then,  the 
man  whose  ruthless  hand  had  been  so  pitilessly 
stretched  forth  over  the  suffering  land — it  was  the 
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all-powerful  minister,  the  curse  of  Spain,  the  butcher 
of  the  noble  Torrijos  and  his  unhappy  companions, 
whom  he,  the  insignificant  student,  had  cast  down 
from  his  high  state !  The  giant  had  succumbed 
before  the  pigmy ;  the  virtual  ruler  of  the  kingdom 
had  fallen  by  the  agency  of  one  whom,  a  day  pre 
viously,  he  might  with  impunity  have  annihilated. 
Events  so  extraordinary  and  of  such  rapid  occur 
rence  were  hard  to  comprehend  ;  and  Federico  had 
scarcely  convinced  himself  of  their  reality,  when  he 
received,  a  few  hours  afterwards,  a  summons  to  the 
Queen's  presence. 

The  morning  sun  shone  into  the  royal  apartment, 
revealing  the  traces  of  a  sleepless  night  and  recent 
agitation  upon  the  handsome  features  of  the  newly- 
made  Eegent.  She  received  the  student  with  a 
smile,  and  placed  Rosaura's  hand  in  his. 

"Fear  nothing  from  Calomarde,"  she  said.  "He 
has  fled  his  well-merited  punishment.  Those  sent 
for  his  arrest  sought  him  in  vain.  You  are  under  my 
protection,  Rosaura — and  you  also,  Don  Federico. 
You  have  established  a  lasting  claim  upon  my 
gratitude,  and  my  friendship  shall  never  fail  you." 

It  does  not  appear  how  long  t?iese  fair  promises 
were  borne  in  mind  by  a  queen  whose  word,  since 
that  time,  has  been  far  often  er  pledged  than  re 
deemed.  Perhaps  she  thought  she  had  acquitted 
herself  of  all  obligations  when,  three  months  later, 
«he  honoured  with  her  presence  the  nuptials  of 
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Federico  and  Kosaura,  and  with  her  own  hand 
twined  a  costly  wreath  of  brilliants  through  the 
sable  ringlets  of  the  beautiful  bride.  And  perhaps 
the  young  couple  neither  needed  nor  desired  further 
marks  of  her  favour,  for  they  withdrew  from  Madrid 
to  reside  in  happy  retirement  upon  Kosaura's  estates. 
Greronimo  Regato  went  with  them  ;  and  for  a  while 
was  their  welcome  guest.  But  his  old  habits  were 
too  confirmed  to  be  eradicated,  even  by  the  influence 
of  those  he  loved  best.  The  atmosphere  of  a  court, 
the  excitement  of  political  intrigue,  were  essential 
to  his  existence,  and  he  soon  returned  to  the  capital. 
There,  under  a  very  different  name  from  that  by 
which  he  has  here  been  designated,  he  played  an 
important  part  in  the  stirring  epoch  that  succeeded 
the  death  of  Ferdinand  the  Well-beloved. 


ADVENTURE    IN   THE    NORTH-WEST 
TEEK1TOEY. 

\MAOA.     SEVTKMUEU  1821.  J 

AFTER  residing  nearly  a  year  in  one  of  the  most 
distant  posts  of  the  North-west  Company,  and 
conducting  the  fur  trade  there,  I  began  to  look  for 
ward  to  my  return  to  Montreal.  I  waited  with  the 
greatest  impatience  for  the  arrival  of  the  period 
which  was  to  terminate  my  banishment,  and  restore 
me  to  society.  I  was  nearly  three  thousand  miles 
distant  from  any  settlements,  and  my  only  com 
panions  were  two  young  men,  clerks  of  the  establish 
ment,  whose  characters,  and  limited  acquirements, 
rendered  them  very  uninteresting  associates.  My 
situation  was  one  of  considerable  responsibility.  A 
great  number  of  Canadians,  in  the  service  of  the 
Company,  resided  at  the  post,  and  were  under  my 
control ;  but  I  found  it  a  very  difficult  matter  to 
keep  them  in  a  state  of  due  subordination,  and  to 
prevent  them  from  quarrelling  and  fighting  with  the 
detached  parties  of  Indians  that  occasionally  visited 
us  for  the  purpose  of  trading.  Interest  and  personal 
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safety  alike  required  that  we  should  be  on  friendly 
terms  with  the  natives ;  and  I  spent  many  anxious 
hours  in  endeavouring  to  promote  mutual  peace 
and  good-humour. 

Our  post  was  situated  upon  the  banks  of  a  small 
lake,  about  sixteen  miles    broad.     This  lake  dis 
charged  itself  by  means  of  a  river  into  another  of 
much  greater  dimensions,  and  thick  forests  covered - 
every  part  of  the  neighbouring  country. 

One  afternoon  I  took  my  gun,  and  strolled  out  in 
search  of  game.  Though  it  was  now  the  beginning 
of  spring,  the  lake  was  still  frozen  completely  across, 
the  cold  of  the  preceding  winter  having  been  very 
intense.  I  soon  fell  in  with  a  flock  of  wild  ducks, 
but  before  I  could  get  a  shot  at  them,  they  began 
to  fly  towards  the  middle  of  the  lake  ;  however,  I 
followed  them  fearlessly  over  the  ice,  in  the  expec 
tation  that  they  would  soon  alight.  The  weather 
was  mild,  though  rather  blowy.  Detached  black 
clouds  moved  rapidly  along  the  face  of  Heaven  in 
immense  masses,  and  the  sun  blazed  forth  in  unob- 
scured  splendour  at  one  moment,  and  was  completely 
shrouded  from  the  eye  the  next.  I  was  so  intent 
on  the  pursuit  of  my  game  that  I  hastened  forwards 
almost  unconsciously,  my  progress  being  much 
facilitated  by  a  thin  layer  of  snow  which  covered 
the  ice,  and  rendered  the  footing  tolerably  secure. 
At  last  I  fired  at  the  ducks,  and  killed  one  and 
wounded  another.  I  immediately  picked  up  the 
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first,  but  its  companion,  having  only  been  winged, 
began  to  leap  away  before  I  caught  hold  of  it.  I 
followed,  but  had  not  advanced  more  than  twenty 
yards,  when,  to  my  astonishment,  I  found  that  the 
ice  was  in  many  places  covered  with  water  to  the 
depth  of  several  inches.  I  stopped  short  full  of 
alarm,  and  irresolute  what  to  do.  It  was  evident 
that  a  thaw  had  already  commenced,  and  as  I  well 
knew  with  what  rapidity  the  ice  broke  up  when 
once  affected  by  a  change  of  temperature,  I  became 
alive  to  all  the  dangers  of  my  situation,  and  almost 
shuddered  at  the  thought  of  moving  from  the  spot 
on  which  I  stood. 

The  weather  had  grown  calni  and  hazy,  and  the 
sky  was  very  black  and  lowering.  Large  flakes  of 
snow  soon  began  to  fall  languidly  and  perpendicu 
larly  through  the  air  ;  and  after  a  little  time,  these 
were  accompanied  by  a  thick  shower  of  sleety  rain, 
which  gradually  became  so  dense  that  I  could  not 
discern  the  shore.  I  strained  my  eyes  to  catch  a 
glance  of  some  living  object,  but  a  dreary  and  mo 
tionless  expanse  stretched  around  me  on  every  side, 
and  the  appalling  silence  that  prevailed  was  some 
times  interrupted  by  the  receding  cries  of  the 
wounded  bird.  All  nature  seemed  to  be  await 
ing  some  terrible  event.  I  listened  in  fearful  sus 
pense,  though  I  knew  not  what  I  expected  to  hear. 
I  soon  distinguished  a  distant  thundering  noise, 
which  gradually  became  stronger,  and  appeared  to 
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approach  the  place  where  T  stood.  Kepeated  explo 
sions,  and  hollow  murmurings  of  irregular  loudness, 
were  succeeded  by  a  tremendous  sound,  like  that 
of  rocks  bursting  asunder.  The  ice  trembled  be 
neath  my  feet,  and  the  next  moment  it  wras  dis 
united  by  a  vast  chasm,  which  opened  itself  within 
a  few  yards  of  me.  The  water  of  the  lake  rushed 
upwards  through  the  gap  with  foaming  fury,  and 
began  to  flood  the  surface  all  around. 

I  started  backwards,  and  ran,  as  I  conceived,  to 
wards  the  shore;  but  my  progress  was  soon  stopped 
by  one  of  those  weak  parts  of  the  ice  called  air 
holes.  While  walking  cautiously  round  it,  my  mind 
grew  somewhat  composed,  and  I  resolved  not  to  ad 
vance  any  farther  until  I  had  fixed  upon  some  way 
of  regulating  my  course  ;  but  I  found  this  to  be 
impossible.  I  vainly  endeavoured  to  discern  land, 
and  the  moaning  of  the  wind  among  the  distant 
forests  alone  indicated  that  there  was  any  at  all 
near  me.  Strong  and  irregular  blasts,  loaded  with 
snow  and  sleet,  swept  wildly  along,  involving  every 
thing  in  obscurity,  and  bewildering  my  steps  with 
malignant  influence.  I  sometimes  fancied  I  saw 
the  spot  where  our  post  was  situated,  and  even  the 
trees  and  houses  upon  it ;  but  the  next  moment 
a  gust  of  wind  would  whirl  away  the  fantastic-shaped 
fogs  that  had  produced  the  agreeable  illusion,  and 
reduce  me  to  actionless  despair.  I  fired  my  gun 
repeatedly,  in  the  hope  that  the  report  would  bring 
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some  one  to  my  assistance  ;  however,  the  shores 
alone  acknowledged,  by  feeble  echoes,  that  the 
sound  had  reached  them. 

The  storm  increased  in  violence,  and  at  intervals 
the  sound  of  the  ice  breaking  up  rolled  upon  my 
ear  like  distant  thunder,  and  seemed  to  mutter 
appalling  threats.  Alarm  and  fatigue  made  me 
dizzy,  and  I  threw  down  my  gun  and  rushed  for 
wards  in  the  face  of  the  drifting  showers,  which 
were  now  so  thick  as  to  affect  my  respiration.  I 
soon  lost  all  sense  of  fear,  and  began  to  feel  a  sort  of 
frantic  delight  in  struggling  against  the  careering 
blasts.  I  hurried  on,  sometimes  running  along  the 
brink  of  a  circular  opening  in  the  ice,  and  some 
times  leaping  across  frightful  chasms — all  the  while 
unconscious  of  having  any  object  in  view.  The  ice 
everywhere  creaked  under  my  feet,  and  I  knew  that 
death  awaited  me,  whether  I  fled  away  or  remained 
on  the  same  spot.  I  felt  as  one  would  do,  if  forced 
by  some  persecuting  fiend  to  range  over  the  sur 
face  of  a  black  and  shoreless  ocean ;  and  aware, 
that  whenever  his  tormentor  withdrew  his  sustain 
ing  power,  he  would  sink  down  and  be  suffocated 
among  the  billows  that  struggled  beneath  him. 

At  last  night  came  on,  and,  exhausted  by  fatigue 
and  mental  excitement,  I  wrapped  myself  in  my  cloak, 
and  lay  down  upon  the  ice.  It  was  so  dark  that  I 
could  not  have  moved  one  step  without  running  the 
risk  of  falling  into  the  lake.  I  almost  wished  that  the 
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drowsiness  produced  by  intense  cold  would  begin 
to  affect  me  ;  but  T  did  not  feel  in  the  slightest 
degree  chilled,  and  the  temperature  of  the  air  was 
in  reality  above  freezing.  I  had  lain  only  a  few 
minutes  when  I  heard  the  howl  of  a  wolf.  The 
sound  was  indescribably  delightful  to  my  ear,  and 
I  started  up  with  the  intention  of  hastening  to  the 
spot  from  whence  it  seemed  to  proceed ;  but,  hope 
less  as  my  situation  then  was,  my  heart  shrunk 
within  me  when  I  contemplated  the  dangers  I  would 
encounter  in  making  such  an  attempt.  My  courage 
failed,  and  I  resumed  my  former  position,  and  list 
ened  to  the  undulations  of  the  water  as  they  under 
mined  and  beat  against  the  lower  part  of  the  ice 
on  which  I  lay. 

About  midnight  the  storm  ceased,  and  most  of 
the  clouds  gradually  forsook  the  sky,  while  the 
rising  moon  dispelled  the  darkness  that  had  pre 
viously  prevailed.  However,  a  thick  haze  covered 
the  heavens,  and  rendered  her  light  dim  and  ghastly, 
and  similar  to  that  shed  during  an  eclipse.  A  suc 
cession  of  noises  had  continued  with  little  interrup 
tion  for  several  hours,  arid  at  last  the  ice  beneath  me 
began  to  move.  I  started  up,  and,  on  looking  around, 
saw  that  the  whole  surface  of  the  lake  was  in  a 
state  of  agitation.  My  eyes  became  dim,  and  I 
stretched  out  my  arms  to  catch  hold  of  some  object, 
and  felt  as  if  all  created  things  were  passing  away. 
The  hissing,  grinding,  and  crashing*,  produced  by 
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the  different  masses  of  ice  coming  into  collision, 
were  tremendous.  Large  fragments  sometimes  got 
wedged  together,  and  impeded  the  progress  of 
those  behind  them,  which  being  pushed  forward  by 
others  still  farther  back,  were  forced  upon  the  top 
of  the  first,  and  fantastic  -  shaped  pyramids  and 
towers  could  be  indistinctly  seen  rising  among  the 
mists  of  night,  and  momentarily  changing  their 
forms,  and  finally  disorganising  themselves  with 
magical  rapidity  and  fearful  tumult.  At  other 
times,  an  immense  mass  of  ice  would  start  up  into 
a  perpendicular  position,  and  continue  gleaming  in 
the  moonshine  for  a  little  period,  and  then  vanish 
like  a  spectre  among  the  abyss  of  waters  beneath 
it.  The  piece  of  ice  on  which  I  had  first  taken  my 
position  happened  to  be  very  large  and  thick,  but 
other  fragments  were  soon  forced  above  it,  and 
formed  a  mound  six  or  seven  feet  high,  on  the  top 
of  which  I  stood,  contemplating  the  awful  scene 
around  me,  and  feeling  as  if  I  no  longer  had  the 
least  connection  with  the  world,  or  retained  any 
thing  human  or  earthly  in  my  composition. 

The  wind,  which  was  pretty  strong,  drove  the 
ice  down  the  lake  very  fast.  My  alarms  and 
anxieties  had  gradually  become  less  intense,  and  I 
was  several  times  overcome  by  a  sort  of  stupor ; 
during  the  continuance  of  which,  imagination  and 
reality  combined  their  distracting  influence.  At 
one  time  I  fancied  that  the  snow  still  drifted  as 
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violently  as  ever,  and  that  I  distinguished,  through 
its  hazy  medium,  a  band  of  Indian  chiefs  walking- 
past  me  upon  the  surface  of  the  lake.  Their  steps 
were  noiseless,  and  they  went  along  with  wan  and 
dejected  looks  and  downcast  eyes,  and.  paid  no 
attention  to  my  exclamations  and  entreaties  for 
relief.  At  another,  I  thought  I  was  floating  in  the 
middle  of  the  ocean,  and  that  a  blazing  sun  flamed 
in  the  cloudless  sky,  and  made  the  ice  which  sup 
ported  me  melt  so  fast  that  I  heard  streams  of 
water  pouring  from  its  sides,  and  felt  myself  every 
moment  descending  towards  the  surface  of  the  bil 
lows.  I  was  usually  wakened  from  such  dreams  by 
some  noise  or  violent  concussion,  but  always  re 
lapsed  into  them  whenever  the  cause  of  disturbance 
ceased  to  operate. 

The  longest  and  last  of  these  slumbers  was  broken 
by  a  terrible  shock  which  my  ice  island  received, 
and  which  threw  me  from  my  seat,  and  nearly  pre 
cipitated  me  into  the  lake.  On  regaining  rny  for 
mer  position,  and  looking  round,  I  perceived,  to  my 
joy  and  astonishment,  that  I  was  in  a  river.  The 
water  between  me  and  the  shore  was  still  frozen 
over,  and  was  about  thirty  yards  wide,  consequently 
the  fragment  of  ice  on  which  I  stood  could  not 
approach  any  nearer  than  this.  After  a  moment  of 
irresolution,  I  leaped  upon  the  frozen  surface,  and 
began  to  run  towards  the  bank  of  the  river.  My 
feet  seemed  scarcely  to  touch  the  ice,  so  great  was 
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my  terror  lest  it  should  give  way  beneath  me  ;  but 
I  reached  the  shore  in  safety,  and  dropped  down 
completely  exhausted  by  fatigue  and  agitation. 

It  was  now  broad  daylight,  but  I  neither  saw 
animals  nor  human  beings,  nor  any  vestiges  of 
them.  Thick  forests  covered  the  banks  of  the 
river,  and  extended  back  as  far  as  my  eye  could 
reach.  I  feared  to  penetrate  them,  lest  I  should 
get  bewildered  in  their  recesses,  and  accordingly 
walked  along  the  edge  of  the  stream.  It  was  not 
long  before  I  discovered  a  column  of  smoke  rising 
among  the  trees.  I  immediately  directed  my  steps 
towards  the  spot,  and,  on  reaching  it,  found  a  party 
seated  round  a  fire. 

They  received  me  with  an  air  of  indifference  and 
unconcern,  not  very  agreeable  or  encouraging  to 
one  in  my  destitute  condition.  However,  I  placed 
myself  in  their  circle,  and  tried  to  discover  to  what 
tribe  they  belonged,  by  addressing  them  in  the 
different  Indian  languages  with  which  I  was  ac 
quainted.  I  soon  made  myself  intelligible,  and 
related  the  circumstances  that  had  brought  me  so 
unexpectedly  among  them.  At  the  conclusion  of 
my  narrative)  the  men  pulled  their  tomahawk  pipes 
from  their  mouths,  and  looked  at  each  other  with 
incredulous  smiles.  I  did  not  make  any  attempt  to 
convince  them  of  the  truth  of  what  I  said,  knowing- 
it  would  be  vain  to  do  so,  but  asked  for  something 
to  eat.  After  some  deliberation,  they  gave  me  a 
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small  quantity  of  pemican,  but  with  an  unwilling 
ness  that  did  not  evince  such  a  spirit  of  hospitality 
as  I  had  usually  met  with  among  Indians. 

The  party  consisted  of  three  men,  two  women, 
and  a  couple  of  children,  all  of  whom  sat  or  lay 
near  the  fire  in  absolute  idleness  ;  and  their  minds 
seemed  to  be  as  unoccupied  as  their  bodies,  for 
nothing  resembling  conversation  ever  passed  be 
tween  them.  The  weather  was  dreary  and  com 
fortless.  A  thick  small  rain,  such  as  usually  falls 
in  North  America  during  a  thaw,  filled  the  air,  and 
the  wigwam  under  which  we  sat  afforded  but  an 
imperfect  shelter  from  it.  I  passed  the  time  in  the 
most  gloomy  and  desponding  reflections.  I  saw  no 
means  by  which  I  could  return  to  the  trading-post, 
and  the  behaviour  of  the  Indians  made  me  doubt  if 
they  would  be  inclined  to  grant  me  that  support 
and  protection  without  which  I  could  not  long 
exist.  One  man  gazed  upon  me  so  constantly  and 
steadily  that  his  scrutiny  annoyed  me,  and  attracted 
my  particular  attention.  He  appeared  to  be  the 
youngest  of  the  party,  and  was  very  reserved  and 
unprepossessing  in  his  aspect,  and  seemed  to  know 
me,  but  I  could  not  recollect  of  ever  having  seen 
him  before. 

In  the  afternoon  the  rain  ceased,  and  the  Indians 
began  to  prepare  for  travelling.  When  they  had 
accoutred  themselves,  they  all  rose  from  the  ground 
without  speaking  a  word,  and  walked  away,  one 
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man  taking  the  lead.  I  perceived  that  they  did 
not  intend  that  I  should  .be  of  the  party,  but  I  fol 
lowed  them  immediately,  and,  addressing  myself  to 
the  person  who  preceded  the  others,  told  him  that 
I  must  accompany  them,  as  I  neither  could  live  in 
the  woods  alone  nor  knew  in  what  part  of  the 
country  I  was.  He  stopped  and  surveyed  me  from 
head  to  foot,  saying,  "  Where  is  your  gun  ?  where 
is  your  knife  ?  where  is  your  tomahawk  ?"  I  re 
plied,  that  I  had  lost  them  among  the  ice.  "  My 
friend,"  returned  he,  "  don't  make  the  Great  Spirit 
angry  by  saying  what  is  not.  That  man  knows 
who  you  are,"  pointing  to  the  Indian  who  had 
observed  me  so  closely.  "  We  all  know  who  you 
are.  You  have  come  to  trade  with  us,  and  I  sup 
pose  your  companions  have  concealed  themselves 
at  a  distance,  lest  the  appearance  of  a  number  of 
white  men  should  intimidate  us.  They  are  right. 
Experience  has  taught  us  to  fear  white  men ;  but 
their  art,  not  their  strength,  makes  us  tremble. 
Go  away ;  we  do  not  wish  to  have  any  transactions 
with  you.  We  are  not  to  be  betrayed  or  over 
powered  by  liquid  fire,*  or  anything  else  you  can 
offer  us.  None  of  us  shall  harm  you.  I  have 
spoken  the  truth,  for  I  have  not  two  mouths." 

When  he  had  finished  this  oration,  he  remained 
silent,  and  I  felt  at  a  loss  what  to  reply.     At  last  I 
repeated  my  story,  and  endeavoured  to  convince 
*  Spirituous  liquors. 
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him  that  1  neither  had  any  companions  nor  was  at 
all  in  a  situation  to  trade  with  his  people,  or  do 
them  the  slightest  injury.  He  listened  calmly  to 
my  arguments,  and  seemed  to  think  there  was  some 
weight  in  them  ;  and  the  young  man  already  men 
tioned  stepped  forward  and  said,  "  Let  the  stranger 
go  with  us  :  the  bones  of  my  father  cry  out  against 
our  leaving  him  behind.  I  am  young,  but  I  dare  to 
advise.  Listen  for  once  to  the  counsels  of  Thaka- 
kawerente."  The  first  speaker  then  waved  his 
hand,  as  a  signal  that  I  should  follow  them,  and 
the  whole  party  proceeded  in  the  same  order  as 
before. 

Our  leader  pushed  forward,  apparently  without 
the  least  hesitation,  though,  accustomed  as  I  was 
to  the  woods,  I  could  riot  discover  the  slightest 
trace  of  a  footpath.  He  sometimes  slackened  his 
pace  for  a  few  moments,  and  looked  thoughtfully  at 
the  trees,  and  then  advanced  as  fast  as  before. 
None  of  the  party  spoke  a  word,  and  the  rustling 
of  the  dry  leaves  under  their  feet  was  the  only 
sound  that  disturbed  the  silence  of  the  forest. 
Though  freed  from  the  fear  of  perishing  for  want,  I 
could  not  reflect  upon  my  situation  without  un 
easiness  and  alarm  ;  and  my  chance  of  being  able 
to  return  to  the  post  seemed  to  diminish  every  step 
I  took.  I  felt  excessively  fatigued,  not  having  en 
joyed  any  natural  or  composed  sleep  the  preceding 
night,  and  the  roughness  of  the  ground  over  which 
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we  passed  added  to  my  weariness  in  an  intolerable 
degree  ;  but  I  could  not  venture  to  rest  by  the  way, 
lest  I  should  lose  sight  of  the  Indians  for  ever. 

Soon  after  sunset  we  stopped  for  the  night,  and 
the  men  set  about  erecting  a  wigwam,  while  the 
women  kindled  a  fire.  One  of  our  party  had  killed 
a  small  deer  in  the  course  of  our  journey,  and  he 
immediately  proceeded  to  skin  the  animal,  that  a 
portion  of  it  might  be  dressed  for  supper.  When 
the  venison  was  ready,  they  all  sat  down  and  par 
took  of  it,  and  a  liberal  allowance  was  handed  to 
me ;  but  the  same  silence  prevailed  that  had  hitherto 
been  observed  among  them,  and  the  comforts  of  a 
plentiful  repast  after  a  long  journey  did  not  appear 
in  the  least  degree  to  promote  social  communica 
tion.  The  meal  being  finished,  the  men  filled  their 
pipes  with  odoriferous  herbs,  and  began  to  smoke 
in  the  most  sedate  manner,  and  the  women  prepared 
beds  by  spreading  skins  upon  the  ground.  The 
composed  demeanour  of  the  party  harmonised  well 
with  the  silence  and  gloominess  of  the  night ;  and 
it  seemed  that  the  awful  solitude  of  the  forests  in 
which  they  lived,  and  the  sublime  and  enduring 
forms  under  which  nature  continually  presented 
herself  to  their  eyes,  had  impressed  them  with  a 
sense  of  their  own  insignificance,  and  of  the  transi- 
toriness  of  their  daily  occupations  and  enjoyments, 
and  rendered  them  thoughtful,  taciturn,  and  unsus 
ceptible.  I  seated  myself  at  the  root  of  a  large  tree 
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near  the  wigwam,  and  continued  observing  its  in 
mates,  till,  overcome  by  fatigue,  I  snak  into  a  deep 
sleep. 

About  midnight  I  was  awakened  by  some  one 
pulling  my  hand,  and,  on  looking  up,  I  perceived 
the  Indian  who  had  opposed  my  accompanying 
them,  and  whose  name  was  Outalisso,  standing 
beside  me.  He  put  his  finger  on  his  lips,  by  way 
of  enjoining  silence,  and  motioned  that  I  should 
rise  and  follow  him.  I  obeyed,  and  he  led  me  be 
hind  a  large  tree  which  grew  at  a  little  distance 
from  the  wigwam,  and  said,  in  a  low  voice,  "Listen 
to  me,  my  friend. — I  told  you  that  you  would  re 
ceive  no  harm  from  us  ;  and  shall  I  belie  my  words  ? 
Thakakawerente,  who  requested  that  you  might  be 
allowed  to  follow  our  steps,  says  that  his  father  was 
murdered  by  a  party  of  people  under  your  command, 
about  nine  moons  ago.  This  may  be  true,  and  you 
at  the  same  time  may  be  guiltless ;  for  we  cannot 
always  control  those  who  are  placed  under  our 
authority.  He  tells  me  that  the  spirit  of  the  old 
man  has  twice  appeared  to  him  in  his  dreams  to 
night,  desiring  him  to  put  you  to  death.  He  has 
gone  to  repose  himself  again,  and  if  his  father  visits 
him  a  third  time  during  sleep,  he  will  certainly  kill 
you  whenever  he  awakes.  You  must  therefore 
hasten  away,  if  you  wish  to  live  any  longer." 
"What  can  I  do?"  cried  I;  "death  awaits  me 
whether  I  remain  here  or  fly  from  Thakakawerente. 
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It  is  impossible  for  me  to  reach  home  alone."  "  Be 
patient,"  returned  Outalisso,  "  and  I  will  try  to 
save  yon.  Not  far  from  hence,  the  roots  of  a  large 
oak,  which  has  been  blown  down  by  the  wind, 
stretch  high  into  the  air,  and  may  be  seen  at  a 
great  distance.  You  must  go  there,  and  wait  till  I 
come  to  you.  Keep  the  mossy  side  of  the  trees  on 
your  left  hand,  and  you  will  find  the  place  without 
any  difficulty/' 

Outalisso  motioned  me  to  hurry  away,  and  I  de 
parted  with  a  palpitating  heart,  and  plunged  into 
the  recesses  of  the  forest,  and  regulated  my  course 
in  the  manner  he  directed.  The  moon  was  rising, 
and  I  could  see  to  a  considerable  distance  around. 
The  rustling  of  the  dry  leaves  among  my  feet  often 
made  me  think  that  some  one  walked  close  behind 
me,  and  I  scarcely  dared  to  look  back,  lest  I  should 
see  an  uplifted  tomahawk  descending  upon  my  head. 
I  sometimes  fancied  I  observed  Thakakawerente 
lurking  among  the  brushwood,  and  stopped  short 
till  imagination  conjured  up  his  form  in  a  different 
part  of  the  forest,  and  rendered  me  irresolute  which 
phantom  I  should  endeavour  to  avoid. 

I  reached  the  tree  sooner  than  I  expected :  it 
lay  along  the  ground,  and  its  immense  roots  pro 
jected  from  the  trunk,  at  right  angles,  to  the  height 
of  twelve  or  fourteen  feet,  their  interstices  being  so 
filled  with  earth  that  it  was  impossible  to  see 
through  them. 
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I  sat  down,  and  found  the  agitation  of  my  spirits 
gradually  subside  under  the  tranquillising  influence 
of  the  scene.  Not  a  breath  of  wind  shook  the  trees, 
the  leafless  and  delicately-fibred  boughs  of  which, 
when  viewed  against  the  cloudless  sky,  seemed  like 
a  sable  network  spread  overhead.  The  nests  which 
the  birds  had  made  the  preceding  summer  still  re 
mained  among  the  branches,  silent,  deserted,  and 
unsheltered,  making  the  loneliness  of  the  forest,  as 
it  were,  visible  to  the  mind ;  while  a  withered  leaf 
sometimes  dropped  slowly  down — a  sad  memorial 
of  the  departed  glories  of  the  vegetable  world.  A 
small  rivulet  ran  within  a  little  distance  of  me, 
but  its  course  was  so  concealed  by  long  grass  that 
I  would  have  been  aware  of  its  existence  by  the 
murmuring  of  its  waters  only,  had  it  not  glittered 
dazzlingly  in  the  moonshine  at  one  spot,  while  flow 
ing  over  a  large  smooth  stone.  When  I  looked  into 
the  recesses  of  the  forest,  I  saw  the  trees  ranged 
before  each  other  like  colossal  pillars,  and  gradually 
blending  their  stems  together,  until  they  formed  a 
dark  and  undefined  mass.  In  some  places,  a  scathed 
trunk,  whitened  with  the  moss  of  successive  cen 
turies,  stood  erect  in  spectral  grandeur,  like  a  being 
whom  immense  age  and  associations,  riveted  to 
long-past  times,  had  isolated  from  the  sympathies  of 
his  fellow-mortals.  As  the  moon  gradually  rose  on 
the  arch  of  heaven,  her  light  fell  at  different  angles, 
and  the  aspect  of  the  woods  was  continually  chang- 
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ing.  New  and  grander  groups  of  trees  came  into 
view,  and  mighty  oaks  and  chestnuts  seemed  to 
stalk  forward,  with  majestic  slowness,  from  the  sur 
rounding  obscurity,  and,  after  a  time,  to  give  place 
to  a  succession  of  others,  by  retiring  amidst  the 
darkness  from  which  they  had  at  first  emerged. 
Tremors  of  awe  began  to  pervade  my  frame,  and  I 
almost  expected  that  the  tones  of  some  superhuman 
voice  would  break  the  appalling  silence  that  pre 
vailed  in  the  wilderness  around  me. 

My  mind,  by  degrees,  became  so  calm  that  I 
dropped  into  a  half-slumber,  during  which  I  had  a 
distinct  perception  where  I  was,  but  totally  forgot 
the  circumstances  connected  with  niy  situation.  A 
slight  noise  at  length  startled  me,  and  I  awaked 
full  of  teiTor,  but  could  not  conceive  why  I  should 
feel  such  alarm,  until  recollection  made  the  form 
of  Thakakawereiite  flash  upon  my  mind.  I  saw  a 
number  of  indistinct  forms  moving  backwards  and 
forwards  a  little  way  from  me,  and  heard  something 
beating  gently  upon  the  ground.  A  small  cloud 
floated  before  the  moon,  and  I  waited  with  breath 
less  impatience  till  it  passed  away,  and  allowed  her 
full  radiance  to  reach  the  earth.  I  then  discovered 
that  five  deer  had  come  to  drink  at  the  rivulet,  and 
that  the  noise  of  them  striking  their  fore-feet  against 
its  banks  bad  aroused  me.  They  stood  gazing  at 
me  with  an  aspect  so  meek  and  beautiful  that  they 
almost  seemed  to  incorporate  with  the  moonlight, 
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but,  after  a  little  time,  they  started  away,  and 
disappeared  among  the  mazes  of  the  forest. 

When  I  surveyed  the  heavens,  I  perceived,  by  the 
alteration  which  had  taken  place  in  their  appear 
ance,  that  I  had  slept  a  considerable  time.  The 
moon  had  begun  to  descend  towards  the  horizon  ;  a 
new  succession  of  stars  glittered  upon  the  sky  ;  the 
respective  positions  of  the  different  constellations 
were  changed ;  and  one  of  the  planets  which  had 
been  conspicuous  from  its  dazzling  lustre  a  few 
hours  before,  had  set,  and  was  no  longer  distin 
guishable.  It  was  overpowering  to  think  that  all 
these  changes  had  been  effected  without  noise, 
tumult,  or  confusion,  and  that  worlds  performed  their 
revolutions,  and  travelled  through  the  boundlessness 
of  space,  with  a  silence  too  profound  to  awaken  an 
echo  in  the  noiseless  depths  of  the  forest,  or  dis 
turb  the  slumbers  of  a  feeble  human  being. 

I  waited  impatiently  for  the  appearance  of  Outa- 
lisso,  who  had  not  informed  me  at  what  hour  I  might 
expect  to  see  him.  The  stars  now  twinkled  feebly 
amidst  the  faint  glow  of  dawn  that  began  to  light 
the  eastern  horizon,  and  the  setting  moon  appeared 
behind  some  pines,  and  threw  a  rich  yellow  radiance 
upon  their  dark-green  boughs.  Gentle  rustlings 
among  the  trees,  and  low  chirpings,  announced  that 
the  birds  began  to  feel  the  influence  of  approach 
ing  day  ;  and  I  sometimes  observed  a  solitary  wolf 
stealing  cautiously  along  in.  the  distance.  While 
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engaged  in  contemplating  the  scene,  I  suddenly 
thought  I  saw  an  Indian  a  little  way  off.  I  could 
not  ascertain  whether  or  not  it  was  Outalisso,  but, 
fearing  it  might  be  Thakakawerente,  whom  I  dreaded 
to  encounter  in  my  unarmed  state,  I  retired  from 
the  roots  of  the  tree,  and  concealed  myself  among 
some  brushwood. 

I  remained  there  for  some  time,  but  did  not  per 
ceive  any  one  near  me ;  and  thinking  that  I  had  been 
deceived  by  fancy,  I  resolved  to  return  to  my  former 
station,  and  accordingly  set  out  towards  the  great 
tree,  but  shortly  became  alarmed  at  neither  reaching 
it  nor  seeing  it  so  soon  as  I  expected.  T  turned 
back  in  much  agitation,  and  endeavoured  to  retrace 
my  steps  to  the  brushwood,  but  all  in  vain.  I  exa 
mined  the  most  remarkable  trees  around  me,  with 
out  being  able  to  recollect  of  having  seen  one  of 
them  before.  I  perceived  that  I  had  lost  myself. 
The  moment  I  became  aware  of  this,  my  faculties 
and  perceptions  seemed  to  desert  me  one  after 
another,  and  at  last  I  was  conscious  of  being  in 
existence  only  by  the  feeling  of  chaotic  and  insup 
portable  hopelessness  which  remained  ;  but  after  a 
little  time,  all  my  intellectual  powers  returned  with 
increased  vigour  and  acuteness,  and  appeared  to 
vie  with  each  other  in  giving  me  a  vivid  sense  of 
the  horrors  of  my  situation.  My  soul  seemed  in 
capable  of  affording  play  to  the  tumultuous  crowd 
of  feelings  that  struggled  to  manifest  themselves. 
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I  hurried  wildly  from  one  place  to  another,  calling 
on  Outalisso  and  Thakakawerente  by  turns.  The 
horrible  silence  that  prevailed  was  more  distracting 
than  a  thousand  deafening  noises  would  have  been. 
I  staggered  about  in  a  state  of  dizzy  perturbation. 
My  ears  began  to  ring  with  unearthly  sounds,  and 
every  object  became  distorted  and  terrific.  The 
trees  seemed  to  start  from  their  places,  and  rush 
past  each  other,  intermingling  their  branches  with 
furious  violence  and  horrible  crashings,  while  the 
moon  careered  along  the  sky,  and  the  stars  hurried 
backwards  and  forwards  with  eddying  and  impetu 
ous  motions. 

I  tried  in  vain  for  a  long  time  to  compose  myself, 
and  to  bring  my  feelings  under  due  subordination. 
The  remembrance  of  the  past  was  obliterated  and 
renewed  by  fits  and  starts  ;  but  at  best,  my  recol 
lection  of  anything  that  had  occurred  to  me  pre 
vious  to  the  breaking-up  of  the  ice  upon  the  lake, 
was  shadowy,  dim,  and  unsatisfactory,  and  I  felt  as 
if  the  former  part  of  my  life  had  been  spent  in 
another  world.  I  lay  down  among  the  withered 
leaves,  and  covered  my  face  with  my  hands,  that  I 
might  avoid  the  mental  distraction  occasioned  by 
the  sight  of  external  objects.  I  began  to  reflect 
that  I  could  not  possibly  have  as  yet  wandered  far 
from  the  great  tree,  and  that  if  I  called  upon  Outa 
lisso  at  intervals,  he  might  perhaps  hear  me  and 
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come  to  my  relief.     Consoled  by  the  idea,  I  gra 
dually  became  quiet  and  resigned. 

I  soon  began  to  make  the  woods  resound  with 
the  name  of  Outalisso  ;  but  in  the  course  of  the 
day  a  tempest  of  wind  arose,  and  raged  with  so 
much  noise  that  I  could  hardly  hear  my  own  voice. 
A  dense  mist  filled  the  air,  arid  involved  everything 
in  such  obscurity  that  the  sphere  of  my  vision  did 
not  extend  beyond  five  or  six  yards.  The  fog  was 
in  continual  agitation,  rolling  along  in  volumes,  as 
cending  and  descending,  bursting  open  and  closing 
again,  and  assuming  strange  and  transitory  forms. 
Every  time  the  blast  received  an  accession  of  force, 
I  heard  a  confused  roaring  and  crashing  at  a  dis 
tance,  which  gradually  increased  in  strength  and 
distinctness,  till  it  reached  that  part  of  the  forest 
that  stretched  around  me.  Then  the  trees  began 
to  creak  and  groan  incessantly,  their  boughs  were 
shattered  against  each  other,  fibres  of  wood  whirled 
through  the  air  in  every  direction,  and  showers  of 
withered  leaves,  caught  up  and  swept  along  by  the 
wind,  met  and  mingled  with  them,  and  rendered  the 
confusion  still  more  distracting.  I  stood  still  in 
one  spot,  looking  fearfully  from  side  to  side,  in  the 
prospect  of  being  crushed  to  death  by  some  im 
mense  mass  of  falling  timber,  for  the  trees  around 
me,  when  viewed  through  the  distorting  medium 
of  the  fog,  often  appeared  to  have  lost  their  per- 
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pendicularity,  and  to  be  bending  towards  the  earth, 
although  they  only  waved  in  the  wind.  A-t  last  I 
crept  under  the  trunk  of  an  oak  that  lay  along  the 
ground,  resolving  to  remain  there  until  the  tempest 
should  abate. 

A  short  time  before  sunset  the  wind  had  ceased, 
the  mists  were  dissipated,  and  a  portion  of  the  blue 
sky  appeared  directly  above  me.  Encouraged  by 
these  favourable  appearances,  I  ventured  from  my 
place  of  refuge,  and  began  to  think  of  making 
another  attempt  to  regain  the  great  tree,  when  T 
heard  the  report  of  a  rifle.  I  was  so  petrified  with 
joy  and  surprise  that  I  had  no  power  to  call  out 
till  the  firing  was  repeated.  I  then  shouted  "  Outa- 
lisso !  "  several  times,  and  soon  saw  him  advancing 
towards  me. 

"  Why  are  you  not  at  the  place  I  appointed  ?  " 
cried  he  ;  "  I  feared  you  had  lost  yourself,  and  dis 
charged  my  gun  as  a  signal.  But  all  danger  is 
past.  Thakakawerente  is  dead  —  I  killed  him." 
There  was  some  blood  on  Outalisso's  dress,  but  he 
looked  so  calm  and  careless  that  I  hesitated  to  be 
lieve  what  he  told  me. 

"  I  do  not  deceive  you,"  said  he,  "  and  I  will  tell 
you  how  Thakakawerente  came  by  his  death.  He 
awaked  soon  after  midnight,  and  not  finding  you  in 
the  camp,  suspected  that  I  had  told  you  that  he 
intended  to  kill  you.  He  taxed  me  with  having 
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done  so,  and  I  scorned  to  deny  it.  His  anger  made 
him  forget  the  truth,  and  he  said  I  had  betrayed 
my  trust,  and  at  the  same  time  struck  me  on  the 
face.  Now,  you  know,  an  Indian  never  forgives  a 
blow,  or  an  accusation  such  as  he  uttered.  I  buried 
my  tomahawk  in  his  head.  His  friends  lay  asleep 
in  the  wigwam,  and  I  dragged  away  his  body  to 
some  distance,  and  covered  it  with  leaves,  and  then 
concealed  myself  till  I  saw  them  set  out  on  their 
journey,  which  they  soon  did,  doubtless  suppos 
ing  that  Thakakawerente  and  I  had  gone  on  be 
fore.  I  have  been  at  the  great  tree  since  morn 
ing,  but  the  mist  and  the  tempest  prevented  me 
from  seeking  you  till  now.  Be  satisfied,  you 
shall  see  the  corpse  of  Thakakawerente.  Follow 
me!" 

Outalisso  now  began  to  proceed  rapidly  through 
the  forest,  and  I  walked  behind  him  without 
uttering  a  word.  We  soon  reached  the  spot 
where  the  Indians  had  slept  the  preceding  night, 
and  found  the  wigwam  remaining,  arid  likewise 
several  embers  of  fire.  My  companion  immedi 
ately  fanned  them  into  a  state  of  brightness,  and 
then  collected  some  pieces  of  dry  wood  that  lay 
around,  and  piled  them  upon  the  charcoal.  The 
whole  soon  burst  into  a  blaze,  and  we  both  sat  down 
within  its  influence,  Outalisso  at  the  same  time  pre 
senting  me  with  a  quantity  of  pemican,  which  proved- 
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very  acceptable,  as  I  had  eaten  nothing  for  more 
than  twenty  hours. 

After  we  had  reposed  ourselves  a  little,  Outalisso 
rose  up  and  motioned  that  I  should  accompany 
him.  He  conducted  me  to  a  small  pile  of  brush 
wood  and  dry  leaves,  part  of  which  lie  immediately 
removed,  and  I  saw  the  corpse  of  Thakakawerente 
stretched  beneath.  I  shrank  back,  shuddering 
with  horror,  but  he  pulled  me  forwards,  and  said  I 
must  assist  him  in  conveying  the  body  to  the  fire. 
Seeing  me  still  unwilling,  he  took  it  up  in  his  arms, 
and,  hurrying  away,  deposited  it  in  the  wigwam.  I 
followed  him,  and  asked  what  he  meant  by  doing 
so.  "  Are  you  ignorant  of  our  customs  ?  "  said  he. 
"  When  an  Indian  dies,  all  his  property  must  be 
buried  with  him.  He  who  takes  anything  that 
belonged  to  a  dead  person,  will  receive  a  curse  from 
the  Great  Spirit  in  addition.  After  I  had  killed 
Thakakawerente,  I  took  up  bis  tomahawk  by  mis 
take,  and  carried  it  away  with  me.  I  must  now 
restore  it,  and  also  cover  him  with  earth  lest  his 
bones  should  whiten  in  the  sun." 

Outalisso  now  proceeded  to  arrange  the  dress  of 
the  dead  man,  and  likewise  stuck  the  tomahawk  in 
his  girdle.  He  next  went  a  little  way  into  the 
forest  for  the  purpose  of  collecting  some  bark  to 
put  in  the  bottom  of  the  grave,  and  I  was  left 
alone. 
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The  night  was  dark,  dim,  and  dreary,  and  the 
fire  blazed  feebly  and  irregularly.  A  superstitious 
awe  stole  over  me,  and  I  dared  hardly  look  around, 
though  I  sometimes  cast  an  almost  involuntary 
glance  at  the  corpse,  which  had  a  wild  and  fearful 
appearance.  Thakakawerente  lay  upon  his  back, 
and  his  long,  lank,  black  hair  was  spread  con 
fusedly  upon  his  breast  and  neck.  His  half-open 
eyes  still  retained  a  glassy  lustre,  and  his  teeth 
were  firmly  set  against  each  other.  Large  dashes 
of  blood  stained  his  vest,  and  his  clenched  hands 
and  contracted  limbs  showed  what  struggles  had 
preceded  death.  When  the  flickering  light  of  the 
fire  happened  to  fall  upon  him,  I  almost  fancied 
that  he  began  to  move,  and  would  have  started 
away  had  not  a  depressing  dread  chained  me  to 
the  spot ;  but  the  sound  of  Outalisso's  axe  in  some 
degree  dissipated  the  fears  that  chilled  my  heart, 
and  I  spent  the  time  in  listening  to  the  regular 
recurrence  of  its  strokes,  until  he  came  back  with 
an  araiful  of  bark. 

I  assisted  him  in  burying  Thakakawerente  under 
the  shade  of  a  tall  walnut-tree  ;  and  when  we  had 
accomplished  this,  we  returned  to  the  fire,  and 
waited  till  moonlight  would  enable  us  to  pursue 
our  journey.  Outalisso  had  willingly  agreed  to 
conduct  me  home,  for  he  wished  to  change  his 
abode  for  a  season,  lest  Thakakawerente 's  relations 
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should  discover  his  guilt,  and  execute  vengeance 
upon  him. 

We  set  out  about  an  hour  after  midnight,  and 
travelled  through  the  woods  till  dawn,  when  we 
came  in  sight  of  the  river,  on  the  banks  of  which  I 
had  first  fallen  in  with  the  Indians.  In  the  course 
of  the  day  Outalisso  procured  a  canoe,  and  wre  pad 
dled  up  the  stream,  and  next  morning  reached  the 
trading-post  on  the  side  of  the  lake. 


HAEEY  BOLTOFS  GUEACT. 

[MAGA.    FEBRUARY  1851.] 

ONE  of  the  greatest  enjoyments  which  are  likely 
to  fall  to  the  lot  of  a  man  in  middle  life,  is  to 
spend  a  week  or  so  with  the  old  school-and-college 
companion  whom  he  has  not  seen  since  the  graver 
page  of  life  has  been  turned  over  for  both  parties. 
It  is  as  unlike  any  ordinary  visit-making  as  pos 
sible.  It  is  one  of  the  very  few  instances  in  which 
the  complimentary  dialogue  between  the  guest  and 
his  entertainer  comes  to  have  a  real  force  and  mean 
ing.  One  has  to  unlearn,  for  this  special  occasion, 
the  art  so  necessary  in  ordinary  society,  of  inter 
preting  terms  by  their  contraries.  And  in  fact  it 
is  difficult,  at  first,  for  one  who  has  been  used  for 
some  years  to  a  social  atmosphere  whose  warmth 
is  mainly  artificial,  to  breathe  freely  in  the  natural 
sunshine  of  an  old  friend's  company ;  just  as  a  na 
tive  Londoner  is  said  sometimes  to  pine  away,  when 
removed  into  the  fresh  air  of  the  country.  We 
are  so  used  to  consider  the  shake  of  the  hand, 
and  the  "  Very  glad  to  see  you,"  of  the  hundred 
9  G 
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and  one  people  who  ask  us  to  dinner,  as  merely  a 
polite  and  poetical  form  of  expressing,  "  You  cer 
tainly  are  a  bore ;  but  as  you  are  here,  I  must 
make  the  best  of  you" — that  it  costs  us  an  effort  to 
comprehend  that  "  How  are  you,  old  fellow?  "  does, 
in  the  present  case,  imply  a  bond  fide  hope  that  we 
are  as  sound  in  health  and  heart,  if  not  as  young, 
as  formerly.  And  especially  when  a  man's  pur 
suits  have  led  him  a  good  deal  into  the  world,  and 
many  of  his  warmer  feelings  have  been,  insensibly 
perhaps,  chilled  by  the  contact,  the  heartiness  of 
his  reception  by  some  old  college  friend  who  has 
led  a  simple  life,  the  squire  of  his  paternal  acres, 
or  the  occupant  of  a  country  parsonage,  and  has 
gained  and  lost  less  by  the  polishing  process  of 
society,  will  come  upon  him  with  a  strangeness 
almost  reproachful.  But  once  fairly  fixed  within 
the  hospitable  walls,  the  natural  tone  is  recognised, 
and  proves  contagious  ;  the  formal  encrustations  of 
years  melt  in  the  first  hour  of  after-dinner  chat, 
and  the  heart  is  opened  to  feelings  arid  language 
which  it  had  persuaded  itself  were  long  forgotten. 
And  when  the  end  of  your  three  weeks'  holiday 
arrives  at  last,  which  you  cannot  persuade  yourself 
has  been  more  than  three  days  (though  you  seem 
to  have  lived  over  again  the  best  half  of  your  life 
in  the  time),  you  have  so  far  forgotten  the  conven 
tional  rules  of  good-breeding,  that  when  your  friend 
says  to  you  on  the  last  evening,  "  Must  you  really 
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go?  Can't  you  stay  till  Monday?"  you  actually 
take  him  at  his  word,  and  begin  to  cast  about  in 
your  mind  for  some  possible  excuse  for  stealing 
another  couple  of  days  or  so,  though  you  have  heard 
the  same  expression  from  the  master  of  every  house 
where  you  have  happened  to  visit,  and  never  dreamt 
of  understanding  it  in  any  other  than  its  civilised 
(i.  e.j  non-natural)  sense — as  a  hint  to  fix  a  day  for 
going,  and  stick  to  it,  that  your  entertainer  may 
"  know  the  worst." 

I  was  heartily  glad,  therefore,  when  at  last  I 
found  that  there  was  nothing  to  prevent  me  from 
paying  a  visit  (long  promised,  and  long  looked  for 
ward  to,  but  against  which,  I  began  to  think,  gods 
and  men  had  conspired)  to  my  old  and  true  friend 
Lumley.  I  dare  say  he  has  a  Christian  name ; 
indeed,  I  have  no  reason  to  doubt  it,  and,  on  the 
strength  of  an  initial  not  very  decipherable,  pre 
fixed  to  the  L  in  his  signature,  I  have  never  hesi 
tated  to  address  him,  "  J.  Lumley,  Esq.;"  but  I 
know  him  as  Long  Lumley,  and  so  does  every  man 
who,  like  myself,  remembers  him  at  Oxford  ;  and  as 
Long  Lumley  do  all  his  cotemporaries  know  him 
best,  and  esteem  him  accordingly;  and  he  must 
excuse  me  if  I  immortalise  him  to  the  public,  in 
spite  of  godfathers  and  godmothers,  by  that  more 
familiar  appellation.  A  cousin  was  with  him  at 
college,  a  miserable  sneaking  fellow,  who  was 
known  as  "  Little  Lumley;"  and  if,  as  I  suspect, 
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they  were  both  Johns  or  Jameses,  it  is  quite  desir 
able  to  distinguish  them  unmistakably ;  for  though 
the  other  has  the  best  shooting  in  the  country,  I 
would  not  be  suspected  of  spending  even  the  first 
week  of  September  inside  such  a  fellow's  gates. 

But  Long  Lumley  was  and  is  of  a  very  different 
stamp  ;  six  feet  three,  and  every  inch  a  gentleman. 
I  wish  he  was  not,  of  late  years,  quite  so  fond  of 
farming :  a  man  who  can  shoot,  ride,  and  translate 
an  ode  of  Horace  as  he  can,  ought  to  have  a  soul 
above  turnips.  It  is  almost  the  only  point  on  which 
we  are  diametrically  opposed  in  tastes  and  habits. 
We  nearly  fell  out  about  it  the  very  first  morning 
after  my  arrival. 

Breakfast  was  over  —  a  somewhat  late  one  in 
honour  of  the  supposed  fatigues  of  yesterday's  jour 
ney,  and  it  became  necessary  to  arrange  proceed 
ings  for  the  day.  What  a  false  politeness  it  is, 
which  makes  a  host  responsible  for  his  guests' 
amusement !  and  how  often,  in  consequence,  are 
they  compelled  to  do,  with  grimaces  of  forced  satis 
faction,  the  very  thing  they  would  not !  However, 
Lumley  and  myself  were  too  old  friends  to  have  any 
scruples  of  delicacy  on  that  point.  I  had  been  eye 
ing  him  for  some  minutes  while  he  was  fastening 
on  a  pair  of  formidable  high-lows,  and  was  not  taken 
by  surprise  when  the  proposal  came  out,  "  Now,  old 
fellow,  will  you  come  and  have  a  look  at  my  farm  ?  " 

"  Can't  I  see  it  from  the  window  ?  " 
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"  Stuff !  come,  I  must  show  you  my  sheep  :  I 
assure  you  they  are  considered  about  the  best  in 
this  neighbourhood." 

"  Well,  then,  I'll  taste  the  mutton  any  day  you 
like,  and  give  you  my  honest  opinion." 

"  Don't  be  an  ass  now,  but  get  your  hat  and  come 
along ;  it's  going  to  be  a  lovely  day  ;  and  we'll  just 
take  a  turn  over  the  farm — there's  a  new  thrashing- 
machine  I  want  to  show  you,  too,  and  then  back 
here  to  lunch." 

"  Seriously,  then,  Lumley,  I  wont  do  anything  of 
the  kind.  I  do  you  the  justice  to  believe,  that  you 
asked  me  here  to  enjoy  myself ;  and  that  I  am  quite 
ready  to  do  in  any  fairly  rational  manner ;  and  I 
flatter  myself  I  am  in  nowise  particular  ;  but  as  to 
going  bogging  myself  among  turnips,  or  staring  into 
the  faces  and  poking  the  ribs  of  shorthorns  and 
south-downs — why,  as  an  old  friend,  you'll  excuse 
me." 

"  Hem  !  there's  no  accounting  for  tastes,"  said 
Lumley,  in  a  half-disappointed  tone. 

"  No,"  said  T,  "  there  certainly  is  not." 

"Well,  then,"  said  he — he  never  lost  his  good- 
humour — "what  shall  we  do?  Ill  tell  you — you 
remember  Harry  Bolton  ?  rather  your  junior,  but 
you  must  have  known  him  well,  because  he  was 
quite  in  our  set  from  the  first — to  be  sure,  didn't 
you  spill  him  out  of  a  tandem  at  Abingdon  corner  ? 
Well,  he  is  living  now  about  nine  miles  from  here, 
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and  we'll  drive  over  and  see  him.  I  meant  to  write 
to  ask  him  to  dine  here,  and  this  will  save  the 
trouble." 

"  With  all  my  heart,"  said  I ;  "  I  never  saw  him 
since  I  left  Oxford.  I  fancied  I  heard  of  his  getting 
into  some  mess — involved  in  some  way,  was  he 
not?" 

"  Not  involved  exactly  ;  but  he  certainly  did 
make  himself  scarce  from  a  very  nice  house  and 
curacy  which  he  had  when  he  first  left  Oxford,  and 
buried  himself  alive  for  I  don't  know  how  long,  and 
all  for  the  very  queerest  reason,  or  rather  without 
any  reason  at  all.  Did  you  never  hear  of  it?  " 

li  No ;  only  some  vague  rumour,  as  I  said  just 
now." 

"  You  never  heard,  then,  how  he  came  into  this 
neighbourhood  ?  Have  the  dog-cart  round  in  ten 
minutes,  Sam,  and  we  dine  at  seven.  Now,  get 
yourself  in  marching  order,  and  I'll  tell  you  the 
whole  story  as  we  go  along." 

He  did  so,  but  it  was  so  interrupted  by  continual 
expostulations  with  his  horse,  and  remarks  upon  the 
country  through  which  we  were  driving,  that  it  will 
be  at  least  as  intelligible  if  I  tell  it  in  my  own 
words;  especially  as  I  had  many  of  the  most  graphic 
passages  from  Bolton's  own  lips  afterwards. 

It  was  before  he  left  Oxford,  I  think,  that  Bolton 
lost  his  father,  and  was  thrown  pretty  much  upon 
his  own  resources.  A  physician  with  a  large  family, 


however  good  his  practice,  seldom "  leaves  much 
behind  him  ;  and  poor  Harry  found  himself,  after 
spending  a  handsome  allowance  and  some  thing  more, 
left  to  begin  life  on  his  own  account,  with  a  degree, 
a  good  many  bills,  and  a  few  hundreds,  quite  in 
sufficient  to  pay  them.  However,  he  was  not  the 
sort  of  man  to  look  upon  the  dark  side  of  things  ; 
and  no  heir,  long  expectant,  and  just  stepping  into 
his  thousands  per  annum,  carried  away  from  the 
university  a  lighter  heart  and  a  merrier  face  than 
Harry  Bolton.  He  got  ordained  in  due  course;  and 
though  not  exactly  the  material  out  of  which  one 
would  prefer  to  cut  a  country  curate,  still  he  threw 
off,  with  his  sporting  coats  and  many-coloured  waist 
coats,  most  of  the  habits  thereto  belonging,  and  less 
suited  to  his  profession.  To  live  upon  a  curate's 
stipend  he  found  more  difficult ;  and  being  a  fair 
scholar,  and  having  plenty  of  friends  and  connec 
tions,  he  announced  his  intention  of  "  driving,"  as 
he  called  it,  a  pair  of  pupils,  whom  he  might  train 
up  in  so  much  Latin  and  Greek,  and  other  elements 
of  general  knowledge  (including,  perhaps,  a  little 
shooting  and  gig-driving),  as  they  might  require  for 
their  matriculations.  The  desired  youths  were  soon 
found ;  and  Harry  entered  upon  this  new  employ 
ment  with  considerable  ardour,  and  a  very  honest 
intention  of  doing  his  best.  How  the  Latin  and 
Greek  prospered  is  a  point  in  some  degree  obscure 
to  present  historians  ;  but  all  the  pupils  were  unan- 
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imous  in  declaring  the  wine  to  be  unexceptionable, 
and  their  preceptor's  dogs  and  shooting  first-rate  ; 
in  fact,  he  sustained,  with  them  as  with  the  public 
generally,  the  reputation  of  being  one  of  the  hearti 
est  and  best  fellows  in  the  world.  From  the  poor 
est  among  his  parishioners,  to  whom  he  was  charit 
able  above  his  means,  but  who  felt  almost  more 
than  his  gifts  the  manner  of  his  giving,  to  the  squire 
ten  miles  off,  who  met  his  pleasant  face  and  smile 
once  a-year  at  a  dinner  party,  all  spoke  well  of 
Harry  Bolton.  No  wonder  that  his  pupils  looked 
upon  him  as  the  very  paragon  of  tutors,  and  found 
their  path  of  learning  strewed  with  unexpected 
flowers.  How  many  scholars  he  made  is  still  un 
known  ;  but  he  made  many  friends  :  with  the  un- 
calculating  gratitude  of  youth,  all  remembered  the 
pleasant  companion  when  they  might  have  forgot 
ten  the  hard-working  instructor :  and  frequent  were 
the  tokens  of  such  remembrance,  varying  with  the 
tastes  of  the  senders,  which  reached  the  little  par 
sonage  by  the  Oxford  coach,  from  those  who  suces- 
sively  assumed  the  toga  virilis,  and  became  (uni 
versity)  men.  Collars  of  brawn  and  cases  of  claret 
were  indeed  but  perishable  memorials  ;  but  there 
came  also  whips  extravagantly  mounted,  and  tomes 
of  orthodox  divinity  in  the  soberest  bindings,  all 
bearing  inscriptions  more  or  less  classical,  from  his 
"  quondam  alumni"  The  first-named  delicacies 
were  duly  passed  on,  with  Harry's  compliments,  to 
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grace  more  fittingly  the  tables  of  some  of  his  hos 
pitable  entertainers ;  and,  in  an  equally  unselfish 
spirit,  he  seldom  sat  down  alone  to  any  of  his  liter 
ary  dainties,  but  kept  them  in  honourable  state  on 
his  most  conspicuous  book-shelf,  for  the  use  and  be 
hoof  of  any  friend  who  might  wish  to  enjoy  them. 

But  here  I  am  anticipating.  For  some  time  the 
pupilising  went  on  pretty  smoothly.  Two  or  three 
couple  of  youths  were  fairly  launched  upon  the 
university,  and  nothing  particularly  untoward  had 
occurred  to  ruffle  the  curate's  good-humour  or  injure 
his  reputation.  There  had  been  no  attempt  at 
elopement  with  the  cook  or  housemaid  (Bolton's 
precaution  had  secured  ugly  ones)  ;  no  poaching  on 
Sir  Thomas's  favourite  preserve,  though  close  at 
hand,  and  sportsmen  of  eighteen  are  riot  over  nice 
in  their  distinctions  :  a  tall  Irishman  had  been  with 
him,  summer  vacations  and  all,  for  nearly  two  years, 
and  had  not  made  love  to  either  of  the  squire's  un 
deniably  pretty  daughters.  In  short,  the  pupils 
were  less  of  a  bore  than  Harry  had  supposed  it  pos 
sible,  and,  in  some  cases,  very  agreeable  compan 
ions  to  enliven  the  occasional  dulness  of  a  country 
parish. 

But  somehow  or  other,  in  one  chief  point  which 
he  had  aimed  at,  he  found  himself  disappointed.  In 
counting  so  many  additional  hundreds  to  his  scanty 
income,  Harry  Bolton  had  fancied  he  was  going  td 
make  himself  a  rich  man.  He  was  not  avaricious, 
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or  even  selfish — far  from  it ;  but  lie  wanted  to  be 
independent;  there  were  visions,  perhaps,  flitting 
indistinctly  before  him,  of  a  time  when  he  might 
tire  of  a  solitary  home,  and  resign  into  some  fair 
and  gentle  hand  the  reins  of  the  liberty  he  was  so 
fond  of  boasting  as  a  bachelor.  He  did  not  grudge 
his  time  or  labour ;  he  had  cast  off  much  of  his  old 
habit  of  idleness,  and  took  a  real  interest  in  his 
pupils  ;  still  he  had  expected  some  of  the  results 
to  himself  would  take  the  tangible  shape  of  pounds 
shillings  and  pence.  But  though  the  cheques  came 
duly  in  at  Midsummer  and  Christmas,  the  balance 
at  his  banker's  increased  but  very  slowly ;  in  short, 
he  found  that  the  additional  expenses,  necessary 
and  unnecessary,  entailed  upon  him  by  tho  change 
in  his  establishment,  nearly  counterbalanced  the 
additional  income.  Not  to  speak  of  such  ordinary 
matters  as  butchers'  and  bakers' and  wine-merchants' 
bills — for  his  table  was  always  most  liberal,  now 
that  he  had  to  entertain  others,  as  it  had  been  sim 
ple  and  economical  while  alone — indeed  the  hos 
pitality  of  the  neighbourhood  had  then  made  Ms 
housekeeping  almost  a  sinecure ;  but,  independently 
of  this,  Harry  had  been  led  to  extend  his  expenses 
— he  said  unavoidably — in  other  directions.  A 
rough  pony  had  hitherto  contented  him  to  gallop 
into  the  neighbouring  town  for  letters,  and  to  carry 
him  and  his  valise  to  the  dinner-parties  even  of  his 
most  aristocratic  entertainers.  But  now,  inasmuch  as 
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sometimes  an  hospitable  invitation  extended  itself 
to  "  the  young  men,"  he  had  felt  in  duty  bound, 
for  his  and  their  joint  accommodation,  to  replace 
the  pony  by  a  showy-looking  mare,  and  to  invest 
the  legal  sum  of  nineteen  pounds  nineteen  shillings 
and  sixpence  in  the  purchase  of  a  dog-cart.  As  an 
almost  necessary  consequence,  the  boy  "Jim"  gave 
way  to  a  grown-up  groom,  who  did  rather  less  work 
for  considerably  more  wages,  hissing  and  whistling 
over  the  said  mare  and  dog-cart  in  the  most  know 
ing  manner,  and  condescending,  though  with  some 
scruples  of  conscience,  to  clean  boots  and  knives. 
Harry's  reminiscences  of  his  more  sporting  days 
were  yet  fresh  enough  for  him  to  make  a  point  of 
seeing  his  turn-out  "  look  as  it  ought  to  do."  Jim 
and  the  pony,  and  all  their  accoutrements,  were 
rough,  and  useful,  and  cheap,  and  made  no  preten 
sions  to  be  otherwise.  Now,  things  were  changed, 
and  saddlery  and  harness  of  the  best  (there  was  no 
economy,  as  Harry  observed,  in  buying  a  poor 
article)  found  their  place  among  the  bills  at  Christ 
mas.  In  short,  he  was  led  into  a  maze  of  new 
wants,  individually  trifling,  but  collectively  suffi 
cient  to  tell  upon  his  yearly  expenditure ;  and  he 
was  beginning  gravely  to  attempt  to  solve  that 
universal  problem — the  asses'  bridge,  which  the 
wisest  domestic  economists  stick  fast  at  year  after 
year — u  where  the  deuce  all  the  money  goes  to  ?" — 
when  circumstances  occurred  which  put  all  such 
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useless  inquiries  out  of  his  head,  and  indeed  put 
his  debtor  and  creditor  transactions  on  a  much 
more  primitive  footing. 

In  the  final  settlement  of  the  accounts  of  one  of 
his  pupils,  who  was  leaving  him  for  the  university, 
some  misunderstanding  arose  between  himself  and 
the  father.  The  sum  in  question  was  but  a  few 
pounds ;  but  the  objection  was  put  forward  in  a 
manner  which  Bolton  considered  as  reflecting  upon 
his  own  straightforward  and  liberal  dealing ;  and  it 
so  happened  that  the  young  man  had,  from  circum 
stances,  been  indebted  in  an  unusual  degree  to  his 
kindness.  He  therefore,  I  have  no  doubt,  took  the 
matter  up  warmly ;  for  those  who  remember  him  as 
I  do,  can  well  imagine  how  his  blood  would  boil  at 
anything  he  considered  mean  or  unhandsome.  It 
ended  in  his  insisting  on  the  whole  amount — a 
hundred  or  so — respecting  which  the  difference 
had  arisen,  being  paid  in  to  the  treasurer  of  the 
county  hospital  instead  of  to  himself;  and  he 
vowed  silently,  but  determinedly,  to  renounce  pu- 
pilising  thenceforth  for  ever.  In  vain  did  some  of 
his  best  friends  persuade  him  to  change  his  resolu 
tion  ;  he  kept  two  who  were  with  him  at  the  time 
for  a  few  months,  when  they  also  were  to  enter 
college ;  but  he  steadily  refused  any  other  offers : 
he  sold  off  at  once  all  his  superfluous  luxuries,  and, 
as  soon  as  practicable,  gave  up  his  curacy,  and 
quitted  the  neighbourhood,  to  the  general  regret  of 
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all  who  knew  him,  and  to  the  astonishment  of  all 
but  the  very  few  who  were  in  the  secret. 

When  Bolton's  friends  next  heard  of  him,  he  was 

living  in  a  remote  district  of  H shire,  on  an 

income  necessarily  very  small;  for  it  could  have 
been  scarcely  more  than  the  proceeds  of  his  curacy ; 
and  curacies  in  that  part  of  the  country  were  then 
but  a  wretched  provision  for  any  man — especially 
for  one  accustomed  as  he  had  been  to  good  living 
and  good  society.  However,  he  was  not  much 
troubled  with  the  latter  in  his  present  position;  not 
to  speak  of  the  fact  that  his  nearest  conversible 
neighbour  lived  seven  miles  off.  Wherever  parsons 
are  mostly  poor,  and  many  of  them  ill- educated, 
they  are  not  thought  much  of,  either  by  farmers  or 
gentlemen.  And  as  it  did  not  suit  Harry's  tastes 
to  enjoy  his  pipe  and  pot  in  the  society  of  the  first, 
as  his  predecessor  had  done  with  much  content 
ment,  nor  yet  to  wait  for  the  arrival  of  the  one 
landed  proprietor  in  the  parish  before  he  com 
menced  the  morning  service,  he  was  voted  by  the 
overseers  and  churchwardens  to  be  "mighty  set  up," 
and  by  the  squire  to  be  "ad — d  unmannerly  fellow." 
Both,  indeed,  soon  found  out  that  they  were  wrong ; 
and  the  farmers  had  the  grace  to  confess  it,  and 
came,  in  course  of  time,  to  believe  it  possible  for  a 
curate  to  be  a  gentleman  without  being  proud,  and 
that  it  was  at  least  as  well  for  him  to  be  visiting 
the  sick  and  poor,  and  overlooking  the  parish  school, 
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and  able  to  give  a  little  good  advice  to  themselves 
in  matters  of  difficulty,  as  to  be  boosing  in  their 
company  at  the  Crown  and  Thistle.  And,  in  course 
of  time,  those  rough  but  honest  people  came  to 
respect  him  almost  as  much  perhaps,  in  their  way, 
as  his  more  enlightened  neighbours  had  done  in  his 
former  position.  It  must  have  been  a  great  change, 
however,  to  a  man  like  Bolton,  used  to  good  society, 
fond  of  it,  and  readily  welcomed  in  it,  as  he  had 
always  been.  No  doubt  he  felt  it ;  yet  he  declared 
that,  after  the  first  few  weeks,  he  never  was  happier 
in  his  life.  His  gun  was  given  up,  as  an  indul 
gence  too  expensive,  but  there  was  excellent  trout- 
fishing  for  miles  on  both  sides  of  his  cottage  ;  and, 
though  a  sport  to  which  he  had  no  great  liking  in 
his  earlier  days,  he  now  took  to  it  vigorously  as 
the  only  amusement  at  hand,  and  became  no  un 
worthy  disciple  of  honest  Isaac.  The  worst  effect 
of  this  new  life  of  isolation  was,  that  he  became 
somewhat  negligent  in  his  habits ;  took  to  smoking 
a  great  deal,  and  made  his  tobacconist's  account  a 
good  deal  longer  than  his  tailor's.  He  had  still 
many  old  friends  and  connections  at  a  distance, 
with  whom  he  might  have  spent  half  the  year  if  he 
had  pleased ;  but,  in  his  first  pique  with  the  world 
in  general,  he  had  fixed  himself  purposely  as  far 
out  of  their  reach  as  possible ;  travelling  was  ex 
pensive  (railways  as  yet  were  not) ;  assistance  in 
his  clerical  duties  was  not  easily  obtained ;  and  so, 
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partly  from  choice,  and  partly  from  necessity,  his 
new  life  became  one  of  almost  utter  isolation. 

Of  course  there  were  occasions  when  he  found  it 
necessary  to  visit  the  neighbouring  market-town — 
if  it  could  be  called  neighbouring  when  it  was 
twelve  miles  off.  The  main  road  lay  about  a  mile 
from  Harry's  little  cottage,  and  a  coach,  passing 
daily,  would  usually  deposit  him  safely  in  the  High 
Street  in  the  course  of  the  forenoon — allowing  an 
hour  for  waiting  for  it  at  the  crossing  (it  was  always 
after  its  time),  and  about  two  more,  if  the  roads 
were  not  unusually  heavy,  for  getting  over  the  dis 
tance.  It  was  not  a  very  luxurious  style  of  travel 
ling  ;  and  Harry  often  preferred  to  walk  in  one  day, 
and  return  the  next.  It  was  on  one  of  these  rare 
visits  that  a  soaking  rain  discouraged  him  from 
setting  out  for  home  on  foot,  and  give  the  Eegulator 
the  unusually  full  complement  of  one  inside  and 
one  outside  passenger.  On  the  box  was  our  friend 
Harry,  inside  a  rather  precise-looking  personage, 
whose  costume,  as  far  as  a  large  cloak  allowed  it 
to  be  seen,  looked  somewhat  more  clerical  than  the 
Curate's,  the  latter  being  clad  in  a  smart  upper 
benjamin  of  the  landlord's  of  the  Swan,  finished 
round  the  throat  with  a  very  gay  shawl  of  his 
daughter's,  both  forced  upon  him  in  consideration 
of  the  weather ;  for  Harry,  though  by  no  means  a 
frequent,  was  a  highly  favoured  guest,  and  they 
would  sooner  have  kept  him  in  No.  1  for  a  week 
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gratis,  than  have  allowed  him  to  turn  out  in  the 
rain  without  due  protection. 

Slower  than  usual  that  day  was  the  Regulator's 
progress  through  the  mud  and  against  the  wind, 
and  briefer  than  usual  its  driver's  replies  to  Harry's 
good-humoured  attempts  at  conversation. 

"  Whom  have  we  inside,  do  you  know,  Haines  ?  " 

"  Well,  I  reckon  it's  what  you'd  call  a  hopposi- 
tion  coach  like,"  grunted  out  Joe  Haines. 

"  Eh?  I  don't  exactly  understand." 

"  Why,  I  mean  a  Methodist  bishop,  or  summat 
o'  that  sort.  You  see  there  was  a  great  opening  of 
the  Independent  College  here  o'  Tuesday,  and  there 
was  a  lot  o'  them  gentry  about  the  town,  looking 
too  good  to  live.  I  druv'  five  011  'em  down  yester 
day,  and  they  gev'  me  a  shilling  and  a  fourpenny 
amongst  the  whole  lot.  Oh !  I  loves  them  sort, 
don't  I  just?"  and  Joe  gave  his  near  wheeler  a 
cut,  illustrative  of  his  affection.  It  was  a  longer 
speech  than  he  had  made  all  the  way,  and  he  re 
lapsed  into  a  gloomy  silence. 

The  wind  was  driving  right  into  their  teeth,  and 
the  evening  closing  fast,  and  they  were  passing  the 
last  milestone  to  the  turning  without  any  farther 
attempt  at  conversation,  when  there  came  first  an 
ominous  crack  from  under  their  feet,  then  a  jolt,  an 
unsteady  wavering  motion  for  a  few  seconds,  when, 
with  scarcely  time  for  an  exclamation,  the  coach 
toppled  over  on  one  side,  and  Bolton  found  himself 
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reclining  on  the  portly  person  of  Mr  Joseph  Haines, 
who,  in  his  turn,  was  saved  from  contusions  by  a 
friendly  heap  of  mud  by  the  roadside.  Beyond  a 
broken  axle,  however,  no  damage  was  done.  The 
horses  were  glad  of  any  opportunity  to  stand  still. 
Bolton  got  up,  shook  himself,  and  laughed.  Joe 
Haines  was  proceeding  to  philosophise  rather 
strongly  on  the  accident,  not  exactly  after  the 
manner  of  Job  or  Seneca,  when  the  inside  passen 
ger,  putting  his  head  out  of  the  only  practicable 
window,  begged  him  to  spare  his  oaths,  and  help 
him  out  of  his  prison. 

The  stranger  was  soon  extricated,  and  the  horses 
taken  out ;  and  the  driver,  requesting  his  passen 
gers  to  await  his  return,  set  off  to  seek  assistance 
at  the  nearest  cottage.  As  to  the  coach  itself  pro 
ceeding  farther  until  partially  repaired,  that  was 
evidently  out  of  the  question;  and  so  Harry  ob 
served  to  his  companion,  who  did  not  appear  very 
knowing  in  such  matters. 

11  And  how  far  may  we  be  from  S ,  sir  ?  "  in 
quired  he,  upon  receiving  this  not  very  agreeable 
intelligence. 

"  Fifteen  miles  at  least,"  replied  Bolton. 

"  Indeed !  so  far,  and  is  there  no  place  near 
where  I  could  procure  a  conveyance  of  any  kind  ? 
I  have  an  engagement  there  I  particularly  wished 
to  keep  to-morrow." 

"  Really,  I  fear  not ;  this  is  quite  an  out-of-the- 

9  H 
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way  place :  the  driver  can  tell  you  better  than  I 
can,  but  I  know  the  neighbourhood  pretty  well,  and 
think  you  would  have  to  send  back  to  the  Swan  at 
B for  horses." 

"  It  is  very  unfortunate,  and  it  is  past  nine 
already ;  what  is  the  nearest  place,  sir,  where  I 
could  get  decent  accommodation  for  the  night?" 

"  Why,  the  nearest  place,"  said  Harry,  hesitat 
ingly,  u  is  the  *  Crown  arid  Thistle,'  about  three 
miles  off,  but  I  can't  say  much  for  the  accommo 
dation.  Wo-ho," — one  of  the  horses,  tired  at  last 
of  standing  in  the  drizzling  rain,  was  showing 
symptoms  of  an  immediate  return  to  his  stable. 
The  stranger  merely  gave  vent  to  a  dissatisfied 
"  Humph !  "  and  they  stood  silently  awaiting  the 
approach  of  a  light  along  the  road,  which  betokened 
Joe's  return  with  assistance.  The  coach  was  soon 
righted,  and  set  up  against  the  side  of  a  bank ;  and 
Mr  Haines,  having  given  charge  to  one  of  his  aids- 
extraordinary  to  keep  watch  by  it  till  dawn  with  a 
light,  both  to  prevent  accidents  and  abstraction  of 
the  luggage,  announced  his  intention  of  return 
ing  with  the  horses  to  B ,  offering  to  his  inside 

passenger  the  choice  of  a  ride  back,  or  taking  a  nap 
in  the  coach  till  morning.  "  You  won't  be  long 
getting  home,  Mr  Bolton,  anyhow," — and  the  pro 
noun  was  emphasised,  to  show  that  even  this  sym 
pathy  was  little  extended  to  his  fellow-traveller. 

"  No,  Joe,  I  must  say  you  have  been  pretty  con- 
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siderate:  as  you  were  to  break  down,  you  could 
hardly  have  arranged  it  more  handily  for  me.  Just 
look  me  out  my  little  carpet-bag,  and  I  suppose 
you'll  expect  an  extra  shilling  for  your  performance 
to-night,  eh?" 

Joe  gave  a  hoarse  laugh,  and  proceeded  to  rum 
mage  the  boot ;  and  Harry  took  advantage  of  the 
opportunity  to  whisper  a  few  inquiries  about  his 
fellow-passenger. 

"  Well,  I  be  pretty  sure,  sir,  it's  a  Dr  Bates,  as 
preached  at  the  opening  on  Tuesday.  There  was 
two  or  three  black- coats  came  with  him  to  the  yard 
afore  we  started ;  he's  quite  a  top-sawyer  among 
'em,  and  can  hold  on  for  two  hours  good,  best  pace, 
they  tell  me.  He's  giv'  out  to  preach  over  at 

S to-morrow  morning.  I  see'd  the  printed  bills 

stuck  all  over  town  to-day." 

To-morrow  was  Sunday ;  and  Bolton  thought  of 
a  certain  manuscript,  not  quite  finished,  lying  on 
his  desk  at  home.  He  glanced  again  at  the  stran 
ger,  and  possibly,  in  the  orthodoxy  of  his  heart,  did 
not  feel  particularly  grieved  at  the  disappointment 
probably  in  store  for  the  itching  ears  of  the  S— — 
non- conformists. 

"  Well,  good-night,  Haines,"  said  he.  But  seeing 
his  late  companion  still  standing  in  the  road,  look 
ing  rather  helpless,  and  hesitating  to  leave  him 
altogether  to  the  tender  mercies  of  the  coachman, 
"  I  am  walking  in  the  direction  of  the  village  inn," 
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he  continued,  "  and  if  I  can  show  you  the  way,  I 
shall  be  very  glad  to  do  so.  I  dare  say  I  can  also 
find  some  one  to  fetch  your  luggage." 

"  Thank  you,  sir,"  said  the  other.  "  I  cannot  do 
better  than  follow  your  example  ;  "  and  he  at  once 
selected  and  shouldered,  with  some  activity  for  a 
man  obviously  on  the  wrong  side  of  forty,  a  carpet 
bag  of  more  cumbersome  dimensions  than  Bolton's  ; 
and  they  strode  down  the  road  together,  nearly  in 
darkness,  and  with  the  rain  still  falling. 

They  had  nearly  reached  the  curate's  humble 
cottage,  without  much  further  conversation,  when 
the  stranger  repeated  his  inquiries  as  to  the  dis 
tance  to  the  inn,  and  the  probability  of  his  obtain 
ing  there  any  tolerable  accommodation.  u  A  clean 
bed,"  he  said,  "would  content  him  ;  was  he  likely 
to  find  one?" 

A  struggle  had  been  going  on,  from  the  time 
they  left  the  coach,  between  Harry  Bolton's  good 
nature,  and  what  he  thought  his  due  dignity. 
Every  word  his  fellow-passenger  had  uttered  had 
convinced  him,  more  and  more,  that  he  was  a  man 
of  education  and  good  sense,  to  say  the  least ;  a 
totally  different  being  from  the  class  of  whom  Jabez 
Green,  who  expounded  at  Mount  Pisgah  in  his  own 
parish  on  Sundays,  and  did  a  little  shoemaking  and 
poaching  on  week-days,  formed  a  specimen  ever 
before  his  eyes ;  and  if  it  had  not  seemed  a  ludi 
crous  misapplication  of  hospitality  to  have  enter- 
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tained  the  great  gun  of  schism  within  the  lares  of 
the  " persona  ecclesia"  he  would  long  ago  have 
offered  the  very  respectable  and  mild-mannered 
gentleman,  dropped  by  an  unlucky  accident  almost 
at  his  door,  at  least  a  good  fire  and  a  pair  of  clean 
sheets  for  the  night.  Sleep  at  the  Crown  and 
Thistle ! — why,  on  consideration,  it  was  scarcely 
creditable  to  himself  to  send  him  there.  The  land 
lord  was  one  of  the  most  disreputable  fellows  in  the 
parish,  and,  by  ten  o'clock  on  a  Saturday  night, 
was  usually  so  drunk  as  to  be  more  likely  to  refuse 
a  guest  any  accommodation  at  all,  than  to  take  any 
extra  pains  for  him.  And  the  dirt,  and  the  noise, 
and  the  etceteras  !  No,  Dr  Bates  had  better  have 
stuck  to  the  inside  of  the  coach  than  have  tried 
the  Crown  and  Thistle.  But  where  else  was  he  to 
go  ?  There  was  a  good  spare  bedroom,  no  doubt,  at 
Barby  farm,  within  half  a  mile  >  but  it  had  not  been 
occupied  since  Harry  had  slept  in  it  himself  on  his 
first  arrival  in  the  parish,  and  then  it  took  a  week's 
notice  to  move  the  piles  of  wool  and  cheese,  and 
have  it  duly  aired.  The  stranger  coughed.  Harry 
grew  desperate,  and  spoke  out. 

"  We  are  close  to  my  little  place  now,  sir.  I 
think  I  can  offer  you  what  you  will  hardly  find  at 
the  inn — a  clean  room  and  a  well-aired  bed ;  and  it 
seems  a  mere  act  of  common  civility  to  beg  you  to 
accept  it." 

With  many  thanks,  but  with  the  natural  polite- 
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ness  and  ease  with  which  a  gentleman  receives 
from  another  the  courtesy  which  he  is  always  ready 
to  offer  himself,  the  hospitable  invitation  was  at 
once  freely  accepted  :  and  in  five  minutes  they  had 
passed  the  little  gate,  and  were  awaiting  the  open 
ing  of  the  door. 

This  service  was  performed  by  the  whole  avail 
able  force  of  Harry's  establishment.  One  active 
little  elderly  wroman,  who  was  there  on  resident 
and  permanent  duty,  in  all  capacities,  assisted 
on  this  occasion  by  Samuel  Shears,  parish  clerk, 
sexton,  barber,  bird-fancier,  fishing-tackle  maker, 
&c.  &c.  &c. ;  and  acting  gardener,  valet,  butler,  and 
footman,  when  required,  to  the  reverend  the  curate. 
Loud  was  the  welcome  he  received  from  both. 
"  Had  he  walked  through  all  the  rain,  sure^  /  The 
coach  was  very  late  then  ;  they'd  'most  given  him 
up:  no,  Sam  hadn'1^  'cause  of  service  to-morrow;" 
when  their  volubility  was  somewhat  checked  by  the 
sight  of  his  companion ;  and  the  old  lady's  face 
underwent  no  very  favourable  change  when  in 
formed  she  must  prepare  a  second  bed. 

"  Walk  in,  pray,  and  warm  yourself — that  room 
— Sam,  take  these  bags  ;"  and  Harry  stepped  aside 
into  the  kitchen,  to  negotiate  with  his  housekeeper 
for  the  stranger's  accommodation  ;  a  matter  not  to 
be  effected  but  by  some  little  tact ;  for  Molly,  like 
servants  of  higher  pretensions,  did  not  like  being 
put  out  of  her  way,  by  people  "  coming  tramping 
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in/'  as  she  said,  at  all  hours  of  the  night ;  and  if 
Bolton  had  replied  to  her  close  inquiries,  as  to  who 
and  whence  the  new  guest  was,  with  the  statement 
that  he  was  a  stray  Methodist  preacher,  it  is  pro 
bable  that  Molly,  who  had  lived  with  clergymen 
since  she  was  a  child,  and  would  sooner  have  missed 
her  dinner  than  u  her  church,"  would  have  resigned 
her  keys  of  office  at  once  in  high  disgust. 

"  The  gentleman  will  sleep  in  my  room,  of  course, 
Molly,  and  I  shall  have  my  things  put  into  the 
other  ; — anything  will  do  for  supper — bread  and 
cheese,  Molly,  quite  well — toast  a  little,  will  you  ? 
Poor  man,  he  seems  to  have  a  cough." 

"  Toasted  cheese  an't  good  for  a  cough." 

"  No ;  to  be  sure  not.  Well,  you  can  fry  a  little 
bacon,  and  a  few  eggs,  you  know." 

"  There  an't  no  eggs.  I  don't  know  what's  come 
to  the  'ens  :  they  behaves  'orrid,  they  does/' 

"Weil,  anything,  anything,  Molly.  I'm  very 
tired,  and  I  don't  care  what  it  is  :  we  shall  both  be 
very  glad  to  get  to  bed/' 

"  Lor,  I  dare  say  you  be  tired,  sir,"  said  Molly, 
somewhat  pacified.  "  You've  had  a  very  wet  ride, 
to  be  sure  ;  lawk-a-me,  why  this  coat  might  be 
a-wringed  out."  And  she  hastened  to  relieve  her 
master  of  some  of  his  outer  wrappings,  and  supply 
him  with  a  warm  dressing-gown  and  slippers,  in 
which  he  soon  joined  his  guest  in  the  little  parlour ; 
and  having  introduced  him  to  the  room  he  was  to 
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occupy  for  the  night,  left  him  also  to  make  himself 
comfortable. 

If  Harry  Bolton  did  not  repent  of  his  hospitality, 
which  would  have  been  very  unlike  him,  yet,  upon 
consideration,  he  certainly  felt  he  was  acting  the 
good  Samaritan  somewhat  more  literally  than  he 
had  ever  expected  to  do. 

"  What  on  earth  shall  I  do  with  him  to-morrow, 
I  should  like  to  know?"  was  the  first  question  that 
suggested  itself — much  more  readily  than  did  the 
answer.  He  could  not  be  expected  to  go  to  church, 
perhaps ;  but  would  he  stay  quietly  at  home  ?  or 
walk  off  to  assist  the  very  reverend  Jabez  at  Mount 
Pisgah?  As  to  his  keeping  his  appointment  at 

S ,  that,  at  least,  was  out  of  the  question ;  and, 

after  all,  there  seemed  so  much  good  sense  and 
feeling  of  propriety  about  the  traveller,  that  it  was 
most  probable — at  least  Harry  thought  so — that  he 
would  not  in  any  way  offend  against  the  rules  of 
the  household  which  he  had  entered  under  such 
circumstances. 

So  the  curate  brushed  the  clinging  rain  from  his 
hair,  and  the  cloud  from  his  brow,  with  one  and 
the  same  motion,  and  relapsed  into  his  usual  state 
of  good-humour.  Supper  came  in,  and  he  and  his 
guest  sat  down  opposite  to  each  other,  and  prepared 
to  discuss  old  Molly's  simple  cookery.  Keally, 
now  that  one  could  look  at  him  well,  the  man  was 
very  presentable  in  person  as  well  as  in  manner. 
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Harry  said  grace  in  a  very  few  words,  and  the 
other's  "  Amen"  was  audible  and  unexceptionable; 
reverent,  and  not  nasal.  He  had  a  capital  appetite : 
it  was  said  to  be  characteristic  of  his  calling,  but 
in  that  point  Harry  fully  kept  pace  with  him ;  and 
the  conversation  was  not,  for  the  present,  a  very 
lively  one.  Sam  came  in  at  last  to  take  away. 

"  Sam,"  said  the  curate,  in  a  half-aside,  "is  there 
a  bottle  of  port? — here's  the  key." 

"  La !  sir,  you  bid  me  take  it  down  to  old  Nan, 
you  know ;  and  it  wor  the  last  bottle,  I  tell'd  you 
then." 

"  Ha  !  so  I  did,  so  I  did.     Did  she  like  it,  Sam?" 

"  Like  it?"  said  Sam,  opening  his  eyes,  "  I  war 
rant  her!" 

"Well,  Sam,  I  hope  it  did  her  good; — never 
mind.  You  must  fare  as  I  do,  I  am  afraid,"  said 
he  to  the  other.  "  Bring  out  the  whisky -jar,  Sam." 

Bolton  mixed  himself  a  glass  without  further 
preface  or  apology;  and  his  neighbour,  with  the 
remark  that  it  could  not  be  much  amiss  after  a 
wetting,  very  moderately  followed  his  example. 

"  And  now,"  said  Bolton,  rummaging  in  a  little 
cupboard  behind  him,  "  I  hope  you  don't  dislike  the 
smell  of  tobacco.  I'm  rather  too  fond  of  it  myself. 
My  weakness  is  a  pipe :  I  could  find  you  a  cigar, 
perhaps,  if  you  are  ever — " 

"  Thank  you,  I  never  do  smoke  ;  but  pray  do  not 
mind  me  :  I  was  at  a  German  university  for  a  year 
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and  a  half,  and  that  is  a  pretty  fair  apprenticeship 
to  cloud-raising." 

Took  a  doctor's  degree  there,  no  doubt,  thought 
Harry ;  but  it  served  excellently  as  an  opening  for 
general  conversation ;  and  two  pipes  had  been  con 
sumed,  and  Molly  had  twice  informed  the  gentle 
men  that  the  beds  were  all  ready,  and  that  Sam 
was  waiting  to  know  if  there  were  any  orders  for 
to-morrow,  before  Harry  remembered  that  he  had  a 
sermon  still  to  finish,  and  that  it  was  verging  upon 
Sunday  morning — so  intelligent  and  agreeable  had 
been  the  discourse  of  the  stranger. 

"  If  you  please,  sir,"  said  the  clerk,  putting  his 
head  in  at  the  door,"  "the  rain  is  a-coming  down 
like  nothing,  and  that  great  hole  over  the  pulpit 
ben't  mended  yet.  Master  Brooks  promised  me  it 
should  be  done  afore  to-night ;  but  he's  never  seen 
to  it." 

"  That  Brooks  is  the  very — but,  there,  it  can't  be 
helped  to-night,  Sam,  at  all  events,"  said  Bolton, 
rather  ashamed  that  the  defects  of  his  parochial 
administration  should  be  exposed,  as  it  were,  to  the 
enemy.  u  I  must  speak  to  him  about  it  myself." 

"  I  clapped  a  couple  of  sods  over  it  as  well  as  I 
could,  sir,"  said  the  persevering  Sam ;  and  I  don't 
think  much  wet  can  come  in  to  hurt,  like.  Will 
this  gentleman  'ficiate  to-morrow?"  (this  was  in  a 
loud  confidential  whisper)  "  'cause  the  t'other  sur 
plice  a'n't — " 


HARRY  BOLTON'S  CURACY.  27 

"  Don't  bother  now — there's  a  good  fellow/'  said 
Harry,  considerably  annoyed,  as  he  shut  the  door 
in  the  face  of  his  astonished  subordinate,  who  was 
generally  privileged  to  gossip  as  much  as  he  pleased. 
He  covered  his  embarrassment  by  showing  his  visitor 
at  once  to  his  room,  and  then  sat  down  to  complete 
his  own  preparations  for  the  next  day's  duties. 

The  rain  was  as  busily  falling  in  the  morning  as 
if  it  had  only  just  begun,  instead  of  having  been  at 
it  all  night.  Harry  had  been  more  than  usually 
scrupulous  in  his  dress ;  but  when  they  met  at  the 
breakfast-table,  his  guest's  clerical  tout  ensemble 
beat  him  hollow.  After  a  rather  silent  meal,  in 
which  both,  as  if  by  tacit  consent,  avoided  all  allu 
sion  to  subjects  connected  with  the  day  and  its 
duties,  Bolton  mustered  his  courage,  as  they  rose 
from  table,  to  say — "  My  service  is  at  eleven,  and 
I  shall  have  rather  a  wet  walk ;  you,  perhaps,  are 
not  disposed  to  accompany  me?" 

"By  all  means,"  said  the  stranger,  bowing;  "I 
am  quite  ready ; — is  it  time  to  set  out?"  And  in  a 
few  minutes  they  were  picking  their  way,  side  by 
side,  down  the  little  miry  lane. 

The  church,  it  must  be  confessed,  was  not  a 
comely  edifice.  Its  architectural  pretensions  must 
originally  have  been  of  the  humblest  order ;  and 
now,  damp  and  dilapidated,  it  was  one  of  the  many 
which,  in  those  days,  were  a  disgrace  to  any  Chris 
tian  community,  There  was  the  hole  in  the  roof, 
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immediately  over  the  curate's  head,  imperfectly 
stopped  by  Sam's  extempore  repairs ;  and  very- 
wretched  and  comfortless  did  the  few  who  com 
posed  the  congregation  look,  as  they  came  dripping 
in,  and  dispersed  themselves  among  the  crumbling 
pews.  The  service  proceeded,  and  none  showed 
such  reverent  attention  as  the  stranger ;  and  being 
placed  in  the  rectorial  pew,  immediately  opposite 
the  clerk,  the  distinct  though  subdued  tone  of  his 
responses  was  so  audible,  and  so  disturbed  that 
functionary  (who  had  that  part  of  the  service 
usually  pretty  much  to  himself,  and  had  come  to 
consider  it  as  in  some  sort  his  exclusive  privilege), 
that  he  made  some  terrible  blunders  in  the  hard 
verses  in  the  Psalms,  and  occasionally  looked  round 
upon  his  rival,  on  these  latter  occasions  especially, 
with  unmistakable  indignation. 

The  service  concluded,  Bolton  found  his  guest 
awaiting  him  in  the  porch  ;  and  some  ten  minutes' 
sharp  walking,  with  few  remarks,  except  in  admira 
tion  of  the  pertinacity  of  the  rain,  brought  them 
home  again  to  the  cottage.  A  plain  early  dinner 
was  discussed  :  there  was  no  afternoon  service  ; 
and  the  curate  had  just  stepped  into  his  kitchen  to 
listen  to  some  petition  from  a  parishioner,  when  the 
stranger  took  the  opportunity  of  retiring  to  his  own 
apartment,  and  did  not  reappear  until  summoned  to 
tea. 

Bolton's  visit  to  the  kitchen  had  interrupted  a 
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most  animated  debate.  In  that  lower  house  of  his 
little  commonwealth  the  new  arrival  had  been  a 
fruitful  topic  of  discussion.  The  speakers  were 
three  :  Molly,  Sam,  and  Binns  the  wheelwright, 
who  had  looked  in,  as  he  said,  on  a  little  business 
with  the  parson.  Molly,  as  has  been  said,  was  a 
rigid  churchwoman.  Her  notions  of  Tier  duty  in 
that  capacity  might  not  have  been  unexceptionable, 
but  they  were,  so  far  as  the  Sunday  went,  as  follows : 
Church  in  the  morning  and  afternoon,  if  practic 
able  ;  as  much  reading  as  her  eyes — not  quite  what 
they  used  to  be — could  comfortably  manage ;  pud 
ding  for  dinner,  and  tea  and  gossip  in  the  evening. 
If  fine,  a  walk  would  have  come  among  the  day's 
arrangements  j  but  with  the  rain  coming  down  as 
it  did,  and  after  having  rather  puzzled  herself  with 
a  sermon  upon  the  origin  of  evil,  the  sudden,  and 
in  a  degree  mysterious,  visit  of  a  strange  gentleman 
— where  visitors  of  any  kind  were  so  rare — became 
invaluable  as  a  topic  of  interesting — for  aught  we 
know,  of  profitable — discourse.  Sam  Shears  dined 
with  her  always  on  this  day,  and  was  allowed,  not 
without  scruples,  to  have  his  pipe  in  the  chimney- 
corner  ;  in  consideration  of  which  indulgence,  he 
felt  it  his  duty  to  make  himself  as  agreeable  as 
possible;  and  inasmuch  as  his  stock-stories  respect 
ing  enormous  perch  caught,  or  gifted  starlings  edu 
cated  by  him,  Samuel  Shears,  had  long  ceased  to 
interest— indeed  had  never  much  interested — his 
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fair  listener  here,  though  they  still  went  down,  with 
variations,  at  the  Crown  and  Thistle,  he  was  reduced 
very  often,  in  the  absence  of  anything  of  modern  in 
terest  stirring  in  the  neighbouring  town  of  S ,  to 

keep  up  his  credit  as  a  "  rare  good  companion,"  by 
entering  into  politics  —  for  which  study,  next  to 
divinity,  Molly  had  a  decided  taste — talking  about 
reforms  and  revolutions  in  a  manner  that  Molly 
declared  made  her  "creep,"  and  varying  this  plea 
surable  excitement  by  gloomy  forebodings  with 
regard  to  "  Rooshia  and  Prooshia," 

On  this  particular  evening,  however,  the  subject 
of  debate  was  of  a  domestic  nature,  and  Molly  and 
the  clerk  had  taken  opposite  sides  :  Binns  arriving 
opportunely  to  be  appealed  to  by  both,  and  being  a 
man  of  few  words,  who  shook  his  head  with  great 
gravity,  and  usually  gave  a  nod  of  encouragement 
to  the  last  speaker.  Molly,  after  her  first  indig 
nation  at  the  intrusion  of  a  wet  stranger,  without 
notice,  at  ten  o'clock  of  a  Saturday  night,  had  been 
so  softened  by  the  courteous  address  and  bearing  of 
the  enemy,  that  she  had  gradually  admitted  him  at 
least  to  a  neutrality ;  and  when  Sam  Shears  had  in 
confidence  hinted  that  he  "hadn't  quite  made  up 
his  mind  about  un,"  her  woman's  kindness  of  heart, 
or  her  spirit  of  contradiction,  rushed  forth  as  to  the 
rescue  of  a  friend. 

"I  wonder  at  you,  Sam,"  said  she;  "you've  had 
heddication  enough  to  know  a  gentleman  when  you 


HARRY  BOLTON'S  CURACY.  31 

sees  him ;  and  you'd  ought  to  have  more  respect  for 
the  cloth." 

"  Cloth!  There  now,"  replied  Sam,  " that's  just 
it ;  I  an't  so  sure  about  his  cloth,  as  you  call  it." 

"  Why,  what  ever  do  you  mean,  Sam  Shears  ?  " 

"  I  mean,"  rejoined  Sam,  boldly,  though  he  felt 
that  Molly's  fiercest  glance  was  upon  him,  and 
almost  choked  himself  in  the  endeavour  to  hide 
himself  in  a  cloud  of  his  own  creating — "  I  mean, 
I  don't  think  as  he's  a  regular  parson.  If  he  had 
been,  you  see,  he'd  have  took  some  of  the  duty. 
Besides,"  continued  the  official,  reassured  by  Binns' 
respectful  attention,  "  we  had  a  little  talk  while  we 
was  a-waiting  for  master  after  church — I  offered  him 
a  humbereller,  you  see  —  and  I  just  asked  where 
abouts  his  church  was,  and  he  looked  queerish  at 
me,  and  said  he  hadn't  no  church,  not  exactly;  and 
then  I  begged  his  pardon,  and  said  I  thought  he  was 
a  clergyman ;  and  he  said,  so  he  was,  but  somehow 
he  seemed  to  put  me  off,  as  it  might  be."  Binns 
nodded. 

"  To  be  sure,"  said  Molly;  "and  'twas  like  your 
manners,  Sam,  to  go  questioning  of  him  in  that 
way." 

"  Bless  you,  I  was  as  civil  as  could  be;  however, 
I  say  again,  I  'as  my  doubts :  he'd  a  quakerish- 
looking  coat  too,  such  as  I  never  see'd  on  a  regular 
college  parson.  He's  the  very  moral  of  a  new  Irving- 
ite  preacher." 
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"  And  what's  their  doctrines,  Sam?"  asked  Molly, 
whose  theological  curiosity  was  irresistibly  ex 
cited. 

"  Why,"  said  the  clerk,  after  a  puff  or  two  to  col 
lect  his  thoughts,  "they  believes  in  transmigration/' 

Binns  made  a  gesture  of  awe  and  abjuration. 

"Stuff!"  said  Molly,  "that's  popery:  nor  you 
don't  suppose,  Sam,  that  master  would  have  any 
body  of  that  sort  in  his  house — eh,  Mr  Binns  ?  " 

The  benefit  of  that  gentleman's  opinion  was  lost 
to  both  parties,  for  it  was  at  that  juncture  "  master" 
himself  entered,  and  having  discussed  his  commu 
nication,  which  related  to  a  sick  wife,  bid  him  call 
again  in  the  morning,  and  the  wheelwright  took 
his  leave. 

"And  now,  Shears,"  said  the  curate,  "  (don't  put 
your  pipe  behind  you,  man ;  do  you  suppose  I  have 
not  smelt  it  this  half-hour — I  wish  you  would  buy 
better  tobacco) — you  must  be  off  to  S to-mor 
row  at  daylight,  and  order  a  chaise  to  be  here,  for 
this  gentleman,  by  nine  o'clock  at  the  latest.  Do 
you  understand,  now  ?  " 

"  Yes,  sir,  yes.  I'll  be  sure  to  go.  And  what 
name  shall  I  say,  sir  ?  " 

"  Name,  eh !  oh,  it  doesn't  matter.  Say  for  me, 
of  course.  And  look  here  :  there  will  be  five  shill 
ings  for  you  if  the  chaise  is  here  in  time.  Ay,  you 
may  well  make  a  bow ;  I  told  the  gentleman  it  was 
too  much  for  you/' 
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"  I'm  very  much  obliged  to  you  both/'  said  Sam, 
slily,  "  I'm  sure,  sir ;  I'll  be  off  at  cock-crow." 

"  There,  Sam  Shears,"  said  Molly,  as  soon  as  they 
had  the  kitchen  to  themselves  again,  "  did  you  ever 
hear  of  one  of  your  new  vvhat-d'ye-call-ums  ordering 
a  chaise  to  go  ranting  about  in,  I  should  like  to  know? 
What  have  you  got  to  say  now  ?  " 

"  I  say,"  said  Sam,  "  as  he's  a  gentleman,  and  no 
mistake." 

The  evening  passed  away  very  quietly  in  the  little 
parlour.  The  favourable  impression  made  upon  Bol- 
ton  by  his  guest's  manners  and  conversation  was 
certainly  deepened  by  their  further  intercourse  :  but 
the  position  seemed  felt  by  both  parties  to  be  an 
awkward  one  ;  and  when  his  departure  early  on  the 
following  morning  was  proposed,  Bolton  of  course 
made  no  effort  to  detain  him.  Both  employed  most 
of  the  evening  in  reading ;  and  one  or  two  remarks 
made  by  the  stranger,  as  he  made  his  selection  from 
the  curate's  library,  proved  at  least  his  acquaintance 
with  the  works  which  it  contained,  though  nothing 
escaped  him,  as  he  wiped  the  dust  from  some  of 
Harry's  presentation  volumes,  which  could  indicate 
either  his  agreement  or  disagreement  with  the  sound 
'divines  he  was  handling,  and  his  clever  criticisms 
were  rather  those  of  the  bibliographer  than  the 
theologian.  At  last  he  seemed  to  bury  himself  in 
a  volume  of  old  South,  and  carried  it  off  with  him 
early  to  his  chamber. 
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The  morning  came,  and  eight  o'clock  brought 
breakfast,  and  half-past  eight  the  chaise,  with  Sam 
Shears  fast  asleep  inside  of  it.  The  curate  and  his 
guest  parted  with  mutual  goodwill,  and  with  a  short 
but  warm  acknowledgment,  on  the  part  of  the  latter, 
of  the  hospitality  he  had  received.  Sam  was  not 
forgotten ;  he  received  the  promised  gratuity  with 
many  bows,  and  did  not  put  his  hat  on  again  until 
the  chaise  had  fairly  turned  the  corner. 

"  Uncommon  nice  gentleman  that,  sir,  to  be 
sure,"  said  he  to  his  master,  with  whom  he  sel 
dom  missed  the  chance  of  a  little  conversation,  if 
he  could  help  it — and  Bolton  was  generally  good- 
natured  enough  to  indulge  him — "uncommon  nice 
gentleman  j  what  a  thousand  pities  it  is  he  should 
be  a  Methody  !  " 

ltA.whatf"  inquired  the  curate,  turning  round 
upon  him  in  ludicrous  dismay. 

"A  Methody  preacher,  sir,  said  Sam,  boldly; 
for  Harry's  countenance  quite  confirmed  his  suspi 
cions.  "  Oh !  I  know  all  about  it,  sir ;  but  it 
ain't  of  no  account  with  me,  sir,  you  know,  not 
none  whatever," — and  he  redoubled  his  negatives 
with  a  confidential  mysteriousness  which  made 
Harry  inclined  to  kick  him.  "  I  met  Joe  Haines,' 
as  drives  the  Eegulator,  this  morning,  and  he  asked 
me  very  particular  about  you,  you  see,  sir,  and  how 
you  got  home  o'  Saturday  night ;  and  then  I  told 
him  as  how  this  gentleman  came  with  you ;  and 
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when  lie  heard  as  he'd  been  staying  here  all  day 
yesterday,  how  he  did  laugh,  to  be  sure ;  and  then 
he  told  me  " 

"  I'll  tell  you  something,  Sam,  too.  You  had 
much  better  mind  your  own  business,  and  not 
trouble  yourself  to  talk  to  Joe  Haines,  or  anybody 
else,  about  what  goes  on  in  my  house." 

There  was  no  mistaking  the  fact  that  his  -mas 
ter  was  angry ;  and  as  such  a  thing  had  very 
seldom  happened  within  Sam's  experience,  it  was 
a  result  of  which  he  stood  considerably  in  awe ; 
and  he  hastened,  with  some  confusion,  to  apolo 
gise,  and  to  resume  his  praises  of  the  "  very  nice 
gentleman,  whatever  he  was," — "  And  as  you  say, 
sir,  that's  no  business  of  mine :  I'm  sure  I  should 
be  most  happy  to  wait  upon  him  at  any  time, 
sir" 

But  Bolton  had  retired,  and  shut  the  door  of  his 
little  sitting-room  in  an  unmistakable  manner.  So 
Sam  was  obliged  to  soliloquise  the  rest  of  his  apo 
logies,  which  began  to  be  very  sincere,  as  he  con 
soled  himself  by  gazing  at  the  two  half-crowns 
which  had  come  into  his  possession  so  easily.  "  Of 
course ;  if  so  be  as  he's  a  gentleman,  what  mat 
ters?  That's  what  I  say:  that's  what  I  said  to 
master :  that's  what  I  said  to  Molly  : — hallo  !  hey  ? 
— if  this  here  half-crown  ain't  a  smasher ! " 

'Twas  too  true  :  it  rung  upon  the  flag-stone  like 
an  unadulterated  piece  of  lead. 
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"  What's  the  matter  now,  Sam  ?  "  said  Mrs  Molly, 
who  heard  the  sound,  and  met  his  blank  face  in 
the  passage. 

"  I  told  you  what  he  was,"  said  Sam — "  look 
here  !  "  Molly  examined  the  unfortunate  coin  with 
every  wish  to  give  it  the  benefit  of  a  doubt,  but 
was  obliged  finally  to  pronounce  against  it.  She 
had  to  listen,  also,  to  the  story  which  Sam  had 
heard  from  Joe  Haines  ;  and  though  she  clung  per 
tinaciously  to  her  previously-formed  conclusions  in 
the  stranger's  favour,  Sam  had  now  decidedly  the 
best  of  the  argument,  which  he  clinched  at  last 
with  what  he  considered  an  unanswerable  proposi 
tion — u  If  you  says  as  he  's  a  parson  and  a  gen 
tleman,  will  you  give  me  two-and-sixpence  for  this 
here  half-crown  ?  " 

Weeks  passed  on,  and  other  events  wore  out  the 
interest  of  the  stranger's  visit,  even  in  those  dull 
localities.  Binns'  wife  had  a  baby ;  and  another 
piece  of  the  church  roof  fell  in,  and  nearly  carried 
Brooks  the  churchwarden  with  it,  as  he  was  mounted 
on  a  ladder  estimating  its  repairs — for  there  was 
an  archdeacon's  visitation  coming  on,  and  not  even 
the  vulcanised  conscience  of  a  parish  functionary 
could  be  brought  to  pronounce,  on  oath,  its  present 
state  of  repair  to  be  good  and  sufficient.  And 
Harry  received  an  invitation  to  dine  with  the  said 
archdeacon,  who  was  a  good  kind  of  man  on  the 
whole — that  is,  his  good  qualities  would  not  very 
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well  bear  taking  to  pieces — but  lie  rather  patron 
ised  the  younger  clergy  in  his  neighbourhood,  pro 
vided  that  they  were  young  men  of  tolerable  family, 
and  good  address,  and  not,  as  he  expressed  it,  ultra 
in  any  way.  It  so  happened,  that  he  was  almost 
the  only  acquaintance  that  Harry  had  made  in  the 
neighbourhood.  He  had  written  to  request  his 
interference  in  enforcing  the  repair  of  the  church ; 
and  as  that  was  a  compliment  seldom  paid  to  his 
official  dignity,  the  archdeacon  had  actually  driven 
over  thirteen  miles  to  inspect  the  place  personally ; 
arid,  arriving  quite  unexpectedly,  had  caught  the 
curate  just  sallying  forth  equipped  for  fishing — an 
ait  to  which  he  himself  occasionally  condescended— 
for  even  archdeacons  do  unbend.  And  very  soon 
ascertaining  that  there  was  no  tendency  to  an  ob 
jectionable  ultra,  of  any  kind,  in  our  hero,  and  that 
he  was  in  fact  rather  an  eligible  rear-rank  man  for 
a  dinner-table,  he  had  made  a  mental  memoran 
dum  of  the  fact,  and,  in  consequence,  had  twice 
favoured  him  with  an  invitation,  which  Harry,  ac 
cording  to  his  present  humour,  had  declined.  On 
this  occasion,  however — as  a  third  refusal  would 
have  seemed  ungracious — he  had  determined  to  go  ; 
and,  with  some  compunction  at  the  expense  (he 
had  thought  nothing  at  Oxford  of  a  hunter,  and  a 
"team"  to  cover,  at  about  five  guineas  for  the 
day),  he  found  himself  in  a  hired  gig  at  the  arch 
deacon's  door,  a  little  before  the  dinner  hour  on 
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the  day  appointed.  None  of  the  guests  were  as 
yet  assembled.  His  host,  however,  met  him  in  the 
drawing-room,  and  presented  him,  with  considerable 
cordiality,  to  his  lady  and  her  daughters. 

"  It  was  very  good  indeed  of  Mr  Bolton  to  come 
so  far  to  see  us,"  said  the  archdeacon.  a  Indeed,  I 
am  particularly  glad  you  came  to-day,"  continued  he, 
with  a  sort  of  pompous  kindness,  "  for  I  have  the 
bishop  staying  here,  and  I  wished  you  to  meet  him." 

Harry  was  interrupted  in  his  acknowledgments  by 
the  entrance  of  two  men  of  the  expected  party  :  the 
Honourable  and  Reverend  Mr  Luttridge,  a  young 
man,  who  eyed  his  brother  curate,  on  his  introduction, 
with  what  he  intended  for  a  critical  and  interroga 
tive  glance,  but  which  had  by  no  means  the  effect 
upon  that  party  which  he  intended ;  and  another 
archdeacon,  or  dean,  or  some  such  dignitary,  who 
made  Bolton  a  very  low  bow  indeed ;  and,  turning 
his  back  upon  him  forthwith,  began  to  discourse 
with  the  other  two  upon  the  business  of  the  last 
Petit  Sessions.  A  discussion  upon  some  point  of 
magisterial  law  was  interrupted  by  a  burst  of  shrill 
and  hearty  laughter  from  the  younger  of  the  Misses 
Archdeacons — a  fat  merry  girl,  with  whom  Harry 
had  struck  up  an  acquaintance  instantly — that  was 
a  point  he  never  failed  in ;  and  although  the  other 
two  gentlemen  looked  rather  astonished,  and  turned 
round  again  to  resume  their  argument,  the  father — 
she  was  his  favourite  daughter,  and  ludicrously 
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like  him— was  delighted  to  see  her  amused,  and 
insisted  upon  knowing  what  the  fun  was  between 
them.  Some  absurd  remark  of  Harry's  was  repeated, 
as  well  as  her  continued  merriment  would  allow 
her ;  and  the  archdeacon,  after  a  preparatory  shak 
ing  of  his  sides,  had  just  burst  into  a  stentorian 
"  ha-ha,"  when  the  drawing-room  door  again  opened, 
and  the  Bishop  of  F was  most  audibly  an 
nounced. 

Every  one  tried  to  look  deferential,  of  course ; 
and  the  two  gentlemen  in  front  of  Harry  separated, 
and  took  open  order  to  receive  his  lordship.  Every 
body  recovered  their  propriety,  in  fact,  in  an  in 
stant,  except  Miss  Harriet,  to  whom  a  bishop  was 
no  treat  at  all — not  to  be  compared  with  an  amus 
ing  young  curate.  She  kept  her  eyes  fixed  upon 
Harry  Bolton — she  thought  he  was  going  to  faint. 
Could  it  be  possible? — oh!  there  was  no  doubt 
about  it.  Schismatic  Doctor  Bates,  or  Bishop  of 

F ,  there  he  was ! — there  was  the  man  he  had 

walked  home  in  the  rain  with ! 

Harry's  quondam  guest  walked  forward  with  an 
easy  grace,  which  contrasted  strikingly  with  the  stiff 
dignity  of  his  subordinates.  He  shook  hands  po 
litely  with  Mr  Luttriclge,  and  returned  the  greeting 
of  his  companion  somewhat  more  warmly.  The 
archdeacon  was  preparing  to  introduce  Bolton,  with 
out  noticing  his  embarrassment,  when  the  bishop 
anticipated  the  introductory  speech  by  saying,  as  he 
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held  out  his  hand,  "  Mr  Bolton  and  I  are  old 
friends — may  I  not  say  so  ?  " 

A  man  of  less  self-possession  than  our  friend  the 
curate  might  have  been  put  quite  at  his  ease  by  the 
kind  tone  and  manner,  and  warm  grasp  of  the 
hand.  "  Certainly,"  was  his  reply,  "  your  lordship 
and  myself  have  met  under  rather  different  circum 
stances." 

The  archdeacon's  respectable  face  expressed  con 
siderable  astonishment,  as  well  it  might ;  and  the 
other  two  gentlemen  began  to  eye  his  lordship's  "  old 
friend  "  with  interested  and  inquisitive  glances. 

"  My  dear  archdeacon,"  said  the  bishop,  laugh 
ing,  "  pardon  my  mystification ;  this  is  the  friend 
with  whom  I  spent  a  day  or  two  on  my  last  visit 
to  this  neighbourhood,  when  you  really  thought  you 
had  lost  me  altogether ;  though,  if  you  had  told  me 
I  was  to  have  the  pleasure  of  meeting  him  at  your 
table  to-day,  I  might,  perhaps,  have  let  you  into 
the  secret." 

"  But,  my  clear  Bolton,"  said  the  host — he  had 
dropped  the  Mr  at  once,  and  for  ever — "why  did 
you  not  tell  me  that  you  knew  his  lordship  ? — eh?  " 

Harry  laughed,  and  got  a  little  confused  again ; 
but  the  bishop  answered  the  question  for  him,  be 
fore  he  had  time  to  frame  an  intelligible  reply. 

"Oh,  that's  a  long  story  j  but  it  was  no  mystery 
of  Mr  Bolton's,  be  assured.  I  am  afraid,  indeed,  it 
will  tell  rather  better  for  him  than  for  me ;  but  I 
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promise  you  the  explanation,  some  day,"  continued 
the  bishop,  good-huinouredly,  "  when  we  have  no 
thing  better  to  talk  about."  The  archdeacon  took 
the  hint,  and  turned  the  conversation.  Another 
guest  or  two  joined  the  party ;  dinner  succeeded, 
and  passed  off  much  as  such  affairs  usually  do.  The 
bishop,  although  he  did  not  address  much  of  his 
conversation  directly  to  Bolton,  took  care  to  make 
him  feel  at  his  ease ;  and  Mr  Luttridge,  who  sat 
next  to  him,  became  remarkably  friendly — was 
quite  surprised  that  he  had  not  heard  of  him  before, 
being,  in  fact,  quite  a  near  neighbour — only  nine 
miles — nothing  at  all  in  that  part  of  the  country — 
should  ride  over  to  call  on  him  one  of  the  first  days 
he  could  spare  —  and,  in  fact,  said  what  became 
him  to  the  bishop's  friend  and  protege. 

Whatever  curiosity  might  have  been  felt  on  the 
subject  by  the  rest  of  the  company,  it  was  not  until 
they  had  taken  their  departure  that  the  bishop 
thought  proper  to  explain  to  Bolton  and  the  arch 
deacon  the  circumstances  which  had  led  to  his  pay 
ing  an  incognito  visit  to  the  former.  He  had  only 
lately  been  appointed  to  the  diocese,  and  was  there 
fore  personally  known  to  but  few  of  his  clergy. 
The  Archdeacon  and  himself,  however,  were  old 
college  acquaintances,  and  he  had  accepted  an  invi 
tation  to  spend  a  few  days  with  him,  at  the  time  of 
his  casual  meeting  with  Harry  Bolton.  Being 
averse  at  all  times  to  any  kind  of  ceremony  or 
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etiquette,  which  he  could  reasonably  dispense  with, 
it  had  been  arranged  that  the  archdeacon's  carriage 

should  meet  him  at  B ,  to  which  place  his  own 

had  conveyed  him.  Upon  his  arrival  in  the  town 
somewhat  before  the  hour  appointed,  he  had,  ac 
cording  to  his  custom,  walked  out  quietly  to  make 
himself  acquainted  with  the  localities,  and  had  un 
consciously  passed  some  hours  in  exploring  some 
ruins  at  a  little  distance.  Meanwhile,  the  arch 
deacon,  not  so  punctual  as  his  diocesan,  drove  up 
to  the  hotel  door  in  hot  haste,  considerably  too  late 
for  his  appointment,  and  was  saluted  with  the  un 
pleasant  information  that  his  lordship  had  been 
there,  and  was  gone  on  these  two  hours, — for  his 
previous  orders  had  been  duly  obeyed,  and  the 
episcopal  equipage,  with  a  portly  gentleman  inside, 
who  sustained  the  dignity  of  his  position  as  chap 
lain  very  carefully,  had  really  rolled  away  on  its 
road  homeward.  The  archdeacon  doubted,  but 
mine  host  was  positive  ;  and  strengthened  his  posi 
tion  by  the  assertion  that  his  lordship  had  said  he 
was  going  to  Bircham  rectory,  a  piece  of  intelli 
gence  picked  up  from  the  servants,  with  exactly 
enough  truth  in  it  to  do  mischief.  Off  went  the 
archdeacon  again,  annoyed  at  his  own  dilatoriness ; 
and  great  was  his  consternation  on  reaching  home 
to  find  no  bishop ;  and  great  was  the  bishop's  sur 
prise,  on  returning  at  last  to  the  hotel,  to  find  no 
archdeacon;  and  great  the  confusion  throughout 
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the  King's  Arms ;  the  landlord  throwing  the  blame 
upon  the  waiters,  and  the  waiters  upon  each  other. 

Post-horses  to  S ,  which  was  within  a   short 

three  miles  of  the  archdeacon's  rectory,  were  ordered 
at  once.  But,  alas !  after  many  delays  and  apolo 
gies,  none  were  to  be  had ;  almost  every  quadruped 
in  the  town  was  engaged  in  taking  parties  home 
from  the  opening  of  the  Independent  College.  The 
bishop  was  not  a  man  to  make  difficulties  ;  so,  leav 
ing  his  only  remaining  servant  to  await  any  reme 
dial  measures  which  the  archdeacon  might  take 
when  he  discovered  his  error,  and  to  give  an  intelli 
gible  account  of  his  movements,  he  himself,  without 
mentioning  his  intention  to  any  other  person,  walked 
down  to  the  coach-office  at  the  Swan,  paid  his  fare, 
and  became  an  inside  passenger  by  the  Regulator. 

Of  course,  when  the  archdeacon  discovered  his 
mistake,  no  time  was  lost  in  procuring  fresh  horses, 

and   sending  back  the  carriage  to   B ,  in  the 

hope  that  his  lordship  might  still  be  forthcoming ; 
but  it  brought  back  to  the  anxious  expectants  at 
the  rectory  only  a  servant  and  a  portmanteau  ;  and 
as  they  did  not  pass  the  spot  where  the  accident 
occurred,  and  all  inquiries  made  at  S- only  re 
sulted  in  the  intelligence  that  "  there  had  been  an 
upset,  that  no  one  was  hurt,  and  that  the  passen 
gers  had  walked  home,"  they  made  up  their  minds 
to  await  some  accurate  information  as  to  his  lord 
ship's  whereabouts  from  himself,  when  he  relieved 
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his  friends  from  their  uncomfortable  suspense  by 
making  his  appearance  personally  at  breakfast  on 
the  Monday  morning;  though,  to  punish,  as  he 
jokingly  said,  the  archdeacon,  for  leaving  him  in 
such  a  predicament,  he  would  tell  them  nothing 
more  than  that  he  had  spent  the  Sunday  very 
pleasantly  with  a  friend. 

Much  amusement  ensued  at  the  bishop's  details 
of  his  visit,  though  he  good-naturedly  avoided  any 
allusions  that  could  possibly  be  embarrassing  to 
his  late  host.  Bolton  had  accepted  the  offer  of  a 
bed,  and  it  was  late  before  they  separated  for  the 
night.  Before  he  took  his  leave  on  the  following 
morning,  the  bishop,  to  his  surprise,  announced  his 
intention  of  paying  him  a  second  visit.  "  I  think, 
Mr  Bolton,"  said  he,  "  that,  having  intruded  upon 
you  once  in  disguise,  as  I  may  say,  I  am  bound  to 
come  and  preach  for  you  some  Sunday,  if  it  be  only 
to  clear  my  own  character  in  the  eyes  of  your 
parishioners"  (for  Harry  had  confessed,  to  the  ex 
ceeding  amusement  of  all  parties,  his  own  and  his 
clerk's  suspicions).  "  So,  if  you  please,  and  if  my 
good  friend  here  will  accompany  me,  we  will  drive 
over  to  you  next  Sunday  morning ;  and  I'll  try," 
continued  the  bishop  slily,  "  if  I  cannot  get  Mr 
Churchwarden  Brooks  to  put  your  church  a  little 
to  rights  for  you." 

The  morning  arrived,  and  the  archdeacon  and  the 
bishop.  A  proud  woman  had  Molly  been  from  the 
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moment  the  announcement  was  made  to  her  of  the 
intended  honour ;  and  the  luncheon  which  she  had 
prepared  was,  considering  her  limited  resources, 
something  extraordinary.  But  when  his  lordship 
alighted,  and,  catching  a  sight  of  her  eager  face  in 
the  passage,  called  to  her  by  name,  and  addressed 
her  kindly — and  she  recognised  the  features  of  the 
unknown  guest,  whom  Sam  had  so  irreverently 
slandered — the  good  old  woman,  between  shame 
and  gratification,  was  quite  overcome,  and  was 
wholly  unable  to  recover  her  self-possession  through 
out  the  day.  During  the  whole  of  the  service,  she 
looked  at  the  bishop  instead  of  the  prayer-book, 
made  responses  at  random,  and  was  only  saved  by 
the  good-natured  interference  of  his  lordship's  own 
man  from  totally  ruining  the  luncheon.  Of  course, 
the  church  was  crowded ;  the  sermon  was  plain  and 
impressive :  and  when,  after  service,  the  whole  of 
the  rustic  congregation,  collected  in  the  church 
yard  to  see  as  much  as  they  could  of  a  personage 
few  of  them  had  ever  seen  before,  formed  a  lane 
respectfully,  with  their  hats  off,  for  him  to  pass  to 
the  gate,  the  bishop,  taking  off  his  hat  and  claim 
ing  their  attention  for  a  few  moments,  spoke  a  few 
words,  homely  and  audible,  approving  their  be 
haviour  during  the  service,  and  representing  to 
them  the  advantages  they  might  derive  from  the 
residence  among  them  of  an  exemplary  minister, 
such  as  he  believed  they  had  at  present,  and  such 
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as  lie  would  endeavour  to  provide  them  with  in  the 
possible  event  of  his  removal.  And  when  afterwards 
he  begged  to  be  introduced  to  the  churchwarden, 
and,  taking  him  familiarly  by  the  arm,  walked  with 
him  round  the  building,  pointed  out  indispensable 
repairs,  and,  without  any  word  of  reproof,  explained 
to  him  the  harm  done  by  injudicious  patching,  and 
put  into  his  hands  a  liberal  contribution  towards  the 
expenses — it  might  have  seemed  quite  wonderful 
to  those  who  either  overrate  or  underrate  poor 
human  nature,  how  much  more  popular  a  notion, 
and  how  much  better  understood  a  bishop  was  in 
that  remote  village  from  that  time  forth.  The 
landlord  of  the  Crown  and  Thistle  was  quite  sur 
prised  at  the  change  that  had  come  over  Mr  Brooks. 
He  used  to  be  rather  a  popular  orator  on  club  nights 
and  other  convivial  occasions,  taking  that  econo 
mical  view  of  church  dignitaries  and  their  salaries 
which,  by  an  amusing  euphemism,  is  called  "libe 
ral"  in  politics;  but  subsequently  to  this  occasion 
he  seldom  joined  in  these  discussions,  was  seen  less 
frequently  by  degrees  in  the  taproom  of  the  Crown 
and  Thistle,  and  more  regularly  at  church ;  and 
once,  when  hard  pressed  for  an  opinion  by  some  of 
his  former  supporters,  was  asserted  to  have  told 
them  that  the  Crown  and  Thistle  took  more  money 
out  of  people's  pockets  than  ever  the  bishops  did. 

Harry  had   anticipated  much  amusement  from 
Sam  Shears'  confusion,  when  he  should  encounter, 
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in  his  full  canonicals,  the  bishop  of  the  diocese  in 
the  person  of  the  apocryphal  Dr  Bates ;  but  what 
ever  that  worthy's  secret  discomfiture  might  have 
been,  he  carried  it  off  wonderfully  well,  and  met 
his  lordship  in  the  vestry  with  a  lurking  smile  in 
his  humble  obeisance,  as  if  he  had  all  along  pene 
trated  the  mystery  of  his  incognito.  With  Molly 
in  the  kitchen,  indeed,  he  had  for  some  evenings  a 
hard  time  of  it;  but  a  threat  of  absenting  himself 
altogether,  which  he  ventured  in  some  fear  of  being 
taken  at  his  word,  had  the  effect  of  moderating  her 
tone  of  triumph.  Before  the  Bishop  left,  he  called 
Sam  aside,  and  presented  him  with  a  substantial 
token  of  remembrance  ;  when  Sam  took  the  oppor 
tunity  of  producing,  with  many  prefaces  of  apology, 
the  condemned  half-crown,  which  had  fretted  in 
his  pocket  ever  since. 

"  Please  your  lordship's  worship  and  reverence," 
said  Sam,  "  this  here  ain't  a  very  good  half-crown  ; 
at  least,  I  can't  pass  it  noways  down  here.  I  dare 
say  as  your  lordship's  worship  might  pass  it  away 
easy  enough  among  your  friends,  but — " 

"  Here,  here,"  said  the  bishop,  laughing  heartily, 
"  here's  another  for  you,  by  all  means,  my  man ; 
but  pray  excuse  my  having  anything  more  to  do 
with  the  bad  one/' 

Again  the  bishop  parted  from  his  entertainer  with 
many  expressions  of  regard,  and  an  invitation  to 
spend  some  time  with  him  at  his  palace,  which 
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Bolton  did  mucli  to  his  satisfaction ;  and  received 
from  him  so  much  valuable  advice  and  paternal 
kindness,  that  he  always  considered  the  snug  living 
with  which,  some  months  afterwards,  he  was  pre 
sented,  one  of  the  least  of  his  obligations. 

"  And  that's  how  Harry  Bolton  came  to  be  a 
neighbour  of  mine,"  concluded  Long  Lumley;  "  and 
a  nice  place  he  h^s  here,  and  a  capital  neighbour 
he  is." 

We  discussed  the  whole  story  over  Lumley's 
wine  after  dinner  the  next  day,  when  the  Hon.  and 
Eev.  Mr  Luttridge,  who  had  since  married  the 
bishop's  niece,  and  was  said  to  have  been  a  dis 
appointed  expectant  of  the  living  given  to  Bolton, 
made  one  of  our  party. 

"  A  very  odd  man,  certainly,  the  bishop  is," 
was  that  gentleman's  remark ;  "  very  strange,  you 
know,  to  go  poking  about  the  country  in  that  kind 
of  way.  Scarcely  the  thing,  in  fact,  I  must 
say." 

"  Upon  my  honour,"  said  Lumley,  "  you  parsons 
ought  to  be  better  judges  of  what  is  or  is  not  '  the 
thing '  for  a  bishop,  than  I  can  be ;  but  if  the  Bishop 

of  F is  an  odd  man,  I  know,  if  I  had  the  making 

of  bishops,  I'd  look  out  for  a  match  for  him." 


THE  FLOEIDA  PIKATE. 

[MAGA.    AUGUST  182J&.  ] 

SEEIES  of  misfortunes  had  unexpectedly 
thrown  me  upon  a  foreign  land,  and  entirely 
deprived  me  of  the  means  of  subsistence.  I  knew 
not  where  to  apply  for  relief,  or  how  to  avoid  the 
alarming  evils  that  threatened  me  on  every  side.  I 
was  on  one  of  the  Bahama  islands.  I  could  not  enjoy 
the  temporary  asylum  I  then  possessed  longer  than 
two  days,  without  involving  myself  in  debts  which 
I  was  unable  to  pay,  and  consequently  bringing  my 
person  under  the  power  of  individuals,  who,  I  was 
inclined  to  suspect,  had  nothing  humane  or  gener 
ous  in  their  characters.  I  wandered  along  the  sea 
shore,  sometimes  shuddering  at  the  dreariness  of 
my  prospects,  and  sometimes  trembling  lest  the 
horrors  of  want  should  urge  me  to  obtain  the  neces 
saries  of  life  by  concealing  from  others  that  I  was 
in  absolute  poverty. 

When  about  a  mile  distant  from  the  small  town 
where  I  lodged,  my  attention  was  attracted  by  a 
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schooner  lying  at  anchor  behind  a  projecting  point 
of  land.  I  knew  that  vessels  did  not  usually  moor 
in  such  a  situation,  and  inquired  at  a  fisherman, 
whom  I  met  on  the  beach,  if  he  could  tell  me  what 
the  schooner  did  there?  "  I  am  not  quite  sure/' 
returned  he,  "  but  I  rather  suspect  she's  a  pirate. 
Those  on  board  of  her  are  mostly  blacks,  and  they 
seem  very  anxious  to  keep  out  of  sight.  Had  she 
been  a  fair  trader,  she  would  have  come  into  the 
harbour  at  once." 

This  information  startled  me  a  good  deal.  I 
became  excessively  agitated  without  knowing  the 
reason ;  and  felt  an  anxious  desire  to  repress  some 
idea  that  had,  as  it  were,  arisen  in  my  mind,  with 
out  my  being  conscious  of  its  existence. 

I  left  my  informant,  and  seated  myself  under  a 
cliff.  Half  of  the  sun  had  disappeared  below  the 
horizon.  I  watched  his  descending  orb,  and  wished 
I  could  retard  the  flight  of  time,  when  I  reflected, 
that,  after  the  lapse  of  two  days,  I  should  perhaps 
be  destitute  of  an  asylum,  and  perishing  from  want. 
"  Something  must  be  done,"  I  exclaimed,  starting 
up :  "If  these  are  pirates,  I  will  join  them.  My 
profession  will  enable  me  to  render  them  valuable 
services.  I  shall  be  guilty  of  no  crime  in  doing 
so ; — the  law  of  nature  compels  me  to  violate  the 
laws  of  man."  1  looked  anxiously  towards  the 
schooner,  which  lay  within  half  a  mile  of  the  shore, 
in  hopes  that  I  should  see  her  boat  approaching, 
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and  thus  find  means  of  speaking  with  the  person 
who  commanded  her. 

I  waited  upwards  of  an  hour,  but  could  not  dis 
cover  that  those  on  board  made  any  preparations 
for  coming  ashore.  It  was  now  dark,  and  the  beach 
was  silent  and  deserted.  I  found  a  small  boat  lying 
upon  the  sand  ;  and,  having  pushed  her  off,  I  cau 
tiously  embarked,  and  began  to  row  towards  the 
schooner — but,  after  a  few  strokes  of  the  oars,  my 
resolution  almost  failed.  I  shuddered  at  the  idea 
of  forming  a  league  with  the  outcasts  of  society, 
and  rendering  myself  amenable  to  the  laws  of  every 
civilised  nation.  The  gloom  of  the  night,  the  calm 
ness  of  the  ocean,  and  the  brightness  of  the  sky, 
seemed  to  urge  me  to  reflect  upon  what  I  was  doing. 
I  did  reflect — I  looked  towards  the  town — a  sense 
of  the  wretchedness  of  my  condition  struck  irresist 
ibly  upon  my  mind,  and  I  pushed  furiously  forward. 

When  I  had  got  within  a  short  distance  of  the 
schooner,  one  of  her  crew  called  out,  "Avast,  avast ! 
whom  have  we  here  ?  "  On  reaching  the  side  of  the 
vessel,  I  said  I  wished  to  see  the  captain.  "  What 
do  you  want  with  him?  "  demanded  the  same  voice. 
"  I  must  speak  with  him  alone,"  answered  I.  The 
questioner  retired  to  the  stern,  and  I  heard  the 
sound  of  people  talking,  as  if  in  consultation,  for  a 
little  time.  I  was  then  desired  to  come  on  board  ; 
and,  the  moment  I  stepped  upon  deck,  a  negro  led 
me  towards  a  man  who  stood  near  the  helm. 
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He  was  very  tall  and  athletic,  and  of  a  jet  black, 
and  wore  only  a  shirt  and  white  trousers.  His  face 
had  a  bold  and  contemplative  expression,  and  he 
wanted  his  right  hand.  "I  presume  you  are  the 
commander  of  this  vessel,"  said  I.  He  nodded  im 
patiently.  "  I  understand  you  are  going  upon  an 
expedition." — "  I  don't  care  what  you  understand 
— to  your  business,  master/'  returned  he,  haughtily. 
"  I  know  you  are  pirates,"  continued  I,  "  and  it  is 
rny  wish  to  accompany  you  in  the  capacity  of  a 
medical  attendant,"  He  surveyed  me  with  a  look 
of  astonishment,  that  seemed  to  demand  an  avowal 
of  the  motives  that  had  prompted  me  to  make  such 
a  proposal.  "  You  surely  will  not  decline  my  offer," 
said  I,  "  for  you  must  be  aware  that  I  am  able  to 
render  you  very  essential  services.  I  have  been 
unfortunate  every  way,  and "  "0,  you  be  un 
fortunate  !  and  seek  relief  from  a  black  man — from 
a  negro  !  "  interrupted  he,  with  a  scornful  laugh. 
"  Well,  stay  on  board ;  you  cannot  leave  this  vessel 
again.  Eemember,  we  are  not  to  be  betrayed." 
"  But  T  have  something  on  shore  that  I  wish  to 
carry  along  with  me."  "I  will  send  one  of  my 
men  for  it,"  replied  he,  "to-morrow  morning  at 
dawn." 

He  walked  coolly  away  to  the  bows  of  the  vessel, 
and  began  to  give  some  orders  to  the  seamen,  who 
formed  a  very  numerous  body.  Most  of  them  were 
loitering  together  on  the  forecastle,  and  smoking 
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cigars,  and  they  all  seemed  to  be  blacks.  French 
and  English  were  spoken  indiscriminately  among 
them  ;  and  their  conversation  was  incessant  and 
vociferous,  and  intermingled  with  disgusting  exe 
crations.  Several  disputes  took  place,  in  the  course 
of  which  the  parties  struck  each  other,  and  wrestled 
together;  but  their  companions  neither  endeavoured 
to  separate  them,  nor  paid  any  attention  to  the 
affrays.  They  appeared  to  have  a  set  of  jests,  the 
spirit  of  which  was  intelligible  to  themselves  alone ; 
for  they  frequently  gave  way  to  violent  laughter, 
when  their  conversation,  taken  in  a  literal  sense, 
expressed  nothing  that  could  excite  mirth. 

When  it  was  near  midnight,  the  captain,  whoso 
name  was  Manuel,  conducted  me  to  the  cabin,  and 
made  many  inquiries,  which  evidently  had  for  their 
object  to  discover  if  I  really  was  what  I  professed 
to  be.  His  doubts  being  removed,  he  pointed  to  a 
berth ;  and  told  me  I  might  occupy  it  whenever  I 
chose,  and  went  upon  deck  again.  I  extinguished 
the  light,  and  lay  down  in  bed.  The  enthusiasm  of 
desperation,  and  the  pride  of  deciding  with  bold 
ness  and  alacrity,  had  now  subsided,  and  I  could 
calmly  reflect  upon  what  I  had  done.  My  anticipa 
tions  respecting' the  life  I  was  now  to  lead  were 
gloomy  and  revolting.  I  scarcely  dared  to  look 
forward  to  the  termination  of  the  enterprise  in  which 
I  had  embarked;  but,  when  I  considered  what  would 
have  been  my  fate  had  I  remained  on  shore,  I  could 
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not  condemn  my  choice.  Contempt,  abject  poverty, 
and  the  horrors  of  want,  were  the  evils  I  fled  from 
— tyranny,  danger,  and  an  ignominious  death,  form 
ed  those  towards  which  I  was  perhaps  hastening. 

Next  morning,  Captain  Manuel  desired  me  to 
write  an  order  for  my  portmanteau,  that  he  might 
send  one  of  his  men  to  bring  it  on  board.  I  obeyed 
him,  and  also  enclosed  the  sum  I  owed  the  persons 
with  whom  I  had  resided.  Shortly  after  the  mes 
senger  returned  the  crew  began  to  heave  up  the 
anchor  ;  and  we  soon  put  to  sea  with  a  light  wind, 
and  gradually  receded  from  the  shores  of  the  island. 

I  breakfasted  in  the  cabin  with  Manuel.  His 
manner  was  chilly  and  supercilious  ;  and  he  had 
more  dignity  about  him  than  any  negro  I  had  ever 
before  seen.  The  want  of  his  right  hand  made  his 
person  very  striking;  and  he  seemed  aware  of  this  : 
for  when  he  observed  me  gazing  on  the  mutilated 
arm,  he  frowned,  and  enveloped  it  in  the  folds  of 
the  table-cloth. 

We  lost  sight  of  land  in  a  few  hours,  but  I  knew 
not  where  we  were  bound,  and  Manuel's  reserved 
behaviour  prevented  me  from  making  any  inquiry. 
He  walked  upon  deck  all  day  with  folded  arms,  and 
scarcely  ever  raised  his  eyes,  except  to  look  at  the 
compass,  or  give  directions  to  the  helmsman. 

The  schooner,  which  was  named  the  Esperanza, 
was  about  one  hundred  and  twenty  tons  burden, 
carried  six  guns,  and  had  forty-three  men  on  board 
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of  her,  and  several  boys.  There  appeared  to  be  very 
little  discipline  among  the  crew ;  all  of  whom 
amused  themselves  in  any  way,  and  in  any  place, 
they  chose,  except  when  the  working  of  the  vessel 
required  their  attention.  The  presence  of  the  cap 
tain  did  not  impose  any  restraint  upon  them  ;  and 
one  who  was  called  the  mate  snatched  a  chart  un 
ceremoniously  from  his  hand,  and  told  him  he  did 
not  know  what  he  was  about,  without  receiving  any 
reproof  for  his  insolence.  A  number  of  the  negroes 
lay  round  the  fire,  roasting  ears  of  Indian  corn, 
which  were  eagerly  snatched  off  the  embers  the 
moment  they  were  ready.  An  expression  of  dis 
gusting  sensuality  characterised  this  part  of  the 
crew  ;  and  they  looked  as  if  they  were  strangers  to 
retrospection  and  anticipation,  and  felt  existence 
only  in  so  far  as  the  passing  moment  was  concerned. 
One  man,  of  a  mild  aspect,  sat  at  a  distance  from  the 
others,  and  played  upon  an  old  guitar.  Many  were 
half  naked,  and  I  could  distinguish  the  marks  of 
the  whip  on  the  shoulders  of  some  of  them.  The 
limbs  of  others  had  been  distorted  by  the  weight 
and  galling  of  fetters,  as  was  evident  from  the  in 
dentations  exhibited  by  their  flesh. 

On  awaking  the  second  morning  of  the  voyage,  I 
found  that  Manuel  was  still  asleep.  The  difficulty 
of  the  navigation  had  obliged  him  to  keep  on  deck 
all  night,  that  he  might  direct  the  course  of  the 
vessel,  and  he  was  now  reposing  himself  after  the 
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fatigues  of  his  long  watch.  The  crew  were  prepar 
ing  breakfast,  and  conversing  together. 

Some  dispute  took  place  about  the  distribution  of 
the  provisions,  and  one  of  them  called  the  other  a 
rascally  runaway.  "  You  lie,"  cried  the  accused 
person,  "  I  guess  you're  something  worse  yourself, 
Philip." — "  You  had  as  well  be  quiet,  Antony.  Has 
any  body  anything  to  say  against  me  ?  " — "  Why, 
that  you're  a  Yankey  slave,  that's  all,"  returned 
Philip.  "Damn  you,"  cried  he,  "I'm  a  free  man — 
yes,  free  and  independent."  Here  they  all  laughed 
loudly,  and  he  demanded  with  fury  who  would  ven 
ture  to  contradict  him,  or  to  assert  that  he  had  a 
master.  "  Why,  we  know  well  enough  you  han't 
a  master  now,  you  pricked  him  under  the  ribs,"  re 
plied  one  of  the  crew.  This  excited  another  laugh, 
and  Antony  cried,  "  Curse  you  for  a  niger — belike 
I'll  do  the  same  to  you." — "  Don't  be  calling  me  a 
niger,"  said  Philip,  "  I  was  born  in  the  States." — • 
"  I  wouldn't  believe  it,"  said  Antony,  "for  you 
know  no  more  than  if  you  was  fresh  off  the  coast — 
You  can't  roast  corn." 

"  Come,  let  us  to  breakfast,"  interrupted  another, 
"  and  leave  these  two  black  sheep  to  fight  together, 
as  soon  as  they  can  pick  up  courage."—"  I'm  sure 
you've  nothing  to  say,  Mandingo,"  cried  Antony ; 
"you  can't  tell  where  you  came  from."  —  "To  be 
sure  I  can,"  answered  Mandingo,  "  I  was  very  ill 
used  by  my  master,  and  made  my  escape." — "  Yes, 
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from  the  gallows,"  cried  one  of  the  crew,  to  the 
great  amusement  of  the  others. 

"  I  guess  there's  ne'er  a  man  on  board  this 
schooner  whose  life  can  be  better  looked  into  than 
mine,"  said  a  negro,  who  had  not  before  spoken — 
"  I  was  born  in  a  Christian  country,  and  when  I  was 
twenty  years  old,  a  great  army  captain  made  me  his 
servant.  I  had  the  care  of  all  his  money  and 
clothes,  and  could  do  what  I  pleased.  I  went  to 
plays  and  consorts,  and  was  so  like  a  gentleman  that 
a  white  mistress  fell  in  love  with  me,  and  we  were 
married.  What  a  grand  sight  the  marriage  was  ! 
My  master  gave  me  a  gold  ring  to  put  on  my  wife's 
finger." — "  And  did  you  put  it  on  her  finger  ?  "  de 
manded  Antony. — "Why  do  you  ask  that?" — 
"  Because  I  guess  from  the  look  of  your  shins,  that 
you  put  it  on  your  own  leg."  The  whole  crew  joined  in 
a  loud  laugh,  and  looked  at  the  limb  of  the  first 
speaker,  which  was  strongly  galled  by  fetters.  "  It 
must  have  been  a  pretty  heavy  ring,"  said  Antony  j 
"  and  yet,  for  all  the  gold  that  was  in  it,  I  daresay 
you  was  glad  to  get  quit  of  it." — "  I've  done,"  re 
turned  the  object  of  their  ridicule  ;  "  I'll  say  no 
more.  I  thought  I  was  speaking  to  gentlemen." 
— "  Never  mind  him.  We  are  all  liable  to  flesh- 
marks,^  observed  Philip.  "  There  now,  what  say 

you  of  our  captain's   wanting  a "      "Hush, 

hush,"  interrupted  Mandingo,   "  that  is  a  sore  sub 
ject." 
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In  the  course  of  three  days,  we  came  in  sight  of 
the  north  shore  of  Cuba  ;  but  to  my  great  satisfac 
tion  had  not  met  with  a  single  vessel  of  any  descrip 
tion.  Manuel  hourly  became  less  reserved,  and  we 
often  had  long  conversations  together ;  and  one 
evening  he  promised  to  relate  the  history  of  his  life 
to  me,  the  first  favourable  opportunity. 

After  cruising  about  for  a  week,  we  cast  anchor 
at  the  mouth  of  the  Xibara  harbour,  which  lies  near 
the  eastern  extremity  of  Cuba.  Our  object  in  doing 
so  was  to  obtain  a  supply  of  firewood  from  the  banks 
of  a  small  river  that  disembogues  into  the  harbour. 
Manuel  requested  me  to  accompany  the  party  des 
tined  for  this  purpose,  as  he  was  to  command  it; 
and  at  a  late  hour  one  night  we  set  out  in  a  boat, 
along  with  seven  of  the  crew. 

The  weather  was  clear,  calm,  and  delightful ; 
and  we  soon  entered  the  river,  and  rowed  slowly  up 
its  windings.  The  banks  were  for  the  most  part 
thickly  covered  with  trees,  which  over-arched  us 
completely,  and  rendered  it  so  dark  that  Manuel 
could  scarcely  see  to  steer  the  boat.  We  sometimes 
could  discern  far  before  us  a  portion  of  the  sky 
vividly  reflected  in  the  bosom  of  the  stream — bright 
and  dazzling,  amidst  the  surrounding  gloom,  as  the 
contrast  of  divine  purity  with  mortal  corruption. 
Not  a  sound  could  be  heard,  except  the  regular 
dashing  of  the  oars,  and  the  rustling  of  fields  of 
Indian  corn,  shaken  by  the  wind.  The  most  deli- 
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cious  perfumes  filled  the  air,  and  fruits  of  different 
kinds,  that  had  apparently  just  dropt  from  the  tree, 
floated  past  us,  silently  proclaiming  the  luxuriance 
of  the  region  that  bordered  both  sides  of  the  river. 

I  sat  in  the  stern  of  the  boat  beside  Manuel,  but 
neither  of  us  spoke  a  word.  The  emotions  pro 
duced  by  the  surrounding  objects  were  so  delight 
ful,  that  the  mind  contentedly  remained  in  a  state 
of  passiveness,  receiving,  without  resistance,  every 
idea  that  presented  itself.  Within  the  space  of  an 
hour  I  had  exchanged  the  confinement  and  pitching 
of  a  vessel,  the  monotony  of  a  sea  prospect,  and  the 
noise  and  brutality  of  a  set  of  criminals,  for  the  har 
mony  of  wood  and  water — the  richness  of  vegetable 
perfumes,  and  the  quiet  enjoyment  of  an  inspiring 
summer's  night. 

"When  we  had  got  about  two  miles  above  the  mouth 
of  the  river,  the  men  disembarked,  and  began  to  cut 
wood  at  a  little,  distance  from  us.  "  I  believe  my 
people  are  out  of  hearing,"  said  Manuel,  after  along 
pause,  "  and  while  we  wait  for  their  return,  I  shall 
tell  you  something  about  my  past  life. 

"  I  need  not  give  you  a  minute  account  of  my 
early  years,  as  they  were  not  distinguished  by  any 
thing  remarkable.  My  mother  came  from  the  coast 
of  Africa,  but  I  was  born  in  South  Carolina,  where 
my  master  had  a  large  estate,  in  the  cultivation  of 
which  more  than  one  hundred  negroes  were  em 
ployed.  My  mother  being  a  house-servant,  was 
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exempted  from  many  of  the  hardships  and  priva 
tions  to  which  the  other  slaves  were  exposed,  but 
she  owed  the  comparative  comfort  of  her  situation 
entirely  to  her  capability  of  ministering  to  the  vo 
luptuousness  of  Mr  Sexton,  who  was  much  addicted 
to  the  pleasures  of  the  table.  He  gave  orders  that 
I  should  be  brought  up  within  doors,  as  he  intended 
me  for  a  waiting  man. 

"  After  I  had  attained  the  age  of  sixteen  years,  I 
was  obliged  to  be  in  continual  attendance  upon  my 
master,  and  to  submit  quietly  to  all  his  caprices. 
The  treatment  I  received  from  him,  and  the  know 
ledge  I  acquired  of  his  character,  made  me  feel  what 
a  degrading  thing  slavery  was.  Had  I  been  forced 
to  work  in  the  fields,  like  the  other  negroes,  I  might 
not  perhaps  have  repined  at  my  condition,  because 
I  would  have  known  nothing  better,  and  at  the  same 
time  believed  that  my  condition  was  irremediable, 
and  consistent  with  the  laws  of  nature.  But  being 
continually  in  the  presence  of  Mr  Sexton,  and  of 
other  white  people,  and  daily  hearing  their  conver 
sation,  I  soon  discovered  that  they  were  superior  to 
us  in  nothing  but  knowledge  ;  that  they  were  mean, 
wicked,  cruel,  and  unjust ;  and  that  they  sometimes 
feared  we  would  assert  our  rights,  and  overpower 
them  by  numbers. 

"  They  seemed  to  consider  negroes  as  creatures 
who  were  destitute  of  souls  and  understandings. 
Though  I  felt  indignant  when  I  heard  these  opinions 
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uttered,  I  was  aware  that  I  derived  some  advantage 
from  their  being  acted  upon  ;  for  my  master  and  his 
friends,  not  believing  that  I  could  comprehend  a  sen 
tence  of  their  conversation,  felt  no  restraint  when  I 
was  present,  and  thus  afforded  me  an  opportunity 
of  hearing  their  sentiments  upon  every  subject,  and 
becoming  acquainted  with  their  principles  and  cha 
racters. 

"  Often,  while  waiting  at  table,  and  listening  to 
their  disgusting  opinions,  I  have  been  called  for 
ward  by  one  of  them,  and  struck  severely  on  the 
face,  for  some  trivial  mistake  I  had  committed  in 
serving  him  with  food  or  wine.  In  South  Carolina, 
the  guests  do  not  hesitate  to  chastise  their  enter 
tainer's  servants,  whenever  they  feel  inclined ;  and 
a  party  of  white  people  there  often  make  the  curs 
ing  and  beating  of  the  slaves  in  attendance  their 
chief  employment  during  dinner.  On  such  occa 
sions,  the  burning  tears  of  resentment  would  rush 
into  my  eyes,  I  would  tremble  with  ill-dissembled 
rage,  and  implore  the  God  of  my  fathers  to  let  loose 
his  rage  upon  my  tormentors,  although  I  should  be 
come  its  victim  along  with  them. 

"  There  was  an  old  free  negro  upon  the  planta 
tion,  who  had  travelled  through  the  Northern  States 
of  America.  He  could  read  and  write  tolerably  well, 
and  knew  a  good  deal  about  the  countries  he  had 
visited.  I  happened  to  become  a  favourite  of  his, 
and  he  often  gave  me  minute  accounts  of  the  condi- 
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tion  of  the  Africans  who  lived  in  New  York,  and 
contrasted  their  independence  with  the  abject  state 
of  our  race  everywhere  else.  I  listened  to  these 
details  with  the  deepest  attention,  which  pleased 
hirn  so  ranch,  that  he  offered  to  teach  me  to  read. 
I  gladly  availed  myself  of  his  instructions^  and 
profited  so  much  by  them,  that  in  the  course  of  five 
or  six  months,  I  was  able  to  peruse  the  newspapers 
which  my  master  received  from  different  parts  of 
the  Union ;  many  of  them  contained  paragraphs 
upon  the  subject  of  slavery,  and  I  was  delighted  to 
find  that  some  men  exclaimed  against  it,  and  denied 
that  white  people  had  the  least  right  to  tyrannise 
over  negroes. 

"  I  used  often  to  steal  into  my  master's  room, 
when  he  slept,  and  read  the  New  York  Journals. 
One  afternoon  he  caught  me  with  one  in  my  hand, 
and  demanded  angrily  what  I  was  doing.  I  told 
him  I  was  reading.  He  struck  me  a  violent  blow 
on  the  head  with  his  cane,  and  said  he  would  order 
me  forty  lashes  if  I  ever  again  looked  at  a  book  or 
newspaper.  He  soon  discovered  that  the  old  negro 
had  been  my  teacher,  and  immediately  sent  him  off 
the  estate,  not  being  able  to  inflict  any  other  punish 
ment,  in  consequence  of  his  having  purchased  his 
freedom. 

"  Next  day,  a  neighbouring  planter  called  upon 
Mr  Sexton,  and  the  latter,  in  the  course  of  conver 
sation,  said,  *  What  do  you  think  I  caught  that 
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young  hell-dog  doing  the  other  night?  He  was 
reading  a  newspaper.'  The  other  broke  into  a  loud 
laugh,  and  cried,  '  Why  didn't  you  kill  him  ?  Were 
any  of  rny  negroes  able  to  read,  I  would  soon  flog 
the  scholarship  out  of  them.  Why,  the  little  devil 
will  begin  to  direct  you  how  to  manage  your  estate 
by-and-by.' — l  Oh,  I'll  bring  him  to  his  senses/ 
returned  my  master ;  '  Hark  ye,  fellow,'  continued 
he,  addressing  himself  to  me,  '  if  you  ever  look  at 
a  printed  paper  again,  I'll  put  out  your  eyes  with  a 
red-hot  poker.  The  whole  of  your  duty  is  to  clean 
the  knives,  and  wait  at  table.  Damn  me,  if  I  don't 
make  it  pretty  bad  for  any  fellow  of  mine  who  does 
either  more  or  less  than  I  want  him  to  do.' 

"  I  easily  perceived  that  my  master  and  his  friend 
were  aware  that  their  strength  lay  in  our  ignorance, 
and  feared  lest  the  slightest  acquisition  of  know 
ledge  should  enable  us  to  discover  that  they  had 
not  a  shadow  of  right  to  enslave  and  tyrannise  over 
our  race.  What  excuse  is  there  for  the  oppressor, 
when  he  is  conscious  of  being  guilty  of  oppression  ! 

"  As  my  ideas  expanded,  my  situation  gradually 
became  more  intolerable.  I  had  no  one  to  whom  I 
could  communicate  my  thoughts.  My  fellow-slaves 
were  so  ignorant  and  degraded,  that  I  could  hardly 
look  at  them  without  pity  and  disgust.  I  used  to 
watch  them  when  they  assembled  to  receive  their 
weekly  allowance  of  provisions.  Worn  out  by 
fatigue,  clad  in  rags,  and  branded  with  lashes,  they 
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would  wait  for  their  respective  portions  with  eager 
greediness,  and  then  hurry  away  in  a  state  of 
tumultuous  delight,  which  was  scarcely  repressed 
by  the  clanking  of  the  overseer's  whip  behind  them. 
They  had  sunk  so  low  that  they  seemed  willing  to 
accept  life  upon  any  terms. 

"  In  the  midst  of  my  misery  I  became  attached 
to  a  young  girl  named  Sabrina.  She  was  a  slave 
upon  the  adjoining  estate,  and  therefore  we  seldom 
had  an  opportunity  of  seeing  each  other  except  by 
stealth.  I  used  to  leave  my  master's  house  at  mid 
night,  when  every  one  was  in  bed,  and  go  across 
the  plantation  to  the  huts  in  which  Sabrina  and  her 
mother  lived.  But  Mr  Sexton  once  awoke  during 
my  absence  on  one  of  these  nocturnal  visits,  and 
the  whole  affair  was  soon  discovered.  He  flogged 
me  severely,  and  ordered  me  to  remain  at  home  in 
future ;  and  the  proprietor  of  the  adjoining  estate, 
to  whom  he  made  a  complaint,  caused  Sabrina's  hut 
to  be  burned  to  the  ground,  that  it  might  no  longer 
afford  us  a  place  of  meeting.  I  became  half-mad 
dened  with  rage  and  misery.  However,  my  feelings 
were  unnoticed  or  disregarded  by  Mr  Sexton,  who, 
like  other  American  planters,  did  not  believe  that 
negroes  were  susceptible  of  love  or  sorrow. 

"  Mr  Sexton  had  a  daughter,  who  resided  in  the 
house  with  him,  and  took  charge  of  his  domestic 
affairs.  The  proprietor  of  the  adjoining  estate, 
whose  name  was  Lusher,  loved  her,  and  wished  to 
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marry  her,  but  Mr  Sexton  would  not  consent  to 
their  union,  and  prohibited  all  correspondence  be 
tween  them.  However,  notwithstanding  this,  they 
sometimes  met  in  secret,  and  often  wrote  to  each 
other.  Miss  Sexton  privately  employed  me  to 
carry  her  letters  to  Mr  Lusher,  promising  that  she 
would  satisfy  her  father  respecting  my  absence 
should  he  discover  it,  and  likewise  secure  me  from 
any  risk  of  suffering  punishment  on  her  account.  I 
willingly  became  a  channel  of  communication  be 
tween  the  two  lovers,  for  I  hoped  by  doing  so  to  be 
able  to  forward  my  own  views. 

"  One  day  I  ventured  to  hint  to  Miss  Sexton  that 
I  expected  some  little  reward  for  my  services,  and 
begged  her  to  entreat  her  father  to  purchase 
Sabrina,  and  bring  her  upon  his  estate,  that  we 
might  get  married.  She  engaged  to  propose  the 
thing  to  him,  and  really  did  so ;  but  he  refused  to 
agree  to  it,  and,  at  the  same  time,  told  her  that  he 
suspected  she  had  some  private  reasons  for  inter 
ceding  so  strongly  in  my  behalf,  and  was  resolved 
to  discover  what  they  were. 

"  Shortly  after  this  Miss  Sexton  desired  me  to 
carry  a  letter  to  the  next  estate,  and  bid  me  be  ex 
tremely  cautious  lest  her  father  should  see  me  going 
there,  but  said  that  if  he  did,  she  would  find  means 
to  shield  me  from  all  blame.  I  took  a  by-path 
which  led  across  our  plantation,  and  reached  Mr 
Lusher's  house  without  interruption  ;  however,  he 
9  L 
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was  not  at  home,  and  the  servants  pointed  to  a 
small  building  a  little  way  off,  and  told  me  I  would 
find  him  there. 

"  On  entering  it  the  first  object  that  struck  my 
eyes  was  poor  Sabrina,  whom  I  had  not  seen  for 
many  weeks.  She  lay  upon  some  planks  which 
were  covered  with  the  dry  husks  of  Indian  corn, 
and  seemed  to  be  dying.  The  place  had  no  window 
in  it,  and  an  old  negro  woman  sat  beside  her,  hold 
ing  a  candle,  while  Mr  Lusher  and  a  medical  man 
stood  at  the  foot  of  the  bed.  The  doctor  muttered, 
'  She's  been  a  fine  slave — confounded  pity  to  lose 
her — can't  help  it  though;'  and  then  began  to 
whistle  and  play  with  his  cane.  '  What  an  unfor 
tunate  devil  I  am  !'  exclaimed  Mr  Lusher,  angrily. 
1  Hang  her  for  falling  sick — what  right  has  a  nigcr 
to  fall  sick  ? — Ods,  I  believe  she  was  not  sound 
when  I  bought  her — I'll  trounce  somebody  for  that. 
So  you  think  there's  no  chance  of  her  hoeing  any 
more  corn?' — '  No,  no/  returned  the  doctor,  laugh 
ing  ;  '  I  wouldn't  like  to  have  as  little  chance  of 
eating  my  dinner  to-day  as  she  has  of  living  two 
hours.' 

"  I  stood  in  agony,  not  daring  to  express  my 
feelings.  I  advanced  towards  Sabrina,  and  took 
hold  of  her  arm.  She  raised  her  eyes,  but  it  was 
only  that  I  might  see  their  lustre  extinguished,  for 
in  a  moment  or  two  she  fell  dead  upon  her  pillow. 
4  Ah,  she's  given  you  the  slip,'  said  the  doctor.  Mr 
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Lusher  cried,  '  Damn  her  soul  to  hell — there's  four 
hundred  dollars  lost,'  and  hurried  away,  banging 
the  door  furiously  behind  him. 

"  However,  he  soon  returned  ;  and  seeing  me 
gazing  on  Sabrina,  asked  what  I  did  there.  I  said 
I  had  a  letter  for  him,  and  delivered  it.  '  Oh,'  cries 
he,  '  you're  the  fellow  that  wanted  that  girl  for  a 
wife.  I  wish  Mr  Sexton  had  bought  her,  and  then 
the  loss  would  have  fallen  on  his  shoulders.  Well, 
you  may  take  her  now,  and  bury  her,  or  marry  her 
— whichever  you  like.  Begone,  I  don't  want  you.' 

"  I  hurried  home,  equally  afflicted  at  the  death 
of  Sabrina,  and  enraged  by  the  inhuman  insults  I 
had  received  from  her  master.  When  I  had  come 
within  a  little  distance  of  the  house,  I  observed  Mr 
Sexton  and  his  daughter  walking  towards  me. 
1  How  do  you  do,  Manuel?'  cried  he,  in  that  style 
of  derision  which  he  always  assumed  when  infuri 
ated  with  passion ;  '  I  hope  your  walk  has  been  a 
pleasant  one.  Be  so  good  as  suggest  what  im 
provements  ought  to  be  made  on  this  estate.  Do 
the  crops  look  well  ?  Slave  !  baboon  !  imp  of  the 
devil !  where  have  you  been  ? ' 

"  I  made  no  reply,  but  looked  to  Miss  Sexton. 
She  coloured,  and  cried,  'What  does  the  wretch 
mean  by  looking  at  me  ?  You  surely  do  not  say 
that  I  sent  you  anywhere.' — '  Answer  me,'  voci 
ferated  her  father,  raising  his  cane.  'Miss  Sex 
ton  will  inform  you/  returned  I.  '  This  is  beyond 
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my  patience  ! '  exclaimed  she.  '  I'll  tell  you  how 
it  is,  father — he  has  been  paying  a  visit  to  Sabrina, 
notwithstanding  your  orders  to  the  contrary,  and 
wishes  to  make  you  believe  that  I  sent  him 
somewhere.  Manuel,  say  instantly  if  you  saw 
Sabrina  this  morning.' — '  Yes/  answered  I,  '  I  did, 
but — '  'None  of  your  buts,  you  equivocating  vil 
lain  ! '  interrupted  my  master.  Stung  with  indig 
nation  at  Miss  Sexton's  ingratitude,  I  cried  out, 
'  Your  daughter  sent  me  with  a  letter  to  Mr  Lusher.' 
'What!  you  give  us  the  lie  then?'  replied  Mr 
Sexton,  striking  me  over  the  head.  T  returned  the 
blow  with  my  fist,  and  he  fell  flat  upon  the  ground. 

"  Miss  Sexton  shrieked  loudly,  and  the  overseer, 
followed  by  several  slaves,  hastened  towards  me 
with  a  drawn  cutlass  in  his  hand.  I  made  no  re 
sistance,  and  was  immediately  seized  and  bound. 
My  master  received  very  little  injury  from  the 
blow,  but  his  lips  quivered  with  rage ;  and  having 
given  orders  that  I  should  be  put  in  confinement, 
he  walked  toward  the  house  crying  out,  *  Struck  by 
a  slave  !  struck  by  a  slave  ! — It  is  impossible  !  Am 
I  dreaming? — Does  God  Almighty  really  permit 
this  ? — A  slave  !  a  black !  a  negro  ! — Strike  me — a 
noble  Carolinian !  Is  there  a  law  to  punish  this  ? 
Law — nonsense — tortures,  death,  eternal  curses  !' 

"  I  was  immediately  thrown  into  a  dark  apart 
ment  in  a  large  store-house,  and  remained  there 
all  night  without  being  visited  by  any  one.  In 
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the  morning  the  overseer  took  me  out  and  made 
one  of  the  negroes  flog  me  severely,  in  presence  of 
Mr  Sexton  and  his  daughter.  My  sufferings  were 
dreadful.  In  short,  I  was  indicted  for  striking  my 
master,  and  tried,  and  found  guilty.  You  know  the 
punishment  which  the  law  awards  in  such  cases ; 
it  was  inflicted  upon  me.  They  cut  off  my  right 
hand  ! — they  cut  off  my  right  hand  ! "  Here  Manuel 
stretched  out  the  mutilated  arm,  and  sobbed  con 
vulsively.  "  But  thank  God  I've  another,"  con 
tinued  he,  vehemently ;  "  and  may  it  never  be 
better  employed  than  in  resenting  the  tyranny  of 
slave-masters.  Oh  !  that  every  negro  in  the  South 
ern  States  would  risk  the  loss  of  his  right  hand  by 
doing  what  I  have  done  !  then  would  we  prove  that 
our  race  was  not  made  to  be  trampled  upon.  But 
let  me  proceed. 

"  I  was  confined  in  jail  for  three  months,  and 
then  sent  back  to  my  master.  I  anticipated  a  life 
of  wretchedness,  and  was  not  mistaken.  Scarcely 
a  day  passed,  in  the  course  of  which  Mr  Sexton  did 
not  find  an  excuse  for  punishing  me.  As  the  want 
of  my  hand  rendered  me  unable  to  do  the  duties  of 
a  house -servant,  I  was  employed  in  tending  the 
cattle,  and  thus  had  many  opportunities  of  con 
versing  with  my  fellow- slaves  who  worked  out  of 
doors.  I  confided  my  thoughts  to  three  of  them, 
who  seemed  willing  to  attempt  the  execution  of 
any  project,  however  daring.  In  short,  we  deter- 
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mined  to  bum  our  master's  house,  and  spent  much 
time  in  planning  how  we  could  best  effect  this 
without  the  risk  of  being  discovered. 

"  At  last  we  fixed  upon  a  timo  for  our  revenge. 
It  was  a  holiday  among  the  negroes,  who  were  all 
amusing  themselves  in  various  ways  on  different 
parts  of  the  estate.  My  master  was  dining  with  a 
planter  in  the  neighbourhood ;  and  as  part  of  his 
road  lay  through  a  retired  forest,  we  resolved  to 
intercept  him  on  his  way  home,  lest  his  presence 
there  should  prove  any  hindrance  to  the  success  of 
our  scheme. 

u  We  had,  at  different  times,  placed  combustibles 
in  those  parts  of  his  house  and  offices  that  were  least 
exposed  to  observation.  About  eight  in  the  evening 
we  set  fire  to  them,  and  then  hastened  to  the  wood, 
and  stationed  ourselves  among  the  trees  which  bor 
dered  the  road.  We  had  scarcely  waited  half-an- 
hour  when  we  saw  smoke  beginning  to  ascend  from 
the  house,  which  was  nearly  a  mile  distant,  and 
heard  a  tumultuous  noise  of  voices.  I  gazed  and 
listened  with  silent  satisfaction  till  my  master  made 
his  appearance.  He  was  in  a  gig,  and  a  negro  rode 
on  horseback  behind  him.  Two  of  my  companions 
seized  the  reins  of  the  horses,  and,  assisted  by  a 
third,  I  dragged  Mr  Sexton  out  of  his  carriage.  He 
was  almost  speechless  with  indignation  and  terror, 
and  doubtless  supposed  that  I  intended  murdering 
him.  He  soon  began  to  entreat  for  mercy  in  the 
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most  abject  manner,  solemnly  promising  that  lie 
would  grant  me  my  freedom  if  I  allowed  him  to  go 
home  unmolested.  '  You  may  well  desire  to  be  at 
home/  said  I — '  Look  to  the  south.' — *  Ha/  cried  he, 
'  what  do  you  mean  ?  Desperate  wretch,  have  you 
taken  your  revenge  already? — My  house  is  on  fire ! — 
But  if  I  cannot  punish  you,  others  will  suffer  for  this ! ' 

"  We  now  bound  him  to  a  tree,  with  his  face 
towards  the  conflagration,  which  had  evidently 
increased  very  much.  A  bright  glare  of  light  ex 
tended  far  over  the  sky,  and  tinged  the  tops  of  the 
trees  like  the  setting  sun ;  volumes  of  smoke  rose 
from  two  different  spots  ;  we  heard  the  negroes 
shouting  confusedly ;  and  the  crackling,  crashing,  - 
and  thundering  of  timbers  falling  to  the  ground, 
announced  that  the  work  of  destruction  made 
furious  progress. 

"Having  secured  the  negro -man  in  the  same 
way  as  Mr  Sexton,  and  tied  the  horses  lest  they 
should  go  to  the  house  and  be  the  means  of  induc 
ing  the  people  there  to  set  out  in  quest  of  my  mas 
ter,  we  left  them,  and  plunged  into  the  recesses  of 
the  forest.  We  travelled  all  night  towards  the  sea 
shore,  but  did  not  venture  to  pass  through  any  in 
habited  place.  The  want  of  my  hand  rendered  my 
appearance  too  remarkable  to  allow  me  to  hope  that 
I  would  escape  notice.  I  need  not  describe  the 
hardships  we  encountered  during  our  journey.  In 
two  days  we  reached  the  coast,  where  we  stole  a 
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boat  arid  put  out  to  sea,  intending,  if  possible,  to 
elude  any  search  that  might  be  made  for  us.  We 
soon  fell  in  with  a  pirate,  who  immediately  took  us 
on  board,  and  I  gradually  acquired  some  knowledge 
of  seamanship.  We  cruised  about  for  a  considerable 
time,  and  got  a  great  many  prizes,  but  our  vessel  at 
last  became  so  generally  known,  that  the  captain 
could  not  continue  to  sail  her  without  running  much 
risk  of  being  captured.  He  therefore  went  into  a 
port  in  one  of  the  West  India  islands,  and  managed 
to  get  her  sold.  He  paid  his  crew  very  generously, 
and  by  means  of  his  bounty,  and  a  series  of  fortunate 
accidents,  I  was  enabled  to  purchase  this  schooner 
•and  to  commence  pirate  myself.  My  mode  of  life  is 
far  from  being  an  agreeable  one,  and  I  have  as  yet 
made  but  little  of  it.  However.  I  have  a  more  ex 
alted  object  in  view  than  mere  gain.  You  must  not 
judge  of  my  character  by  that  of  the  persons  with 
whom  you  see  me  surrounded.  I  am  well  aware 
that  my  crew  is  composed  of  the  lowest  and  most 
debased  part  of  society,  and  often  feel  ashamed  of 
the  concessions  I  am  obliged  to  make  them.  They 
consider  themselves  on  an  equality  with  me,  and 
will  not  submit  to  any  kind  of  discipline,  beyond 
what  mutual  security  and  self-preservation  render 
necessary.  But  I  value  and  endure  them  only  in 
so  far  as  they  are  the  means  of  forwarding  my 
views.  I  would  consider  it  an  insult  to  be  classed 
with  such  desperadoes.'' 
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Here  Manuel  ceased  speaking.  I  did  not  ven 
ture  to  make  any  comments  upon  his  story,  and  we 
sat  in  silence  till  the  men  came  to  the  side  of  the 
river  with  a  large  quantity  of  firewood.  We  imme 
diately  took  it  on  board  the  boat,  and  rowed  down 
the  stream,  and  reached  the  schooner  a  short  time 
before  dawn.  At  sunrise  we  weighed  anchor,  and 
put  to  sea  again. 

Next  day,  while  walking  the  deck,  I  heard  one 
negro  say  to  another,  "  Mark,  what  was  that  you 
was  telling  me  about  Caesar  having  been  hanged  at 
Baltimore  ?  " — "  Why,  only  that  he  was  hanged," 
replied  Mark.  "  When  I  was  last  ashore,  I  heard 
so  from  one  who  had  read  it  in  a  newspaper." — 
"  What  did  they  make  him  swing  for  ?  "  inquired 
the  first,  whose  name  was  Mendez.  "  Did  he  look 
sulky  at  his  master,  break  a  wine-glass,  or  bring 
him  a  knife  when  he  wanted  a  fork?" — "No,  no, 
he  did  nothing  so  bad  as  that,"  replied  Mark,  laugh 
ing.  "He  was  a  cruiser,  like  our  Captain,  and  meet 
ing  with  a  vessel,  he  went  on  board  and  helped  him 
self  to  some  biscuit  and  rum,  and  a  little  hard  cash. 
Her  crew  wished  to  put  him  on  short  allowance,  but 
he  took  what  he  wanted  in  spite  of  them  all.  He 
was  afterwards  caught  by  a  Yankee  ship-of-war,  and 
carried  to  Baltimore.  The  folks  there  found  him 
guilty  of  piracy,  as  they  called  it,  and  hanged  him 
and  some  of  his  crew  besides." 

"  Why,  I  think,"  said  Mendez,  "  he  had  a  right 
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io  taste  the  rum,  if  he  had  helped  to  make  as  much 
of  it  as  you  and  I  have  done.  We  negers  have  a 
pretty  time  of  it.  They  won't  let  us  live  by  land 
or  by  water.  I  wonder  if  we  could  please  our  mas 
ters  by  flying  in  the  air  ?  Why,  now,  wasn't  Csesar 
hanged  for  what  we've  been  doing?  " — "  To  be  sure 
he  was,"  returned  Mark  ;  "  we  must  keep  a  sharp 
look-out.  I  guess  our  best  plan  will  be  to  hinder 
any  one  from  ever  becoming  a  witness  against  us." 
"How  can  we  manage  that?"  demanded  Mendez. 
— "  Why,  by  pinking  a  hole  in  the  bottom  of  our 
prizes,  and  making  those  on  board  of  them  drink 
our  healths  in  salt-water,"  said  Mark.  "  Dead  men 
tell  no  tales,  you  know."  "  Well,  I  conclude  it  our 
only  way,"  replied  Mendez,  "  though  I  should  feel  a 
little  strange  about  sending  a  crew  of  white  men  to 
hell  in  a  moment." — "  Why,  they  must  all  go  there 
at  last,  you  fool,"  returned  Mark;  "think  of  the 
floggings  you've  got." — "  Ha,  your  words  sound  in 
my  ear  like  the  crack  of  a  whip,"  cried  Mendez. 
"  But  I  wonder  the  Yankees  don't  know  better  than 
to  hang  us  for  being  pirates.  They  can't  suppose 
that  we'll  be  so  soft  now  as  to  let  away  the  people 
who  fall  into  our  hands,  and  so  give  them  a  chance 
of  informing  against  us.  I'll  bet  you  well  kill  five 
whites  for  every  negro  that  is  hanged." — "  Ay,  and 
more  too,  if  we  choose,"  said  Mark.  "  Oh,  we've  a 
weary  time  of  it,  for  most  people  think  that  we 
blacks  do  not  deserve  to  live,  unless  we  are  slaves 
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and  beasts  of  burden.  Faith,  I'm  getting  tired  of 
a  sea-life.  If  I  could  but  scrape  together  four  hun 
dred  dollars,  I  would  give  up  cruising,  and  go  to  St 
Domingo." — "  Why,  you  could  have  made  that  sum 
when  you  was  last  in  Charleston,""  returned  Mendez. 
— "How  so?"  inquired  his  companion. — ''Wasn't 
you  advertised  as  an  outlaw?"  saidMendez — "Wasn't 
there  a  price  set  upon  your  life  ?  you  should  have 
cut  off  your  head  and  carried  it  to  the  magistrates, 
and  demanded  the  sum  that  they  offered  for  it." — 
"  Damn  it  now,  Mendez,  don't  begin  to  run  me," 
cried  Mark,  laughing.  "  I  would  have  been  a  pretty 
figure  without  a  head  upon  my  shoulders." — "  Ah," 
returned  the  other,  "  if  you  ever  had  had  one  upon 
them,  you  would  not  have  let  slip  such  a  good  op 
portunity  of  making  money.'" 

We  had  now  been  cruising  about  for  nearly  three 
weeks  without  ever  seeing  a  vessel.  The  mental 
and  bodily  inaction  which  had  characterised  the 
course  of  my  life  during  that  period  were  very 
depressing,  and  I  began  to  wish  for  the  appearance 
of  a  ship  almost  as  ardently  as  the  crew,  though 
from  totally  different  motives.  Manuel  neither 
seemed  to  feel  much  weariness  nor  impatience.  He 
spent  most  of  his  time  upon  deck,  and  when  the 
navigation  of  the  schooner  did  not  require  his 
attention,  he  lay  along  the  companion,  basking  in 
the  sun,  and  smoking  a  cigar.  He  sometimes 
entered  into  familiar  conversation  with  the  seamen, 
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though,  in  doing  so,  his  object  evidently  was  to 
keep  them  in  good  humour,  rather  than  to  amuse 
or  gratify  himself. 

One  morning,  Manuel,  after  having  looked  through 
his  glass  at  intervals  during  nearly  two  hours,  an 
nounced  that  he  saw  a  vessel  off  our  lee-bow,  and 
gave  orders  that  the  deck  should  be  cleared,  and 
the  guns  got  ready  for  action.  In  a  moment  every 
thing  was  bustle  and  confusion.  On  the  word  of 
command  being  given,  the  negroes  threw  off  a 
large  part  of  their  clothes,  and  dispersed  over 
different  parts  of  the  schooner,  shouting  to  each 
other,  and  hurrying  through  their  respective  duties 
with  a  violence  and  eagerness  which  showed  how 
congenial  the  prospect  of  bloodshed,  oppression, 
and  plunder,  was  to  their  feelings.  They  soon 
began  to  converse  gaily  and  unconcernedly.  One 
talked  of  the  resistance  we  should  probably  meet 
with  from  the  vessel  we  were  in  cbase  of;  another 
jestingly  said  "  he  wished  to  write  his  will,"  and 
mentioned  what  articles  he  intended  bequeathing 
to  his  companions,  should  he  perish  in  the  conflict; 
a  third  complained  of  the  defective  state  of  his 
wardrobe,  and  enumerated  the  additions  he  hoped 
to  make  to  it,  when  the  anticipated  prize  fell  into 
our  hands.  Manuel  walked  anxiously  about  the 
deck,  sometimes  looking  through  his  glass,  and 
sometimes  giving  directions  to  the  helmsman. 

I  alone  remained  unoccupied  and  unattended  to 
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amidst  the  general  activity.  The  quiescent  and 
monotonous  life  I  had  led  since  I  came  on  board 
the  schooner,  had  lulled  me  into  a  forgetfulness  of 
my  real  situation,  all  the  horrors  of  which  now  burst 
upon  my  mind  with  appalling  force.  I  had  out 
lawed  myself  from  society.  I  was  surrounded  with 
wretches,  with  whom  I  could  have  no  community 
of  feeling.  I  was  soon  to  become,  as  it  were,  an 
accomplice  in  the  work  of  rapine  and  bloodshed. 
We  might,  perhaps,  be  overpowered  by  those  whom 
we  proposed  to  attack,  and  I  should  be  seized  and 
classed  with  pirates.  There  was  no  one  to  testify 
my  innocence,  to  prove  that  I  had  no  connection  with 
the  guilty,  or  to  save  me  from  an  ignominious  death. 

We  soon  discovered  that  the  object  of  our  pursuit 
was  a  brig  of  about  two  hundred  tons  burden.  She 
seemed  to  suspect  what  we  were,  for  she  made  all 
sail,  and  began  to  go  large,  although  she  had  kept 
very  close  hauled  before  perceiving  us  ;  but  our 
schooner,  being  very  fast,  and  to  the  windward  of 
her,  gained  upon  her  every  moment. 

About  mid-day,  we  came  within  shot  of  the  brig, 
and  Manuel  ordered  a  gun  to  be  fired,  as  a  signal 
for  her  to  heave  to.  She  paid  no  attention  to  it, 
and  her  crew  seemed  to  be  preparing  for  defence. 
He  then  pointed  a  cannon  himself,  and  sent  a  ball 
through  the  lower  part  of  her  main-sail ;  but  this 
not  being  what  he  wanted,  he  aimed  again,  and 
disabled  her  rudder. 
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She  was  now  completely  in  our  power,  and  we 
came  within  thirty  yards  of  her.  The  boat  being 
lowered  down,  Manuel,  and  fifteen  of  his  crew, 
under  arms,  embarked,  and  rowed  alongside  of  the 
brig,  and  ascended  her  gangway  without  meet 
ing  with  any  resistance.  The  Captain  immediately 
advanced  towards  them,  and  said,  "What  right 
have  you  to  stop  me  in  the  high  seas  ?  " — "  Right! 
right !"  returned  Manuel ;  "  none  that  I  know  of — 
only  I'm  stronger  than  you — but  show  me  your 
manifest." — "  That  I  cannot  do,"  cried  the  Captain, 

"  unless  you  promise "  "  I'll  promise  nothing," 

interrupted  Manuel ;  "  yes,  yes,  one  thing ;  none 
of  you  shall  be  maltreated,  unless  you  offer  to  oppose 
my  orders." — "Fine  conditions,  indeed ! "  exclaimed 
the  Captain ;  "  Be  pleased  to  tell  me  what  you  want 
here?" — "  Bring  me  your  manifest,"  replied  Man 
uel,  "  and  then  111  inform  you.  I  mean  to  take 
whatever  part  of  your  cargo  I  choose,  and  likewise 
all  the  specie  that  is  on  board.  Come  down  to  the 
cabin,  I  must  riot  be  detained." 

They  now  both  went  below,  and  the  negroes 
having  received  a  signal  from  Manuel,  ranged 
themselves  on  each  side  of  the  companion.  They 
had  scarcely  done  this,  when  a  voice  requested 
them  to  make  way,  and  a  gentleman,  with  a  young 
lady  leaning  on  his  arm,  and  followed  by  a  mulatto 
woman,  came  upon  deck.  They  looked  around  them 
with  an  expression  of  terror  and  astonishment.  The 
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young  lady  on  seeing  the  blacks  turned  pale,  and 
clung  tremblingly  to  her  protector's  arm,  and  said 
something  to  him,  but  in  such  a  low  tone  of  voice 
that  nothing  but  the  word  father  was  distinguish 
able.  The  gentleman  once  or  twice  seemed  to  be 
on  the  point  of  addressing  the  negroes,  but  he 
suddenly  stopped  as  if  aware  that  interference  was 
useless. 

A  dead  silence  prevailed  upon  deck  for  some 
time,  but  the  countenances  of  the  different  parties 
who  occupied  it,  expressed  more  than  words  could 
have  done.  The  females  betrayed  marks  of  dead 
ening  fear  j  the  crew  of  the  brig  evidently  struggled 
to  resist  the  impulses  of  indignation,  and  the  negroes 
seemed  full  of  hope  and  impatience. 

The  young  lady  wore  a  beautiful  Indian  shawl, 
and  one  of  the  blacks,  smiling  to  his  companions, 
stepped  forward  and  pulled  it  off  her  shoulders.  Her 
father,  furious  at  this  insult,  seized  a  block  that  lay 
near  him,  and  struck  the  daring  wretch  upon  the 
face  with  so  much  violence  that  he  staggered  back, 
and  nearly  fell  into  the  hold.  However,  he  quickly 
recovered  himself,  and  rushing  forwards,  plunged 
his  cutlass  into  the  side  of  his  antagonist,  who 
dropped,  apparently  lifeless,  upon  deck.  The  sea 
men  belonging  to  the  brig  could  no  longer  restrain 
themselves  ;  a  loud  cry  burst  from  them,  and  they 
hastily  seized  the  murderer,  and  threw  him  over 
board  ;  but  being  an  expert  swimmer,  he  soon 
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gained  the  surface  of  tlie  water,  and  made  furiously 
towards  the  vessel's  side,  with  flashing  eyes  and 
loud  curses.  The  noise  of  the  affray  brought  the 
Captain  and  Manuel  from  the  cabin,  and  the  first 
object  that  struck  the  eyes  of  the  latter  was  the 
wounded  man  weltering  in  blood,  and  supported  in 
the  arms  of  his  daughter.  "  Who  did  this?"  cried 
Manuel,  with  a  voice  half  suffocated  with  emotion. 
The  assassin  was  standing  upon  the  chains,  and 
endeavouring  to  climb  over  the  bulwarks,  when 
some  one  pointed  him  out.  Manuel  drew  a  pistol 
from  his  bosom,  and  fired  at  the  negro's  head ;  the 
ball  took  effect.  Its  victim  lost  hold  of  the  rigging, 
sprang  convulsively  upwards,  arid  fell  headlong 
among  the  waves.  A  murmur  of  applause  pro 
ceeded  from  the  crew ;  but  the  blacks  shrank 
away  with  baleful  frowns  from  Manuel,  who,  turn 
ing,  to  the  Captain,  said  haughtily,  "  This  is  my 
discipline  ! "  and  then  took  a  paper  out  of  his  pocket 
and  began  to  read. 

The  young  lady's  father,  whose  name  was  Mr 
R ,  was  now  conveyed  to  the  cabin,  and  accom 
panied  by  his  daughter  and  her  attendant,  the 
Mulatto  woman.  Manuel  then  ordered  his  men  to 
lift  the  hatches,  and  descended  through  one  of  them 
into  the  hold.  After  a  little  time  he  returned,  and 
pointed  out  what  articles  he  wished  to  have  brought 
upon  deck.  The  negroes  set  to  work,  and  presently 
every  part  of  the  vessel  was  covered  with  bales, 
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casks,  and  packages,  while  Manuel  walked  coolly 
among  them,  and  selected  such  as  he  conceived  to 
be  most  useful  and  valuable.  His  men  would  evi 
dently  have  begun  to  plunder  privately,  had  they  not 
been  restrained  by  fear ;  but  the  instance  of  their 
leader's  severity  which  they  had  just  witnessed, 
seemed  to  dwell  upon  their  minds,  for  while  occupied 
in  getting  out  the  cargo,  they  muttered  threats,  and 
viewed  him  with  scowling  and  wrathful  looks. 

Manuel  having  collected  together  all  the  articles 
he  wanted,  ordered  them  to  be  handed  into  the 
boat,  which  he  sent  off  with  part  of  his  men  to  the 
schooner.  He  retained  in  his  hand  a  bag  of  specie, 
and  several  other  things.  The  boat  being  unloaded, 
they  returned  to  take  him  on  board  his  own  vessel, 
and  as  he  was  descending  the  gangway  of  the  brig, 
he  bowed  to  her  Captain,  and  said,  "  I  wish  you  a 
good  voyage,  sir/' 

On  reaching  the  schooner,  Manuel  ordered  the 
crew  to  hoist  up  the  boat  and  to  bear  away;  how 
ever,  the  wind  was  light  and  baffling,  and  we  made 
but  little  progress.  I  fixed  my  eyes  upon  the  brig 
as  we  gradually  receded  from  her,  and  reflected 

upon  the  unhappy  situation  of  Mr  E and  his 

daughter,  in  both  of  whom  I  felt  powerfully  inte 
rested.  I  had  several  times  been  on  the  point  of 
entreating  Manuel  to  allow  me  to  assist  the  wounded 
man ;  but  he  had  always  turned  away,  as  if  aware 
of  what  I  intended,  and  unwilling  to  render  himself 

9  M 
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chargeable  with  inhumanity  by  refusing  to  grant 
my  request.  I  now  ventured  to  address  him  on 
the  subject.  "  We  cannot  part  with  you,"  said  he; 
"if  we  did,  it  might  ruin  us  all.  He  who  becomes 
a  pirate,  must  die  a  pirate.  There  is  no  middle 

course.     I  fervently  hope  Mr  R may  recover. 

I  have  at  least  executed  justice  upon  his  murderer. 
Perhaps  you  may  think  me  a  murderer  myself,  but 
I  did  no  more  than  was  necessary.  My  crew  are 
not  to  be  restrained  except  by  very  terrible  means. 
And  yet,"  continued  he,  starting,  "  in  my  anxiety  to 
save  others,  I  have  perhaps  brought  destruction  upon 
myself.  I  am  guilty  of  murder ;  there  are  plenty  of 
witnesses  to  prove  it. —  Oh  that  both  my  hands  had 
been  cut  off,  then  I  could  not  have  committed  this 
rash  act,  which  at  once  puts  me  on  a  level  with  my 
crew.  Good-night,  good-night.  Go  to  sleep." 

About  two  hours  after  sunset  I  retired  to  my 
berth;  but  the  events  of  the  day  had  made  such  a 
strong  impression  that  I  could  not  sleep,  and  I  rose 
at  midnight  and  went  upon  deck.  It  was  clear 
moonlight,  and  perfectly  calm.  On  looking  for  the 
brig,  I  perceived,  to  my  astonishment,  that  she  lay 
within  a  mile  of  us,  and  had  heeled  over  so  much, 
that  she  seemed  almost  on  her  beam-  ends.  I  imme 
diately  informed  Manuel  of  this,  and  he  looked  at  her 
through  his  night  glass,  and  said  she  was  aground  upon 
a  sand-bank.  "  What  is  to  be  done  ?  "  cried  I ;  "  you 
surely  will  not  allow  those  on  board  to  perish?"  "To 
morrow's  dawn  shall  determine  that,"  returned  he. 
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At  daybreak  we  found  that  the  brig  was  still  in 
the  situation  already  described,  and  Manuel,  ac 
companied  by  me  and  several  of  the  crew,  went 
towards  her  in  the  boat.  The  Captain  seemed  at 
a  loss  how  to  receive  us,  being  doubtful  whether 
our  intentions  were  hostile  or  friendly ;  but  when 
we  had  satisfied  him  on  this  point,  he  informed  us 
that  his  vessel,  having  become  quite  unmanageable 
in  consequence  of  the  loss  of  her  rudder,  had 
drifted  away  towards  a  sand-bank,  and  run  hard 
aground  the  preceding  night.  We  soon  ascer 
tained  that  her  bottom  was  a  good  deal  damaged, 
and  that  she  could  not  be  got  off.  "  This  brig 
will  go  to  pieces  the  first  time  there  is  a  heavy 
sea,"  said  Manuel  to  the  Captain ;  "  and  those  who 
remain  in  her  must  perish.  I  will  take  you  all  on 
board  my  schooner,  and  put  you  ashore  about  forty 
miles  above  Mataiizas,  seeking  no  compensation 
but  part  of  the  cargo,  which  you  of  course  have  no 
means  of  preserving."  After  some  deliberation 
this  proposal  was  acceded  to  by  all  parties,  and 
Manuel's  crew  again  began  to  unload  the  brig. 

While  they  were  thus  engaged  I  went  down  to 

the  cabin,  and  found  Mr  K and  his  daughter 

there.  The  former  had  a  look  of  ghastliness  which 
gave  me  an  unfavourable  idea  of  the  nature  of  his 
wound ;  and  the  latter  sat  beside  his  bed,  and 
seemed  at  once  hopeless  and  resigned.  On  seeing 
me  they  both  started,  but  said  nothing.  I  told 
them  that,  although  I  came  along  with  the  pirates, 
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I  had  no  connection  with  such  persons,  and  that 
my  object  in  intruding  upon  them  was  to  offer  my 

professional  services  to  Mr  E .  The  young 

lady  sprung  from  her  chair,  and  expressed  her  gra 
titude  in  the  wannest  manner,  while  her  father's 
flushed  countenance  and  beaming  eyes  evinced  that 
hopes  of  life  began  to  revive  in  his  heart. 

When  Manuel  had  carried  away  as  much  of  the 
cargo  as  his  vessel  could  conveniently  contain,  he 
informed  us  that  the  boat  was  ready  to  take  us  all 
on  board  the  schooner ;  we  accordingly  embarked, 

placing  Mr  K upon  a  mattress,  and  rowed  away 

from  the  brig,  towards  which  the  Captain  and  his 
crew  directed  many  anxious  and  regretful  looks. 

On  getting  on  board  the  schooner,  our  first  object 
was  to  contrive  accommodations  for  so  many  new 

passengers.  I  resigned  my  berth  to  Mr  E , 

and  Manuel  allowed  the  young  lady  and  her  attend 
ant  to  occupy  his  state-room.  The  Captain  and 
his  crew  reposed  upon  deck,  but  the  latter  were  so 
indignant  at  the  familiarity  with  which  the  negroes 
treated  them,  that  they  wo  aid  have  resented  it  by 
force,  had  riot  the  fear  of  being  overcome  by  supe 
rior  numbers  restrained  their  fury.  However,  the 
two  parties  poured  forth  torrents  of  abuse  against 
each  other ;  and  the  clamour  of  their  tongues,  the 

groans  of  Mr  E ,  the  agonies  of  his  daughter, 

and  the  confinement  of  a  crowded  vessel,  all  com 
bined  to  render  the  day  and  succeeding  night  in- 
supportably  tedious  and  distressing  to  me. 
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In  about  forty  Lours  we  made  the  Pan  of  Matan- 
zas,  and  Manuel  told  the  Captain  and  the  white 
crew  to  hold  themselves  in  readiness,  as  he  soon 
intended  to  put  them  ashore.  At  sunset  we  were 
scarcely  two  leagues  from  the  coast  of  Cuba.  The 
negroes  lowered  a  small  boat,  and  stowed  a  quan 
tity  of  water  and  provisions  in  her ;  and  Manuel 

came  down  to  the  cabin,  and  informed  Mr  E 

and  his  daughter  that  it  was  time  for  them  to  em 
bark.  "  Where  ? — What  do  you  mean  ?  "  cried  the 
young  lady. — u  Why,  madam,"  returned  Manuel, 
"  didn't  I  say  that  all  the  people  belonging  to  the 
brig  were  to  put  ashore  here?" — u  Oh,  thanked  be 
Heaven/'  exclaimed  she  ;  "  then  we  are  near  a  har 
bour  and  a  town?  —  My  dear  father!"  —  "No, 
no,"  interrupted  Manuel,  "  the  coast  opposite  is 
uninhabited." — ''What  do  you  tell  me?"  cried 
she,  bursting  into  tears ;  "  you  surely  cannot  be  so 
barbarous — my  father  is  dying ; — have  a  little  pity. 
It  is  indeed  dreadful  to  be  here,  to  be  among  such 
people; — but  what  will  become  of  my  parent  it' 
you  send  us  away  ?  I  have  no  more  money  to  give 

you,  but  perhaps "  Here  she  covered  her  face 

with  her  hands,  and  sobbed  so  violently  that  her 
whole  frame  trembled. 

Manuel  began  to  pace  about  the  cabin ;  I  saw 
that  he  was  affected,  and  therefore  did  not  venture 
to  speak.  "  Well,  lady,"  said  he,  after  a  pause, 
"  you  may  remain  here.  I  will  protect  you  and 
your  father — yes,  even  though  I  should  bring  iny- 
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self  into  difficulty  by  doing  so."  He  then  went 
upon  deck  and  ordered  the  Captain  and  his  crew, 
who  had  already  seated  themselves  in  the  boat,  to 
row  away.  The  dashing  of  their  oars,  which  at 
first  broke  upon  the  stillness  of  the  night,  gradually 
became  fainter,  and  soon  subsided  into  almost  un- 
distinguishable  murmurs. 

In  the  course  of  the  evening  Manuel  asked  me 

if  I  thought  Mr  K would  recover  from  his 

wound.  I  told  him  that  I  feared  lie  would  soon  be 
relieved  from  the  inconvenience  of  having  such  a 
passenger  on  board.  "  So  I  suspect,"  returned  he ; 
"  but  what  is  to  become  of  his  daughter  and  the 
Mulatto  woman?  I  wish  I  had  sent  them  off  in 
the  boat  to-night/' — "  It  would  have  been  unmer 
ciful,"  said  I ;  "  perhaps  the  seamen  themselves 
may  perish." — "  Don't  fear;  don't  fear,"  cried  he  ; 
"  I  treated  them  very  generously.  Most  pirates 
would  have  left  the  whole  party  to  drown  in  the 
brig,  and  been  glad  of  such  an  opportunity  of  get 
ting  them  out  of  the  way.  I  gave  them  a  good 
boat  and  plenty  of  provisions ;  they  will  easily 
reach  Matanzas.  My  crew  are  enraged  at  my  con 
duct  in  this  affair.  I  must  be  on  my  guard ;  and, 
listen  to  me,  be  you  also  on  yours  !  " 

A  short  time  before  midnight  Mr  R com 
plained  of  the  oppressive  closeness  of  the  cabin,  and 
begged  to  be  lifted  upon  deck.  We  immediately 
complied  with  his  wishes,  and  spread  a  mattress 
for  him  near  the  stern  of  the  vessel.  Elizabeth, 
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his  daughter,  seated  herself  beside  his  couch,  and 
the  Mulatto  woman  waited  behind.  I  threw  myself 
upon  a  ceroon  at  a  little  distance,  and  felt  so  fa 
tigued  that  I  gradually  began  to  slumber,  although 
within  hearing  of  the  sick  man's  feeble  groans  and 
hurried  inspirations. 

I  was  suddenly  awakened  by  the  sound  of  light 
footsteps.  I  opened  my  eyes,  and  saw  Elizabeth. 

"  My  father  is "  She  could  say  no  more.  I 

rose  and  followed  her.  Mr  K lay  upon  his 

back  with  half-closed  eyes,  and  seemed  scarcely 
sensible  of  our  approach ;  but  in  a  little  time  he 
turned  his  face  towards  me,  and  tried  to  smile. 
He  then  took  hold  of  his  daughter's  hand,  and 
attempted  to  greet  her  in  the  same  way,  but  it 
was  impossible ;  his  lips  trembled,  and  some  tears 
rushed  down  his  cheeks.  None  of  us  uttered  a 
word,  or  even  ventured  to  sigh. 

It  was  the  finest  moonlight,  and  the  whole  heavens 
were  covered  with  one  continuous  expanse  of  dap 
pled  white  clouds.  The  celestial  network,  extend 
ing  from  horizon  to  horizon,  floated  in  motionless 
repose,  and  the  stars  could  be  seen  twinkling 
faintly  through  its  apertures.  The  calm  was  such 
that  our  sails  scarcely  even  napped  upon  the  masts, 
and  our  vessel  lay  as  still  as  if  she  had  been  im 
bedded  in  a  field  of  crystal.  The  balmy  murmur- 
ings  of  the  little  surges  upon  the  distant  beach 
swelled  upon  the  ear,  and  died  away  again,  with  a 
caprice  that  seemed  in  unison  with  the  irregular 
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motions  of  a  tall  cocoa-nut  tree,  which  stood  alone 
upon  a  projecting  rock,  and  was  waved  in  a  melan 
choly  manner  by  a  land-breeze  too  feeble  and  un 
steady  to  reach  or  affect  us. 

Elizabeth  knelt  silently  beside  her  father,  with 
clasped  hands,  and  had  that  frozen  look  of  con 
densed  despair,  which  is  almost  too  terrible  for  an 
inhabitant  of  this  world.  Her  face  and  lips  were 
colourless,  and  she  seemed  like  a  spirit  waiting  for 
a  departing  soul.  None  of  us  knew  the  exact 

moment  at  which  Mr  R died.  I  soon  after 

took  his  daughter  by  the  hand,  and  conducted  her 
to  the  cabin.  She  neither  spoke  a  word  nor  made 
the  least  resistance,  and  I  began  to  fear  that  grief 
had  bewildered  her  perceptions.  Her  attendant 
followed  us,  and  I  left  them  together. 

I  did  not  attempt  to  sleep  any  that  night.  I 
was  occupied  in  thinking  of  Elizabeth,  who  had 
soon  awakened  to  a  full  sense  of  her  misery,  and 
whose  sobs  haunted  my  ears  wherever  I  went.  In 
the  morning  she  sank  into  a  gentle  slumber,  which, 
after  continuing  two  hours,  left  her  in  a  state  of 
comparative  rationality  and  composure.  I  requested 
to  see  her,  and  we  had  an  interview.  I  offered 
myself  as  a  protector,  and  promised  to  do  every 
thing  in  my  power  to  extricate  her  from  her  pre 
sent  unhappy  situation,  and  said  I  would  escort  her 
to  a.  place  of  safety  whenever  I  had  the  good  for 
tune  to  effect  this.  I  then  told  who  I  was,  and 
related  the  circumstances  that  had  induced  tne  to 
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seek  an  asylum  among  the  pirates.  In  return,  she 
thanked  me  for  my  unremitting  attentions  to  her 
father,  and  declared  that  she  fully  believed  me  to 
be  what  I  professed. 

The  calm  continued  during  the  whole  of  that 
day,  and  Manuel  exhibited  many  signs  of  impa 
tience  at  its  long  duration ;  and  the  more  so,  as 
the  current  was  gradually  carrying  us  towards 
Matanzas,  a  place  which  he  Avished  anxiously  to 
avoid.  Next  morning  a  gentle  breeze  sprung  up, 
and  we  had  scarcely  begun  to  profit  by  it,  when  we 
discovered  a  small  brig  of  war,  with  American 
colours,  bearing  towards  us  under  full  sail.  Manuel 
ordered  his  men  to  crowd  all  canvass,  and  tried 
various  nautical  manoeuvres  in  the  hope  of  escap 
ing  her;  but  she  gained  upon  us  every  moment. 

The  negroes,  when  they  perceived  that  we  could 
not  get  out  of  her  reach,  were  thrown  into  a  state 
of  consternation,  and  totally  neglected  their  duty. 
They  assembled  together  in  groups,  and  conversed 
with  outrageous  looks  and  violent  gesticulations, 
occasionally  throwing  baleful  glances  at  Manuel.  He 
saw  that  a  storm  was  gathering,  and  immediately 
went  below,  and  secured  the  door  of  the  apartment 
which  contained  the  arms.  He  then  appeared  upon 
deck,  with  a  brace  of  pistols  in  his  girdle,  a  dagger 
by  his  side,  and  a  naked  scimitar  in  his  hand,  and 
took  his  station  beside  the  companion  door. 

The  boldness  of  his  deportment  seemed  to  increase 
the  fury  of  the  blacks ;  some  of  whom  called  out. 
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"  Down  with  him!  down  with  him  !  he  has  betrayed 
us."  Manuel  paid  no  attention  to  their  cries,  but 
ordered  them,  in  a  voice  of  thunder,  to  load  the 
guns,  and  rushed  forward,  waving  his  sword  in  the 
air.  They  became  intimidated,  and  hastened  to 
obey  him ;  and  while  they  were  engaged  in  doing 
so,  I  ran  down  to  the  cabin,  and  armed  myself  as 
well  as  possible,  at  the  same  time  comforting  Eliza 
beth,  and  bidding  her  remain  in  her  state-room. 

When  I  went  upon  deck  again  I  found  that  the 
negroes  had  openly  mutinied.  They  were  ranged 
round  the  foremast,  and  stood  glaring  at  Manuel, 
and  at  each  other,  like  a  set  of  demons.  "  Hell 
curse  you,  captain!"  cried  one  of  them,  "what 
right  had  you  to  bring  us  here  ?  Were  we  all  to 
be  sent  to  the  devil,  that  you  might  put  ashore 
them  damned  whites  that  you  picked  out  of  the 
brig?" — a  Ay,  ay,  it  was  mercy  that  made  him  do 
so,"  said  another;  "but  see  if  we'll  get  any  mercy 
from  the  tyrants  that  are  in  chase  of  us.  Ha,  Mi- 
Manuel  !  I  would  almost  be  hanged  myself  to  have 
the  satisfaction  of  seeing  you  swing  by  the  throat!" 
• — "  They  couldn't  get  him  hanged,"  vociferated  a 
third,  "  for  he  would  always  untie  the  rope  with  his 
right  hand.  Oh,  captain,  may  the  devil  scorch  your 
soul  for  bringing  us  here  ! " — "He  thinks  us  a  set 
of  nigger  slaves,"  cried  the  first  speaker,  "  who 
haven't  spirit  to  do  anything  but  what  he  bids  us — 
but  we'll  show  him  another  story.  Come  on ;  let  us 
have  revenge !  Down  with  him  and  his  companion ! " 
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Several  of  the  crew  now  rushed  towards  us  with 
threatening  gestures.  Manuel  fired  a  pistol  among 
them,  and  wounded  one  with  his  scimitar,  and  I 
struck  down  another  with  the  butt-end  of  a  blunder 
buss,  and  then  acted  upon  the  defensive.  They 
were  repelled ;  but  would  apparently  have  made  a 
second  attack,  had  not  a  shot  from  the  brig  raked 
us  fore  and  aft,  and  carried  away  the  binnacle. 
"  Now,  now  1"  shouted  Manuel,  "  if  you  are  worth 
anything,  fight  for  your  lives  !  The  enemy  is  close 
upon  us  ;  we  shall  be  blown  out  of  the  water ! 
Here  is  the  key  of  the  armoury — go  and  equip 
yourselves,  and  show  some  real  spirit." 

The  negroes  were  almost  instantaneously  ani 
mated  by  a  new  feeling.  Some  provided  them 
selves  with  muskets  and  cutlasses,  and  others  took 
their  station  at  the  guns.  They  all  had  a  look  of 
savage  and  determined  resistance ;  which  showed 
that  they  would  rather  perish  in  battle,  than  run 
the  risk  of  terminating  their  lives  upon  a  scaffold. 

The  brig  had  now  come  nearly  alongside  of  us, 
and  her  captain  commanded  us  to  heave-to,  if  we 
desired  any  quarter.  He  was  answered  by  the  dis 
charge  of  four  cannon,  and  by  a  shower  of  musket- 
balls.  They  gave  a  broadside  in  return,  which 
carried  away  our  mainmast,  and  then  bore  down 
upon  the  schooner,  with  the  intention  of  boarding 
her.  The  smoke  prevented  the  helmsman  of  the 
brig  from  steering  justly,  and  he  suddenly  brought 
her  so  close  to  us  that  she  swept  away  our  chains, 
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and  stove  in  our  bulwarks,  and  dragged  us  through 
the  water  for  a  considerable  distance.  The  fight 
now  became  very  desperate.  The  bayonet  and 
cutlass  had  usurped  the  place  of  firearms,  and  the 
negroes,  who  were  not  provided  with  weapons  of 
any  kind,  attacked  the  American  seamen  with  their 
fists,  beating  them  down,  attempting  to  choke 
them,  and  pushing  them  overboard.  They  all  the 
while  animated  each  other  with  shouts,  execrations, 
and  blasphemous  cries,  and  rushed  furiously  to  the 
combat,  half-naked,  and  covered  with  dust,  and 
sweat,  and  blood. 

I  kept  as  near  Manuel  as  possible.  He  some 
times  fought  vigorously  for  a  few  moments,  and  then 
stood  idle,  apparently  irresolute  what  to  do.  At 
last  he  cried  out,  "  It  is  easy  to  see  how  this  day 
will  end,  but  I  must  hasten  its  termination,"  and 
then  hurried  down  to  the  cabin.  I  instinctively 
followed  him,  and  found  Elizabeth  and  her  maid 
nearly  speechless  with  terror.  Manuel  tore  open 
the  hatch  in  the  floor,  and  pulled  up  a  small  cask, 
the  head  of  which  he  knocked  in  with  his  hand. 
It  was  full  of  gunpowder.  He  placed  it  upon  the 
table.  I  grew  breathless.  He  put  a  steel  between 
his  teeth,  and  then  seizing  a  flint,  began  to  strike 
the  one  against  the  other.  The  pulsations  of  my 
heart  ceased,  and  rny  eyes  became  dim.  Manuel 
seemed  suddenly  to  dilate  into  fearful  and  gigantic 
size,  and  to  pour  torrents  of  fire  upon  the  gun 
powder.  My  senses  were  suddenly  recalled  by  a 
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loud  crash,  and  by  the  appearance  of  water  rushing 
down  upon  us  through  the  skylight.  I  thought  we 
were  going  to  the  bottom,  and  started  up  and  pulled 
the  fainting  Elizabeth  towards  the  gangway.  There 
we  encountered  an  American  officer;  ho  gave  us  a 
look  of  astonishment,  and  hastening  towards  Manuel, 
seized  his  arm,  and  said,  "  Surrender  yourself — you 
are  my  prisoner." 

Manuel  did  not  attempt  any  resistance,  but  fol 
lowed  the  officer  upon  deck.  Having  left  Eliza 
beth,  whose  recollection  was  now  pretty  well  re 
stored,  with  her  maid,  I  went  there  also.  Every 
thing  had  become  quiet.  The  American  seamen 
were  in  possession  of  the  schooner,  and  the  negroes 
had  been  removed  on  board  the  brig  of  war.  Her 
captain  ordered  Manuel  to  be  put  in  irons,  and 
directed  that  Elizabeth  and  I  should  have  accom 
modations  in  his  own  vessel. 

I  was  a  good  deal  astonished  to  meet  with  several 
of  the  crew  that  had  belonged  to  the  brig  we  had 
plundered,  and  to  hear  them  say  that  they  were 
the  means  of  capturing  the  schooner.  Having  been 
fortunate  enough  to  reach  Matanzas  the  day  after 
Manuel  had  set  them  adrift  in  the  boat,  they  found 
an  American  brig  of  war  there,  which  had  run  into 
the  harbour  that  she  might  repair  some  damage  she 
had  sustained  while  on  her  voyage  from  Jamaica 
to  Charleston.  They  immediately  gave  her  captain 
information  respecting  the  pirate,  and  he  set  out  in 
pursuit  of  them,  making  the  seamen  warp  his  brig 
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along,  till  a  breeze  sprang  up  which  enabled  him  to 
come  in  sight  of  the  schooner.  During  the  battle, 
a  young  officer  who  boarded  her  along  with  the 
American  crew,  happened  to  observe  Manuel's  at 
tempts  to  blow  them  up,  and  with  great  presence 
of  mind,  dashed  his  foot  through  the  sky-light,  and 
averted  the  danger,  by  pouring  down  a  large  quan 
tity  of  water  upon  the  gunpowder. 

A  few  hours  after  the  capture  of  the  schooner,  we 
set  sail  for  Charleston,  where  the  brig  was  bound. 
We  reached  that  port  in  ten  days.  The  pirate  crew 
were  immediately  lodged  in  jail.  I  underwent  an 
examination,  and  was  then  taken  into  custody,  it  be 
ing  evident,  from  my  own  confession,  that  I  had  not 
been  forced  on  board  the  schooner.  Elizabeth,  to 
whom  I  had  hourly  become  more  devoted  during 
the  voyage,  found  an  asylum  in  the  house  of  a 
distant  relation,  who  resided  in  Charleston,  and 
was  summoned  as  a  witness  against  the  negroes. 
In  three  weeks  their  trial  came  on,  and  Manuel 
and  seven  others  were  condemned  to  death.  No 
evidence  having  appeared  against  rne,  I  was  liber 
ated  from  confinement  at  an  early  period,  by  the 
intercession  of  several  persons  who  appeared  to 
take  an  interest  in  my  fate.  I  supplied  myself 
with  means  of  support,  by  disposing  of  some  valu 
ables  I  had  in  my  possession. 

I  was  filled  with  sorrow  when  I  heard  that  Manuel 
was  condemned  to  death,  aware  that  he  deserved  a 
better  fate.  I  visited  him  in  jail,  the  day  after  he  had 
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received  his  sentence.  He  was  loaded  with  fetters, 
and  occupied  a  small  cell  by  himself,  through  which 
he  paced  as  quickly  as  the  weight  of  his  irons  would 
permit;  though  he  had  a  subdued  look,  the  expression 
of  his  countenance  was  neither  abject  nor  sorrowful. 

"  Ah,  is  it  you,  sir  ? "  cried  he,  advancing  to 
wards  me,  as  I  entered ;  "  you  are  the  person  I 
most  wished  to  see.  How  kind  it  is  in  you  to  visit 
a  poor  negro  !  For  I  am  no  more  now.  I  am  glad 
to  be  treated  as  a  rational  creature  by  at  least  one 
white  man.  I  wonder  they  have  let  you  escape. 
In  this  country  it  is  a  crime  for  a  man  to  have  any 
thing  to  do  with  blacks,  except  in  the  way  of  flog 
ging  them." — "  You  do  not  deserve  to  die,"  said  I, 
after  a  pause. — "  Oh,  perhaps  not,"  returned  he ; 
"but  law  —  law  —  law,  you  know — however, 'tis 
better  I  should.  I  had  a  weary  life  of  it.  I  was 
chased  from  the  land,  and  took  refuge  upon  the  sea ; 
but,  notwithstanding  that,  I  could  not  escape  the 
blood-hounds  of  the  Southern  States  of  America. 
But  here  I  have  written  out  something  for  you. 

Take  this  letter  to  Gustavus  H ,  and  accept 

what  he  gives  you  in  return,  as  a  remembrance  of 
me.  But  don't  tell  him  that  I'm  sentenced  to  death." 
He  then  presented  me  with  a  paper,  and  having 
given  directions  where  I  should  find  the  person  to 
whom  it  was  addressed,  bid  me  farewell. 

I  immediately  proceeded  in  search  of  Manuel's 
acquaintance,  and  after  some  time  reached  his 
house,  which  was  situated  in  the  most  obscure  part 
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of  a  narrow  and  dirty  alley.     The  door  was  opened 

by  an  old  negro,  and  I  inquired  if  Gustavus  H 

lived  there.  "  I  am  the  man,"  returned  he  ;  "  walk 
in,  master."  I  entered,  and  gave  him  the  letter, 
and  at  his  request  seated  myself  upon  an  old  stool 
in  one  corner  of  the  apartment  until  he  read  it. 
"  Strange,  very  strange,"  muttered  he,  gazing  on 
me  intently.  "How  is  Mr  Manuel  ?"—"  Well 

enough  at  present,"  returned  I ;   "  but ."     He 

stood  still  a  moment,  as  if  waiting  the  conclusion  of 
my  reply,  and  then  went  out  of  the  room,  but  soon 
came  back,  carrying  a  bag,  which  he  immediately  put 
into  my  hands.  Its  weight  was  immense.  "That's 
all,"  said  he,  "I  guess  Manuel  don't  intend  that  I 
should  be  his  bankeer  long.  Good  morning,  sir." 

When  I  returned  to  my  lodgings,  I  opened  the 
bag,  and,  to  my  astonishment,  found  it  full  of  dou 
bloons.  I  could  not  believe  that  Manuel  intended 
leaving  me  such  a  legacy,  and  went  to  the  prison  in 
the  afternoon,  that  I  might  see  him,  and  converse 
with  him  upon  the  subject ;  but  I  arrived  there  too 
late  ;  he  had  anticipated  the  law  by  putting  a  period 
to  his  existence. 

Fortune  had  now  bestowed  upon  me  the  means  of 
returning  to  my  native  country.  I  communicated 
this  to  Elizabeth,  and  entreated  that  we  might  make 
the  journey  of  life  together.  She  consented,  and  our 
mutual  happiness  was  soon  as  great  as  our  individual 
misery  had  been,  when  fate  first  brought  us  together, 
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A   HUNGARIAN   SKETCH. 


[MAOA.    JULY  1832.] 

>"TT7"HAT  is  the  day's  news?  Tell  me  some- 
'  '  thing,  my  dear  Colonel,  for  I  am  dying  of 
ennui"  said  the  showy  Prince  Charles  of  Buntzlan, 
one  of  the  handsomest  men  about  the  court,  and 
incomparably  the  greatest  coxcomb. 

"  Not  much  more  than  yesterday,"  was  the  an 
swer  of  Colonel  the  Baron  von  Herbert.  "  The 
world  goes  on  pretty  much  the  same  as  ever.  We 
have  an  Emperor,  five  Electors,  and  fifty  sovereign 
princes,  in  Presburg ;  men  eat,  drink,  and  sleep 
notwithstanding;  and,  until  there  is  some  change 
in  these  points,  one  day  will  not  differ  much  from 
another  to  the  end  of  the  world." 

"  My  dear  Colonel,"  said  the  Prince,  smoothing 
down  the  blackest  and  longest  pair  of  mustaches  in 
the  imperial  cuirassiers,  "  you  seem  to  think  little 
of  us,  the  blood,  the  couronnes,  the  salt  of  the  earth, 
who  preserve  Germany  from  being  as  vulgar  as 
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Holland.  But  I  forget;  you  have  a  partiality  for 
the  gens  du  peuple." 

"  Pardon  me,  Prince,"  said  Herbert,  with  a  smile, 
"  I  pity  them  infinitely,  and  wish  that  they  might 
exchange  with  the  Landgraves  and  Margraves, 
with  all  my  heart.  I  have  no  doubt  that  the 
change  would  often  be  advantageous  to  both,  for  I 
have  seen  many  a  prince  of  the  empire  who  would 
make  a  capital  ploughman,  while  he  made  but  a 
very  clumsy  prince ;  arid  I  have,  at  this  moment, 
three  prodigiously  high  personages  commanding 
three  troops  in  my  regiment,  whom  nature  pal 
pably  intended  to  clean  their  own  horses'  heels, 
and  hwo,  I  charitably  believe,  might,  by  dint  of 
drilling  and  half-a-dozen  years'  practice,  make  three 
decent  dragoons." 

"  Just  as  you  please,  Colonel,"  said  the  Prince, 
"  but  beware  of  letting  your  private  opinion  go 
forth.  Leopold  is  one  of  the  new  light,  I  allow, 
and  loves  a  philosopher;  but  he  is  an  Emperor 
still,  and  expects  all  his  philosophers  to  be  of  his 
own  opinion. — But  here  comes  Collini." 

Collini  was  his  Italian  valet,  who  came  to  inform 
his  Highness,  that  it  was  time  for  him  to  pay  his 
respects  to  the  Princess  of  Marosin.  This  Italian's 
principal  office  was,  to  serve  his  master  in  place  of 
a  memory — to  recognise  his  acquaintance  for  him 
as  he  drove  through  the  streets — and  to  tell  him 
when  to  see  and  when  to  be  blind  The  Prince 
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looked  at  his  diamond  watch,  started  from  the  sofa, 
gave  himself  a  congratulatory  glance  in  a  mirror, 
and,  turning  to  Collini,  asked,  "  When  am  I  to  be 
married  to  the  Princess  ?  " 

"  Poh,  Prince,"  interrupted  the  Colonel,-  with 
something  of  disdain,  "  this  is  too  absurd.  Send 
this  grimacing  fellow  about  his  business,  and  make 
love  on  your  own  account,  if  you  will ;  or  if  not, 
choose  some  woman  whose  beauty  and  virtue,  or 
whose  want  of  them  both,  will  not  be  dishonoured 
by  such  trifling/' 

"  You  then  actually  think  her  worth  the  atten 
tions  of  a  Prince  of  the  Empire  ?  "  said  the  hand 
some  coxcomb,  as,  with  one  finger  curling  his  mus 
taches,  he  again,  and  more  deliberately,  surveyed 
himself  in  the  mirror. 

"  I  think  the  Princess  of  Marosin  worthy  of  the 
attentions  of  any  King  on  earth, "  said  the  Baron, 
emphatically ;  "  she  is  worthy  of  a  throne,  if  beauty, 
intelligence,  and  dignity  of  mind,  can  make  her 
worthy  of  one." 

The  Prince  stared.  "  My  dear  Colonel  1 "  he 
exclaimed,  "may  I  half  presume  you  have  been 
speculating  on  the  lady  yourself?  But  I  can  assure 
you  it  is  in  vain.  The  Princess  is  a  woman ;  and 
allowing,  as  I  do," — and  this  he  said  with  a  Parisian 
bow,  that  bow  which  is  the  very  language  of  super 
iority, — "  the  infinite  pre-eminence  of  the  Baron  von 
Herbert  in  everything,  the  circumstance  of  her 
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being  a  woman,  and  my  being  a  Prince,  is  pro 
digiously  in  my  favour." 

The  Baron  had  involuntarily  laid  his  hand  upon 
his  sword  at  the  commencement  of  this  speech,  but 
the  conclusion  disarmed  him.  He  had  no  right  to 
quarrel  with  any  man  for  his  own  good  opinion, 
and  he  amused  himself  by  contemplating  the  Prince, 
who  continued  arranging  his  mustaches.  The  sound 
of  a  trumpet  put  an  end  to  the  conference. 

"  Well,  Prince,  the  trumpet  sounds  for  parade," 
said  the  Baron,  "  and  I  have  not  time  to  discuss  so 
extensive  a  subject  as  your  perfections.  But  take 
my  parting  information  with  you.  I  am  not  in  love 
with  the  lady,  nor  the  lady  with  me  ;  her  one-and- 
twenty,  and  my  one-and-fifty,  are  sufficient  reasons 
on  both  sides.  You  are  not  in  love  with  the  lady 
neither,  and — I  beg  of  you  to  hear  the  news  like  a 
hero — the  lady  is  not  in  love  with  you ;  for  the 
plain  reason,  that  so  showy  a  figure  cannot  possibly 
be  in  love  with  anything  but  itself;  and  the  Prin 
cess  is,  I  will  venture  to  say,  too  proud  to  share  a 
heart  with  a  bottle  of  lavender  water,  a  looking- 
glass,  and  a  poodle." 

The  Prince  raised  his  eyebrows,  but  Von  Herbert 
proceeded.  "  Buntzlau  will  be  without  a  female 
sovereign,  and  its  very  accomplished  Prince  will 
remain,  to  the  last,  the  best  dressed  bachelor  in 
Vienna.  Au  revoir,  I  see  my  Pandours  on  parade/' 

Von  Herbert  and  the  Prince  parted  with  mutual 
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smiles.  But  the  Prince's  were  of  the  sardonic  order ; 
and  after  another  contemplation  of  his  features, 
which  seemed,  -unaccountably,  to  be  determined  to 
disappoint  him  for  the  day,  he  rang  for  Collini, 
examined  a  new  packet  of  uniforms,  bijouterie,  and 
otto  of  roses,  from  Paris,  and  was  closeted  with  him 
for  two  profound  hours. 

A  forest  untouched  since  the  flood  overhung  the 
road,  and  a  half-ruined  huge  dwelling. 

"  Have  the  patrol  passed?" 

"  Within  the  last  five  minutes." 

"  I  wish  them  at  the  bottom  of  the  river ;  they 
cost  me  a  Turkish  carabine,  a  brace  of  diamond 
watches,  as  I'll  be  sworn,  from  the  showy  fellow 
that  I  levelled  at,  with  the  valise  behind  his  courier, 
scented  enough  to  perfume  a  forest  of  brown  bears." 

"  Hang  those  Hulans,"  was  the  answer.  "  Ever 
since  the  Emperor's  arrival,  they  have  done  nothing 
but  gallop  about,  putting  honester  men  than  them 
selves  in  fear  of  their  lives,  and  cutting  up  our  em 
ployment  so  woefully,  that  it  is  impossible  to  make 
money  enough  on  the  road  to  give  a  decent  education 
to  one's  children.  But  here  comes  the  captain.  We 
shall  now  have  some  news.  Speranski  never  makes 
his  appearance  unless  something  is  in  the  wind." 

This  dialogue  passed  between  two  Transylvanian 
pedlars,  if  a  judgment  were  to  be  formed  from  their 
blue  caps,  brown  cloaks,  and  the  packs  strapped  to 
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their  shoulders.  A  narrower  inspection  might  have 
discovered  within  those  cloaks  the  little  heads  of  a 
pair  of  short  scimitars ;  their  trousers  would  have 
displayed  to  the  curious  the  profile  of  two  horse- 
pistols,  and  their  boots  developed  a  pair  of  those 
large -bladed  knives  which  the  Hungarian  robber 
uses,  alike  to  slice  away  the  trunks  of  the  britchska, 
to  cut  the  harness  of  the  horse,  the  throat  of  the 
rider,  and  carve  his  own  sheep's-milk  cheese. 

The  captain  came  in,  a  tall,  bold  figure,  in  the 
dress  of  an  innkeeper.  He  flung  a  purse  upon  the 
table,  and  ordered  supper.  The  pedlars  disburdened 
themselves  of  their  boxes,  kindled  a  fire  on  a  hearth 
which  seemed  guiltless  of  having  administered  to 
the  wants  of  mankind  for  many  a  wild  year ;  pro 
duced  from  an  unsuspected  storehouse  under  the 
floor  some  dried  venison,  and  the  paws  of  a  bear, 
preserved  in  the  most  luxurious  style  of  Hungarian 
cookery ;  decorated  their  table  even  with  some 
pieces  of  plate,  which,  though  evidently  of  different 
fashions,  gave  proof  of  their  having  been  under 
noble  roofs,  by  their  armorial  bearings  and  work 
manship,  though  the  rest  of  their  history  did  not 
lie  altogether  so  much  in  high  life ;  and  in  a  few 
minutes  the  captain,  throwing  off  his  innkeeper  hat 
and  drab-coloured  coat,  half  sat,  half  lay  down,  to  a 
supper  worthy  of  an  Emperor,  or  of  a  man  who 
generally  sups  much  better — an  imperial  commis 
sary. 
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The  whole  party  were  forest  robbers  ;  the  thing 
must  be  confessed.  But  the  spirit  of  the  country 
prevailed  even  under  the  rotting  roof  of  "  the 
Ghost's  house," — the  ominous  name  which  this  old 
and  ruinous,  though  still  stately  mansion,  had 
earned  among  the  peasantry.  The  name  did  not 
exactly  express  the  fact ;  for,  when  tenanted  at  all, 
it  was  tenanted  by  anything  rather  than  ghosts; 
by  some  dozens  of  rough,  raw-boned,  bold,  and 
hard-living  fellows — as  solid  specimens  of  flesh  and 
blood  as  had  ever  sent  a  shot  right  in  front  of  the 
four  horses  of  a  courier's  cabriolet,  or  had  brought 
to  a  full  stop,  scimitar  in  hand,  the  heyducs  and 
chasseurs,  the  shivering  valets  and  frightened  pos 
tilions  of  a  court  chamberlain,  whirling  along  the 
Vienna  road  with  six  to  his  britchska. 

Etiquette  was  preserved  at  this  supper.  The 
inferior  plunderers  waited  on  the  superior.  Captain 
Speransld  ate  his  meal  alone,  and  in  solemn  silence. 
The  pedlars  watched  his  nod ;  filled  out  the  suc 
cessive  goblets  ax  a  glance,  and  having  performed 
their  office,  watched,  at  a  respectful  distance,  the 
will  of  the  man  of  authority.  A  silver  chime  an 
nounced  the  hour  of  ten.  One  of  the  pedlars  drew 
aside  a  fragment  of  a  ragged  shawl,  which  covered 
one  of  the  most  superb  pendules  of  the  Palais  Royal. 

If  the  Apollo  who  sat  harping  in  gold  upon  its 
stytolate,  could  have  given  words  to  his  melodies, 
he  might  have  told  a  curious  narrative  ;  for  he  had 
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already  seen  a  good  deal  of  the  various  world  of 
adventure.  Since  his  first  transit  from  the  magni 
ficent  Horlogerie  of  M.  Sismonde,  of  all  earthly 
watchmakers  the  most  renowned,  this  Apollo  had 
first  sung  to  the  world  and  his  sister  muses  in  the 
chamber  of  the  unlucky  Prince  de  Soubise.  The 
fates  of  France  had  next  transferred  him,  with  the 
Prince's  camp-plate,  despatches,  secret  orders,  and 
military  chest,  into  the  hands  of  a  regiment  of 
Prussian  hussars,  at  the  memorable  battle  of  Eos- 
bach,  that  modem  "  battle  of  the  Spurs." "  But  the 
Prussian  colonel  was  either  too  much  or  too  little 
a  lover  of  the  arts,  to  keep  Apollo  and  the  Nine  all 
to  himself;  and  the  pendule  next  rang  its  silver 
notes  over  the  roulette -table  of  the  most  brilliant  of 
Parisian  opera-dancers,  transferred  from  the  salle  of 
the  Academic  to  the  Grand  Comedie  at  Berlin.  But 
roulette,  wheel  of  Plutus  as  it  is,  is  sometimes  the 
wheel  of  fortune  ;  and  the  fair  La  Pirouette,  in  spite 
of  the  patronage  of  the  court  and  the  nation,  found 
that  she  must,  like  generals  and  monarchs,  submit 
to  fate,  and  part  with  her  brilliant  superfluities. 
The  pendule  fled  from  her  Parian  mantel-piece,  and 
its  chimes  were  thenceforth  to  awake  the  eyelids  of 
the  handsomest  woman  in  Hungary,  the  Countess 
Lublin  nee  Joblonsky,  memorable  for  her  beauty, 
her  skill  at  loto,  and  the  greatest  profusion  of  rouge 
since  the  days  of  Philip  Augustus.  Its  history  now 
drew  to  a  close.  It  had  scarcely  excited  the  envy 
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of  all  the  countesses  of  her  circle,  and,  of  course, 
became  invaluable  to  the  fair  Joblonsky,  when  it 
disappeared.  A  reward  of  ten  times  its  value  was 
instantly  offered.  The  Princess  of  Marosin,  the 
arbiter  of  all  elegance,  who  had  once  expressed  her 
admiration  of  its  taste,  was  heard  to  regret  its  loss 
as  a  specimen  of  foreign  art.  The  undone  proprie 
tor  was  only  still  more  undone ;  for  of  all  beauties 
living  or  dead,  she  most  hated  the  Princess,  bloom 
ing,  youthful,  and  worshipped  as  she  was,  to  the 
infinite  detriment  of  all  the  fading  Joblonsky s  of 
the  creation.  But  no  reward  could  bring  it  back. 
This  one  source  of  triumph  was  irrecoverably  gone ; 
and  from  Presburg  to  Vienna,  all  was  conjecture, 
conversation,  and  consternation.  So  ended  the 
court  history  of  the  pendule. 

When  the  repast  was  fully  over,  Speranski,  pour 
ing  out  a  glass  of  Tokay  from  a  bottle  which  bore 
the  impress  of  the  Black  Eagle  of  the  House  of 
Hapsburg,  and  which  had  evidently  been  arrested 
on  its  road  to  the  Emperor's  table,  ordered  one  of 
the  pedlars  to  give  him  the  papers,  "which,"  said 
he,  with  a  smile,  "  that  Turkish  courier  mislaid 
where  he  slept  last  night."  A  small  packet  was 
handed  to  him  ; — he  perused  it  over  and  over  with 
a  vigilant  eye,  but  it  was  obvious,  without  any  of 
the  results  which  he  expected;  for,  after  a  few 
minutes'  pause,  during  which  he  examined  every 
part  of  the  case  in  which  they  were  enclosed,  he 
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threw  the  letters  aside.  "  What,"  said  he,  in  a 
disappointed  tone,  "  was  to  be  expected  from  those 
opium-eaters  ?  Yet  they  are  shrewd  in  their  gene 
ration,  and  the  scandals  of  the  harem,  the  propitious 
day  for  shaving  the  Sultan's  head,  the  lucky  star 
for  combing  his  illustrious  beard,  or  the  price  of  a 
dagger-hilt,  are  as  good  topics  as  any  that  pass  in 
our  own  diplomacy.  Here,  Sturnwold,  put  back 
this  circumcised  nonsense  into  its  case,  and  send  it, 
do  you  hear,  by  one  of  our  own  couriers,  to  the 
Turkish  secretary  at  Vienna ;  let  it  be  thrown  on 
his  pillow,  or  tied  to  his  turban,  just  as  you  please ; 
but,  at  all  events,  we  must  not  do  the  business  like 
a  clumsy  cabinet  messenger.  Now,  begone  ;  and 
you,  Heinrich,  hand  me  the  Turk's  meerschaum." 

The  bandit  brought  him  a  very  handsome  pipe, 
which  he  said  would  probably  be  more  suited  to  the 
Turk's  tobacco,  of  which  he  had  deposited  a  box 
upon  the  table.  Speranski  took  the  pipe,  but,  at 
his  first  experiment,  he  found  the  neck  obstructed. 
His  quick  conception  ascertained  the  point  at  once. 
Cutting  the  wood  across,  he  found  a  long  roll  of 
paper  within.  He  glanced  over  its  contents,  in 
stantly  sprang  up,  ordered  the  attendance  of  half  a 
dozen  of  "his  friends"  on  horseback,  looked  to  the 
priming  of  his  pistols,  and  gallopped  off  through 
the  forest. 

On  the  evening  of  one  of  the  most  sultry  days  of 
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July,  and  in  one  of  the  most  delicious  yet  most 
lonely  spots  of  the  Carpathian  hills,  a  trampling  of 
hoofs,  and  a  jingling  of  horse-furniture,  and  a  con 
fusion  of  loud  and  dissonant  voices,  announced  that 
strangers  were  at  hand.  The  sounds  told  true,  for, 
gradually  emerging  from  the  glade  covered  with 
terebinth  trees,  wild  vines  that  hung  their  rich  and 
impenetrable  folds  over  elms,  hazels,  and  cypress, 
like  draperies  of  green  and  brown  silk  over  the  pil 
lars  of  some  Oriental  palace,  came  a  long  train  of 
sumpte^r  mules,  led  horses,  and  Albanian  grooms ; 
next  came  a  more  formidable  group  of  horsemen, 
the  body-guards  of  the  Hospodar  of  Moldavia,  sent 
to  escort  Mohammed  Ali  Hunkiar,  the  Moslem  am 
bassador,  through  the  Bannat ;  and  then  came, 
seated  on  the  Persian  charger  given  to  him  from 
the  stables  of  the  Padishah,  the  brother  of  the  Sun 
and  father  of  the  Moon,  Sultan  Selim,  the  most 
mighty — a  little  bitter- visaged  old  Turk,  with  the 
crafty  countenance  of  the  hereditary  hunchbacks  of 
the  great  city  of  the  faithful.  Nothing  could  be 
more  luxurious  than  the  hour,  the  golden  sunset ; 
nothing  lovelier  than  its  light  streaming  in  a  thou 
sand  rays,  shifts  and  shapes  of  inimitable  lustre 
through  the  blooms  and  foliage  of  the  huge  ravine; 
and  nothing  less  lovely  or  more  luxurious  than  the 
little  old  ambassador,  who  had  earned  his  elevation 
from  a  cobbler's  stall  to  the  Divan,  by  his  skill  in 
cutting  off  heads,  and  had  now  earned  his  appoint- 
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ment  to  the  imperial  embassy,  by  his  dexterity  in 
applying  a  purse  of  ten  thousand  sequins  to  the 
conscience  of  the  slipper-bearer  to  the  slipper- 
bearer  of  his  highness  the  Vizier. 

Nothing  could  seem  less  inclined  to  look  at  the 
dark  side  of  things  at  this  moment,  or  to  throw 
away  the  enjoyments  of  this  world  for  the  good  of 
Moslem  diplomacy,  than  Mohammed  Ali  Hunkiar, 
as  he  sat  and  smoked,  and  stroked  his  long  beard, 
and  inhaled  the  mingled  fumes  of  his  Smyrna  pipe, 
and  the  air  aromatic  with  a  host  of  flowers,.  But 
the  Turkish  proverb,  "  The  smoker  is  often  blinded 
by  his  own  smoke,"  was  to  find  its  verification 
even  in  the  diplomatic  hunchback.  As  he  had 
just  reached  the  highest  stone  of  the  pass,  and  was 
looking  with  the  triumph  of  avarice — or  ambition,  if 
it  be  the  nobler  name — down  the  valley  checkered 
with  the  troop  that  meandered  through  paths  as 
devious  and  as  many- coloured  as  an  Indian  snake, 
a  shot  struck  his  charger  in  the  forehead ;  the  ani 
mal  sprang  high  in  the  air,  fell,  and  flung  the  am 
bassador  at  once  from  his  seat,  his  luxury,  and  a 
certain  dream  of  clearing  ten  times  the  ten  thousand 
sequins  which  he  had  disbursed  for  his  place,  by  a 
genuine  Turkish  business  of  the  dagger,  before  he 
left  the  portcullis  of  Presburg. 

All  was  instant  confusion.  The  shots  began  to 
fall  thick,  though  the  enemy  might  have  been  the 
beasts  of  the  earth  or  the  fowls  of  the  air,  for  any 
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evidence  that  sight  could  give  to  the  contrary. 
The  whole  troop  were  of  one  opinion,  that  they 
must  have  fallen  into  the  power  of  the  fiend  him 
self;  for  the  shots  poured  on  them  from  every 
quarter  at  once.  Wherever  they  turned,  they  were 
met  by  a  volley.  The  cavalry  of  the  Hospodar, 
though  brave  as  panthers  on  parade,  yet  were  not 
used  to  waste  their  valour  or  their  time  on  struggles 
of  this  irregular  nature.  They  had  bought  their 
own  places,  and  paid  the  due  purchase  of  a  well-fed 
sinecure;  they  had  bought  their  own  clothes,  and 
felt  answerable  to  themselves  for  keeping  them  in 
preservation  worthy  of  a  court ;  they  had  bought 
their  own  horses,  and,  like  true  Greeks,  considered 
that  the  best  return  their  horses  could  make  was  to 
carry  them  as  safe  out  of  the  field  as  into  it.  The 
consequence  was,  that  in  the  next  five  minutes  the 
whole  escort  was  seen  riding  at  will  in  whatever 
direction  the  destiny  that  watches  over  the  guards 
of  sovereign  princes  might  point  the  safest  way. 
The  ravine,  the  hill,  the  forest,  the  river,  were  all 
speckled  with  turbans,  like  flowers,  in  full  gallop ; 
the  muleteers,  being  of  slower  movement,  took  the 
simpler  precaution  of  turning  their  mules,  baggage 
and  all,  up  the  retired  corners  of  the  forest,  from 
which  they  emerged  only  to  turn  them  with  their 
lading  to  their  several  homes.  All  was  the  most 
picturesque  melee  for  the  first  half-dozen  rounds, 
all  was  the  most  picturesque  flight  for  the  next. 
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All  was  silence  thenceforth ;  broken  only  by  the 
shot  that  came  dropping  through  the  thickets 
wherever  a  lurking  turban  suddenly  seemed  to 
recover  its  energies,  and  fly  off  at  full  speed.  At 
length  even  the  shots  ceased,  and  all  was  still  and 
lone.  The  forest  looked  as  if  it  had  been  unshaken 
since  the  deluge  ;  the  ravine — calm,  rich,  and  tufted 
with  thicket,  shrub,  and  tree — looked  as  if  it  had 
never  heard  the  hoof  of  cavalry.  The  wood-dove 
came  out  again,  rubbed  down  its  plumage,  and 
cooed  in  peace  to  the  setting  sun ;  the  setting-sun 
threw  a  long  radiance,  that  looked  like  a  pyramid 
of  amber,  up  the  pass.  Turban,  Turk,  skirmish, 
and  clamour,  all  were  gone.  One  remnant  of  the 
time  alone  remained. 

Under  a  huge  cypress,  that  covered  the  ground 
with  its  draperies,  like  a  funeral  pall,  lay  a  charger, 
and  under  it  a  green  and  scarlet  bale.  The  bale 
had  once  been  a  man,  and  that  man  the  Turkish 
ambassador.  But  his  embassy  was  over.  He  had 
made  his  last  salaam,  he  had  gained  his  last  sequin, 
he  had  played  his  last  trick,  he  had  told  his  last 
lie.  "  Dust  to  dust  "  was  now  the  history  of  Mo 
hammed  Ali  Hunkiar. 

The  Hall  of  the  Diet  at  Presburg  is  one  of  the 
wonders  of  the  capital.  The  heroes  and  magnates 
of  Upper  Hungary  frown  in  immeasurable  magni 
tude  of  mustache  and  majestic  longitude  of  beard 
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on  its  walls.  The  conquerors  of  the  Bannat,  the 
ravagers  of  Transylvania,  the  potentissimi  of  Scla- 
vonia,  there  gleam  in  solidity  of  armour,  that  at  once 
gives  a  prodigious  idea  of  both  their  strength  and 
their  terrors.  The  famous  rivers,  figured  by  all  the 
variety  of  barbarian  genius,  pour  their  pictured  tor 
rents  over  the  ceiling.  The  Draave  embraces  the 
Saave,  the  Grau  rushes  in  fluid  glory  through  the 
Keisse ;  and  floods  that  disdain  a  bridge,  and  flow 
a  hundred  leagues  asunder,  there  interlace  each 
other  in  streams  as  smiling  and  affectionate  as  if 
they  slept  in  the  same  fountain.  Entering  that 
hall,  every  true  Hungarian  lifts  up  his  hands,  and 
rejoices  that  he  is  born  in  the  country  of  the  arts, 
and,  leaving  it,  compassionates  the  fallen  honours 
of  Florence  and  Eome. 

Yet  in  that  hall  the  Emperor  Leopold,  monarch 
of  fifty  provinces,  and  even  sovereign  of  Hungary, 
was  pacing  backwards  and  forwards  without  casting 
a  glance  on  the  wonders  of  the  Hungarian  hand. 
Colonel  the  Baron  von  Herbert  was  at  the  end  of 
the  saloon,  waiting  the  Imperial  pleasure.  The 
dialogue,  which  was  renewed  and  broken  off  as  the 
Emperor  approached  or  left  him,  was,  of  course,  one 
of  fragments.  The  Emperor  was  in  obvious  agi 
tation.  "  It  is  the  most  unaccountable  thing  that 
lever  heard  of,"  said  Leopold.  "He  had,  I  under 
stand,  a  strong  escort ;  his  own  train  were  nume 
rous  j  the  roads  regularly  patroled  ;  every  precau- 
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tion  taken ;  and  yet  the  thing  is  done  in  full  sun 
shine.  A  man  is  murdered  almost  under  my  own 
eyes,  travelling  with  my  passport ;  an  ambassador, 
and  above  all  ambassadors,  a  Turk." 

"  But  your  Majesty,"  said  Von  Herbert,  "  is  not 
now  in  Vienna.  Your  Hungarian  subjects  have 
peculiar  ideas  on  the  subject  of  human  justice  ;  and 
they  would  as  soon  shoot  an  ambassador,  if  the  idea 
struck  them,  as  a  squirrel." 

"  But  a  Turk,"  said  the  Emperor,  "  against  whom 
there  could  not  have  existed  a  shadow  of  personal 
pique  ;  who  could  have  roused  no  jealousy  at  court ; 
who  could  have  been  known,  in  fact,  by  nobody 
here  ;  to  be  killed  almost  within  sight  of  the  city 
gates,  and  every  paper  that  he  had  upon  him,  every 
present,  every  jewel,  everything  carried  off,  with 
out  the  slightest  clue  to  discovery  !  Baron,  I  shall 
begin  to  doubt  the  activity  of  your  Pandours." 

The  Baron's  grave  countenance  flushed  at  the 
remark,  and  he  answered  with  more  than  even  his 
usual  gravity.  "Your  Majesty  must  decide.  But, 
whoever  has  been  in  fault,  allow  me  to  vindicate 
my  regiment.  The  Pandour  patrol  were  on  the 
spot  on  the  first  alarm  ;  but  the  whole  affair  was  so 
quickly  over,  that  all  their  activity  was  utterly  use 
less.  It  actually  seemed  supernatural" 

"  Has  the  ground  been  examined?  "  asked  Leo 
pold. 

"  Every  thicket/'  answered  Von  Herbert.     "  I 
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would  stake  my  troopers,  for  sagacity  and  perse 
verance,  against  so  many  bloodhounds ;  and  yet,  I 
must  acknowledge  to  your  Majesty  that,  except  for 
the  marks  of  the  horse's  hoofs  on  the  ground,  the 
bullets  sticking  in  the  trees,  and  the  body  of  the 
Turk  himself,  which  had  been  stripped  of  every 
valuable,  we  might  have  thought  that  we  had  mis 
taken  the  place  altogether." 

"  The  whole  business,"  said  Leopold,  "  is  a 
mystery ;  and  it  must  be  unravelled/'  He  then 
broke  off,  resumed  his  walk  to  the  end  of  the  hall ; 
then  returning,  said  abruptly — "  Look  to  the  affair, 
Colonel.  The  Turks  have  no  good  opinion  of  us  as 
it  is,  and  they  will  now  have  a  fresh  pretext,  in 
charging  us  with  the  assassination  of  their  ambassa 
dor.  Go,  send  out  your  Pandours,  offer  a  hundred 
ducats  for  the  first  man  who  brings  any  information 
of  the  murder ;  offer  a  thousand,  if  you  please,  for  the 
murderer  himself.  Even  the  crown  would  not  be 
safe  if  these  things  were  to  be  done  with  impunity. 
Look  to  your  Pandours  more  carefully  in  future." 

The  Baron,  with  a  vexation  which  he  could  not 
suppress,  hastily  replied — "Your  Majesty  does  not 
attribute  this  outrage  to  any  of  my  corps?  " 

"  Certainly  not  to  the  Baron  von  Herbert,"  said 
the  Emperor,  with  a  reconciling  smile.  "  But,  my 
dear  Baron,  your  heroes  of  the  Bannat  have  no  love 
for  a  Turk,  while  they  have  a  very  considerable  love 
for  his  plunder.  For  an  embroidered  saddle  or  a 
9  o 
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diamond-hilted  dagger,  they  would  go  as  far  as 
most  men.  In  short,  you  must  give  those  bold  bar 
barians  of  yours  employment,  and  let  their  first  be 
to  find  out  the  assassin." 

It  was  afternoon,  and  the  Wiener  Straat  was 
crowded  with  equipages  of  the  great  and  fair.  The 
place  of  this  brilliant  reunion  was  the  drawing-room 
of  the  Princess  of  Marosin,  and  the  occasion  was 
the  celebration  of  her  birthday.  Princesses  have 
so  many  advantages  over  humbler  beauties  that  they 
must  submit  to  one  calamity,  which,  in  the  estima 
tion  of  many  a  beauty,  is  more  than  a  balance  for 
all  the  gifts  of  fortune.  They  must  acknowledge 
their  age.  The  art  of  printing,  combined  with  the 
scrutiny  of  etiquette,  prohibits  all  power  of  making 
the  years  of  a  princess  a  secret  confided  to  the 
bosoms  of  the  privy  council.  As  the  hour  of  her 
first  unclosing  the  brilliancy  of  her  eyes,  in  a  world 
which  all  the  court  poets  profess  must  be  left  in 
darkness  without  them,  so  the  regular  periods  by 
which  the  bud  advances  to  the  bloom,  and  the  bloom 
matures  into  ripened  loveliness,  are  registered  with 
an  annual  activity  of  verse,  prose,  and  prostration, 
that  precludes  all  chronological  error.  Even  at 
the  period  when  the  autumnal  touch  begins  to 
tinge  the  cheek,  and  the  fair  possessor  of  so  much 
homage  would  willingly  forget  the  exact  number 
of  the  years  during  which  she  has  borne  the  sceptre, 
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the  calculation  is  continued  with,  fatal  accuracy. 
Not  an  hour  can  be  silently  subducted  from  the 
long  arrear  of  Time  ;  and  while,  with  all  the  female 
world  beneath  her,  he  suddenly  seems  to  stand 
still,  or  even  to  retrograde,  with  the  unhappy  object 
of  regal  reckoning  he  moves  mercilessly  onward, 
with  full  expanded  wing  carries  her  from  climacteric 
to  climacteric,  unrestrained  and  irrestrainable  by  all 
the  skill  of  female  oblivion,  defies  the  antagonist 
dexterity  of  the  toilet,  makes  coiffeur  and  cosmetics 
null  and  void,  and  fixes  the  reluctant  and  lovely 
victim  of  the  calendar  in  the  awful  elevation  of  "  the 
world  gone  by."  She  is  a  calendar  saint,  and,  like 
most  of  that  high  sisterhood,  has  purchased  her 
dignity  by  martyrdom. 

But  the  Princess  of  Marosin  had  no  reason  to 
dread  the  keenest  reckoning  of  rivalry.-  She  was 
on  that  day  eighteen.  Eighteen  years  before  that 
morning  the  guns  from  the  grey  and  war-worn 
towers  of  Marosin  had  announced,  through  a  circuit 
of  one  of  the  loveliest  principalities  of  Upper  Hun 
gary,  that  one  of  the  loveliest  beings  that  even 
Hungary  had  ever  seen  was  come  from  its  original 
skies,  or  from  whatever  part  of  creation  handsome 
princesses  visit  this  sublunar  world.  As  the  only 
descendant  of  her  illustrious  house,  she  was  the 
ward  of  the  Emperor,  but  having  the  still  nearer 
claims  of  blood,  her  marriage  now  occupied  the 
Imperial  care.  A  crowd  of  Marshals  and  Mar- 
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graves  felt  that  they  would  make  excellent  guar 
dians  of  the  Principality,  and  offered  their  generous 
protection.  The  lady  seemed  indifferent  to  the 
choice ;  but  Prince  Charles  of  Buntzlau,  by  all 
acknowledgment  the  best  dressed  Prince  in  the 
Empire,  at  the  head  of  the  hussar  guard  of  the  Em 
peror,  incalculably  rich,  and  incomparably  self- 
satisfied,  had  already  made  up  his  own  mind  on  the 
subject,  and  decided  that  the  Principality,  and  the 
lady  annexed,  were  to  be  his.  The  Emperor,  too, 
had  given  his  sanction.  Prince  Charles  was  not 
the  man  whom  Leopold  would  have  chosen  for  the 
President  of  the  Aulic  Council,  though  his  claims 
as  a  master  of  the  ceremonies  were  beyond  all  dis 
cussion.  But  the  Imperial  policy  was  not  recon 
cilable  with  the  idea  of  suffering  this  important 
inheritance  to  fall  into  the  hands  of  a  Hungarian 
noble.  Hungary,  always  turbulent,  requires  coer- 
cives,  not  stimulants ;  and  two  hundred  thousand 
ducats  a-year,  in  the  hands  of  one  of  her  dashing 
captains,  would  have  been  sufficient  to  make  an 
other  Tekeli.  The  handsome  Prince  was  evidently 
not  shaped  for  raising  the  banner  of  revolt,  or  head 
ing  the  cavaliers  of  the  Ukraine.  He  was  an  Aus 
trian  in  all  points,  and  a  new  pelisse  would  have 
won  him  from  the  car  of  Alexander  on  the  day  of 
his  entry  into  Babylon. 

Among  the  faithful  of  the  empire  the  Sovereign's 
nod  is  politics,  religion,  and  law.    The  Marshals  and 
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Margraves  instinctively  bowed  before  the  suprem 
acy  of  the  superhuman  thing  that  wore  the  crown 
of  Charlemagne,  and  Prince  Charles's  claim  was 
worshipped  by  the  whole  embroidered  circle  as  one 
of  the  decisions  which  it  would  be  court  impiety  to 
question,  as  it  was  court  destiny  to  fulfil. 

Hungary  was  once  the  land  of  kings,  and  it  was 
still  the  land  of  nobles.  Half  oriental,  half  western, 
the  Hungarian  is  next  in  magnificence  to  the  Mos 
lem.  He  gives  his  last  ducat  for  a  shawl,  a  jewel- 
hilted  sabre,  or  a  gilded  cap,  which  nothing  but  his 
fear  of  being  mistaken  for  a  Turk  prevents  him  from 
turning  into  a  turban.  The  Princess  Juliana  of 
Marosin  sat  in  the  centre  of  a  chamber  that  might 
have  made  the  cabinet  of  the  favourite  Sultana  of 
the  Lord  of  the  Infidels.  She  sat  on  a  low  sofa 
covered  with  tapestry  from  Smyrna ;  her  caftan, 
girdled  with  the  largest  emeralds,  was  made  by  the 
fair  fingers  of  the  Greek  maidens  of  Saloniki ;  her 
hair,  long,  black,  and  drooping  round  her  person, 
in  rich  sable  wreaths,  like  the  branches  of  a  cypress, 
was  surmounted  by  a  crescent  which  had  won  many 
an  eye  in  the  jewel  mart  of  Constantinople  ;  and  in 
her  hand  she  waved  a  fan  of  peacocks'  plumes,  made 
by  the  principal  artist  to  the  serail  of  Teheran. 
Thus  Oriental  in  her  drapery,  colours,  arid  costume, 
she  sat  in  the  centre  of  a  chamber,  which,  for  its 
gloomy  carvings,  yet  singular  stateliness  of  decor 
ation,  might  have  reminded  the  spectator  of  some 
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Indian  shrine,  or  subterranean  dungeon  of  the  dark 
spirits  enclosing  a  spirit  of  light;  or,  to  abandon 
poetry,  and  tell  the  truth  in  plain  speech,  the  cham 
ber  reminded  the  spectator  of  the  formal,  yet  lavish 
splendour  of  the  old  kingly  times  of  the  land,  while 
its  possessor  compelled  him  to  feel  the  fact,  that 
all  magnificence  is  forgotten  in  the  presence  of  a 
beautiful  woman. 

The  Princess  received  the  homage  of  the  glitter 
ing  circle  with  the  complacency  of  conscious  rank, 
and  repaid  every  bow  with  one  of  those  sweet 
smiles,  which  to  a  courtier  are  irresistible  evidences 
of  his  personal  merit;  to  a  lover,  are  spells  that 
raise  him  from  the  lowest  depths  to  the  most  rap 
turous  altitudes ;  and  to  a  woman,  cost  nothing 
whatever.  But,  to  an  eye  which  none  of  these 
smiles  had  deprived  of  all  its  powers  of  reading  the 
human  countenance,  there  was  in  even  this  creature 
of  birth,  beauty,  and  admiration,  some  secret 
anxiety,  which,  in  despite  of  all  conjecture,  proved 
that  she  was  no  more  than  mortal.  There  was  a 
wavering  of  her  colour,  that  bespoke  inward  per 
turbation  ;  a  paleness  followed  by  a  flush  that 
threw  the  crimson  of  her  gorgeous  shawl  into  the 
shade ;  a  restless  movement  of  the  fingers  loaded 
with  gems ;  a  quick  turn  of  the  head  towards  the 
door,  though  the  most  potential  flattery  was  at  the 
moment  pouring  into  the  ear  at  the  opposite  side. 
There  were  times,  when  a  slight  expression  of  scorn 
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upon  her  fine  features  escaped  her  politeness,  and 
gave  sign  that  she  agreed  with  mankind  of  all  ages, 
in  the  infinite  monotony,  dulness,  and  common 
place  of  the  elite  of  the  earth,  the  starred  and  rib 
boned  society  of  the  high  places  of  mankind.  But 
all  was  peace  to  the  emotion  of  her  features,  when 
the  door  slowly  opened ;  and  after  a  note  of  prepar 
ation  worthy  of  the  arrival  of  the  Great  Mogul,  the 
chamberlain  announced,  "  Prince  Charles  of  Buntz- 
lau."  Pride  and  resentment  flashed  across  her 
physiognomy,  like  lightning  across  the  serenity  of 
a  summer  sky.  Her  cheek  grew  crimson,  as  the 
gallant  lover,  the  affianced  husband,  came  bowing 
up  to  her ;  her  brow  contracted,  and  the  man  would 
have  been  wise  who  had  augured  from  that  brow 
the"  hazard  of  taking  her  hand  without  first  securing 
her  heart.  But  all  was  soon  over ;  the  lovely  lady 
soon  restrained  her  emotion,  with  a  power  which 
showed  her  presence  of  mind.  But  her  cheek 
would  not  obey  even  her  determination,  it  con 
tinued  alternately  glowing  and  pale ;  wild  thoughts 
were  colouring  and  blanching  that  cheek  ;  and  the 
fever  of  the  soul  was  burning  in  her  restless  and 
dazzling  eye.  On  the  birthdays  of  the  great  in 
Hungary,  it  is  the  custom  that  none  shall  come 
empty-handed.  A  brilliant  variety  of  presents  al 
ready  filled  the  tables  and  sofas  of  the  apartment. 
But  the  Prince's  present  eclipsed  them  all;  it  was 
a  watch  from  the  Horlogerie  of  the  most  famous 


24  TALES  FROM    "  BLACKWOOD." 

artist  of  Paris,  and  a  chef-d'oeuvre  in  point  of  set 
ting.  The  Princess  looked  at  it  with  a  disdain 
which  it  cost  her  an  effort  to  conceal.  "  Prince," 
said  she,  "  I  regret  the  want  of  patriotism  which 
sends  our  nobles  to  purchase  the  works  of  stran 
gers,  instead  of  encouraging  the  talents  of  our  own 
country." — "  Yes,  but  your  Highness  may  conde 
scend  to  reflect/'  said  the  lover,  "  on  the  utter  im 
possibility  of  finding  anything  of  this  kind  tolerable 
except  in  Paris."  The  Princess  turned  to  one  of 
the  Bohemians  who  formed  her  band  of  minstrels, 
and  said,  "  Vladimir,  desire  the  jewel-keeper  to 
bring  my  Hungarian  watch."  The  Bohemian  went 
on  his  mission — the  jewel-keeper  appeared  with 
the  watch,  and  it  was  instantly  declared,  by  the 
unanimous  admiration  of  the  circle,  to  be  altogether 
unrivalled  in  the  art.  The  Prince,  chagrined  at 
this  discomfiture,  asked,  with  more  than  the  author 
ity  of  a  lover,  if  the  Princess  "  would  do  him  the 
honour  to  mention  the  artist  so  deserving  of  her 
patronage."  She  handed  the  watch  over  to  him. 
He  opened  it,  and  a  paper  dropped  out.  On  it  was 
written  the  name  of  Mohammed  Ali  Hunkiar. 

"The  murdered  ambassador!"  instinctively  ex 
claimed  fifty  voices. — The  Princess  rose  from  her 
seat,  overwhelmed  with  surprise  and  alarm.  "  The 
Turkish  ambassador  1 "  said  she ;  "  then  this  must 
have  been  a  part  of  his  plunder."  The  jewel- 
keeper  was  summoned  to  give  account  of  the  cir- 


I'HE   PANDOtJR  AND   HIS   PRINCESS.  26 

cumstances  connected  with  the  purchase.  His 
answer  was,  that  a  it  was  no  purchase  whatever." 
But  he  produced  a  note  which  he  had  received 
along  with  it.  The  note  was  "  a  request  that  her 
Highness  would  accept  so  trivial  a  present  on  her 
birthday,  from  one  of  her  faithful  subjects ; "  and 
that,  unable  to  discover  the  name  of  the  donor,  he 
had  accepted  it  accordingly.  Her  circle  soon  after 
broke  up.  In  a  court  all  things  are  known ;  in  a 
province  all  things  known  or  unknown  are  an  in 
valuable  topic  as  long  as  they  are  new.  The  story 
of  the  Hungarian  watch  was  turned  into  shapes 
innumerable.  But  the  result  of  the  investigation 
which  immediately  took  place,  by  order  of  the 
Princess,  was,  that  it  had  actually  been  made  by 
an  artist  of  Buda  for  the  Sultan,  by  whom  it  was 
sent  among  the  presents  designed  for  the  Emperor. 
On  the  fall  of  the  Turk  it  had  disappeared,  like  all 
the  rest  of  his  plunder,  arid  had  been  unheard  of 
until  it  started  into  light  in  the  household  of  the 
Princess  of  Marosin. 

The  little  perturbation  excited  by  this  incident 
lasted  but  till  the  high  and  'mighty  of  the  circle 
had  withdrawn,  to  communicate  the  fact  to  a  dozen 
other  circles,  and  talk  of  it  until  the  world  was 
weary  alike  of  the  tale  and  the  tellers.  But  there 
was  a  perturbation  in  the  mind  of  this  young  and 
lovely  being,  which  came  from  a  deeper  source,  and 
lasted  longer  than  even  the  delight  of  her  dear  five 
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hundred  friends,  in  surmising  all  the  possible  modes 
m  which  the  stately  relative  of  Emperors  had  con 
trived  to  charm  into  her  fair  hands  the  most  superb 
montre  under  the  roofs  of  the  city  of  Presburg. 

Sunset  began  to  shed  its  quiet  gold  on  the  hill 
tops  round  the  city — the  sounds  of  day  were  fading 
fast — the  glittering  crowd  had  left  her  halls  to 
silence — and  as  she  walked  through  the  suite  of 
magnificent  chambers  in  her  gala  dress,  tissued 
with  emeralds  and  rubies,  and  her  regal  loveliness 
contrasting  with  her  eye  fixed  upon  the  ground, 
and  her  slow  and  meditative  step,  she  might  have 
been  taken  for  the  guardian  genius  of  those  halls  of 
ancestry,  or  a  new  avator  of  the  tragic  muse.  Ar 
rived  at  the  balcony,  she  almost  fell  into  the  flowery 
seat,  below  which  spread  a  vast  and  various  view 
of  the  most  fertile  plain  of  Hungary.  But  the 
vision  on  her  eye  was  not  of  the  harvest  heavily 
swelling  before  her  at  every  wave  of  the  breeze. 
Her  thoughts  were  of  valleys,  where  the  sun  never 
reached  their  green  depths  ;  of  forests,  where  the 
roebuck  fed  and  sported  in  scorn  of  the  hunter ;  of 
mountains,  whose  marble  spines  were  covered  only 
with  clouds,  and  whose  only  echoes  were  those  of 
the  thunder  or  the  eagle.  All  before  her  eye  was 
beauty  cultured,  and  calm  pleasure.  The  peas 
antry  were  driving  their  wains  homeward  loaded 
with  the  luxuriance  of  the  Hungarian  fields,  pro 
verbially  rich  where  they  are  cultivated  at  all. 
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Large  droves  of  quiet  cattle  were  speckling  the 
distant  pasture,  and  enjoying  the  heat  and  light 
of  evening.  The  citizens  were  issuing  from  the 
city  gates  to  taste  the  freshness  of  the  hour,  and 
troops  of  the  nobles  attendant  on  the  imperial  cere 
mony,  relieved  from  the  labours  of  etiquette  and 
antechambers,  were  driving  their  glittering  equi 
pages  through  the  avenues,  or  caracolling  their 
Ukraine  chargers  through  the  meadows.  Yet  for 
the  living  landscape  the  young  gazer  had  no  eyes. 
The  scene  on  which  her  spirit  dwelt  was  one  of 
savage  majesty  and  lonely  power.  A  vast  pile  of 
rocks,  through  which  a  way  seemed  to  have  been 
cloven  by  the  thunderbolt,  opened  on  a  glen  as 
desolate  as  if  it  had  never  been  trodden  by  the  foot 
of  man.  Yet,  under  the  shelter  of  one  of  its  over 
hanging  cliffs,  peeping  out  from  a  drapery  of  heath, 
lichens,  and  wild  flowers,  as  rich  as  a  Persian  car 
pet,  was  seen  the  outline  of  a  rude  building,  half 
cottage,  half  tower,  and  resting  on  the  slope  beside 
it,  a  hunter  with  his  boar-spear  fixed  upright  in  the 
turf — a  greyhound  beside  him,  and  his  whole  soul 
employed  in  listening  to  the  roar  of  the  Mediterra 
nean,  whose  waters  chafed  and  swelled  at  the  en 
trance  of  the  ravine,  and  spread  to  the  horizon  like 
a  gigantic  sheet  of  sanguined  steel. 

The  murmur  of  the  church  bells  for  the  evening 
service  at  length  scattered  the  vision.  The  moun 
tain  forests  vanished,  the  glen  of  eternal  marble 
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of  art,  and  nothing  was  left  of  the  whole  proud  pic 
ture  but  the  star  that  now  came,  like  a  bride  from 
her  chamber,  and  stood  showering  radiance  upon 
her  head.  That  star,  too,  had  gleamed  upon  the 
sky  of  the  Croatian  ravine,  and  in  her  enthusiasm 
she  could  almost  have  addressed  it  like  a  friend,  or 
put  up  a  prayer  to  its  shrine  as  that  of  a  benefi 
cent  divinity.  In  the  strong  sensibility  of  the  mo 
ment  she  uttered  a  few  broken  aspirations  to  its 
brightness,  and  a  wish  that  she  might  escape  the 
infinite  weariness  of  life,  and,  like  that  star,  be  a 
gazer  on  existence,  from  a  height  above  the  cares 
and  clouds  of  this  world.  A  sudden  movement 
among  the  shrubs  below  caught  her  ear ;  she  glanced 
down,  and  saw,  with  his  countenance  turned  full  on 
her,  as  if  she  were  something  more  than  human, 
the  hunter  whom  her  fancy  had  pictured  in  the 
glen! 

It  was  midnight,  when  twenty  individuals,  evi 
dently  of  high  rank,  had  assembled  in  an  obscure 
house  in  one  of  the  suburbs.  But  it  was  evident, 
from  the  plainness  of  their  dress,  that  they  had 
some  object  in  concealing  their  rank ;  and  from  the 
weapons  under  their  cloaks  it  was  equally  evident 
that  they  had  come  upon  some  business,  in  which 
either  danger  was  to  be  guarded  against,  or  violence 
intended. 
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For  some  time  there  was  silence,  the  only  words 
exchanged  were  in  whispers.  At  intervals,  a  low 
knock  at  the  door,  a  watchword,  and  a  sign  ex 
changed  between  the  keeper  of  the  entrance  and 
the  applicant  without,  announced  a  new  comer. 
Still  nothing  was  done  ;  and  as  the  cathedral  bells 
tolled  midnight,  the  anxiety  for  the  arrival  of  some 
distinguished  stranger,  who  had  unaccountably 
delayed  his  coming,  grew  excessive.  It  gradually 
escaped,  too,  that  the  Cardinal  di  Lecco,  the  Papal 
Tnternuncio,  was  the  expected  individual. 

The  signal  was  given  at  last ;  the  door  opened, 
and  a  pale,  decrepit  Eoman  ecclesiastic  entered. 
"  Are  all  our  friends  here  ?  "  was  his  first  question. 
But  the  answer  was  by  no  means  a  hospitable  one. 
"  By  what  means,  Monsignore,"  said  a  tall  dark- 
featured  personage,  advancing  to  him,  "have  we 
the  honour  of  seeing  you  here  ?  We  are  upon  pri 
vate  business." — "  I  come  by  your  o.wn  invitation," 
said  the  ecclesiastic  mildly,  producing  at  the  same 
time  a  letter,  which  was  handed  round  the  circle. 
"  But  this  letter  is  to  the  nuncio  of  his  Holiness ; 
and  it  was  only  from  him  that  we  desired  an  answer 
in  person."  Then,  in  a  higher  tone,  and  half  draw 
ing  his  sword,  an  action  which  was  imitated  by  all, 
"  We  must  know,  reverend  signor,  who  you  are, 
and  by  what  authority  you  have  intruded  yourself 
into  this  room,  or  you  must  prepare  to  receive  the 
reward  due  to  all  spies  and  traitors."  The  vener- 
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able  priest's  countenance  betrayed  the  most  obvious 
alarm;  surrounded  by  this  conflux  of  indignant 
visages,  and  with  twenty  swords  already  flashing 
round  Hs  head,  it  required  more  than  usual  firm 
ness  to  contemplate  his  situation  without  awe.  The 
single  glance  which  he  cast  to  the  door  seemed  to 
say  how  gladly  he  would  have  escaped  from  this 
specimen  of  Hungarian  deliberation.  His  perturba 
tion  evidently  deprived  him  of  defence ;  he  tried  to 
explain  the  cause  of  his  coming ;  he  searched  his 
dress  for  some  paper,  which,  by  his  signs  rather 
than  his  words,  he  intimated,  would  answer  for  his 
character.  He  searched  his  bosom,  all  was  in  vain ; 
his  hands  became  entangled ;  he  made  a  sudden 
step  to  the  door,  but  suspicion  was  now  thoroughly 
roused.  Every  sword  was  flashing  there  against 
his  bosom.  He  tottered  back,  uttered  some  indis 
tinct  sounds  of  terror,  and  fell  fainting  into  a  chair. 

The  question  was  now  how  to  dispose  of  him,  for 
that  he  was  not  the  Cardinal  was  a  matter  of  per 
sonal  knowledge  to  Count  Colvellino,  the  personage 
who  had  first  addressed  him. 

The  Count,  a  man  of  habitual  ferocity,  proposed 
that  he  should  be  stabbed  on  the  spot — an  opinion 
which  met  with  universal  assent ;  but  the  difficulty 
was,  how  to  dispose  of  the  body.  To  bury  it  where 
they  were  was  impossible  for  men  with  no  other 
instruments  than  their  swords  ;  to  fling  it  into  the 
river  would  inevitably  betray  the  murder  by  day- 
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light  j  and  even  to  convey  it  through  the  streets,  to 
the  river  side,  might  be  perilous,  from  the  number 
of  guards  and  loiterers  brought  together  by  the  Im 
perial  residence.  During  the  deliberation  the  old 
ecclesiastic  returned  to  his  senses.  By  some  acci 
dent  his  hand  had  fallen  upon  the  secret  packet 
which  contained  his  credentials;  the  discovery  acted 
on  him  as  a  cure  for  all  his  feebleness  ;  and  in  his 
delivery  of  his  mission  he  even  wore  an  air  of  dig 
nity.  "  The  length  and  haste  of  my  journey  from 
Kome,"  said  the  venerable  man,  "may  apologise, 
most  noble  lords,  for  my  weakness  ;  but  this  paper 
will,  I  presume,  be  satisfactory.  It  is,  as  you  see, 
the  rescript  of  his  Holiness  to  the  Cardinal  di  Lecco, 
whose  servant  and  secretary  stands  before  you.  The 
Cardinal,  suddenly  occupied  by  the  high  concerns 
of  the  Secreta  Concilia,  of  which  he  has  just  been 
appointed  president,  has  sent  me  with  his  signet, 
his  sign-manual,  and  his  instructions,  as  contained 
in  this  cipher,  to  attend  the  high  deliberations  of 
my  most  honoured  Lords,  the  Barons  of  Upper 
Hungary."  The  credentials  were  delivered.  All 
were  authentic.  Colvellino  sullenly  acknowledged 
that  he  had  been  premature  in  condemning  the  Papal 
envoy,  who  now  announced  himself  as  the  Father 
Jiacomo  di  Estrella,  of  the  Friars  Minors  of  the 
Capital ;  and  the  point  at  issue  was  directly  entered 
upon.  It  was  of  a  nature  which  justified  all  their 
caution.  The  Emperor  Leopold  was  supposed  to 
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have  brought  with  him  to  the  throne  some  ideas, 
hostile  alike  to  the  ancient  feudalism  of  Hungary, 
and  the  supremacy  of  the  Koman  See.  Revolution 
was  threatening  in  Europe ;  and  the  Barons  felt 
violent  suspicions  of  a  revolutionary  inroad  on 
their  privileges,  headed  by  the  possessor  of  the 
Imperial  Crown.  The  simple  plan  of  the  con 
spirators  on  this  occasion,  was  the  extinction  of 
the  hazard  by  the  extinction  of  the  instrument. 
Leopold  was  to  be  put  to  death  in  the  moment 
of  his  coronation,  and  the  heir  of  the  former 
royal  race  of  Hungary,  a  monk  in  the  convent 
of  St  Isidore,  was  to  be  placed  on  the  vacant 
throne.  The  debate  lasted  long,  and  assumed 
various  shapes,  in  which  the  Papal  Envoy  exhibited 
the  complete  recovery  of  his  faculties,  and  showed 
singular  vividness  and  subtlety  in  obviating  the 
impediments  started  to  the  project  of  getting  rid  of 
Leopold.  Still,  to  overthrow  an  imperial  dynasty, 
in  the  very  day  when  its  head  was  in  the  fulness 
of  power,  surrounded  by  troops,  and  still  more  pro 
tected  by  the  etiquette  that  kept  all  strangers  at 
a  distance  from  the  royal  person,  had  difficulties 
which  profoundly  perplexed  the  Barons.  But  the 
deed  must  be  done ;  Colvellino,  already  obnoxious 
to  suspicion,  from  his  habitual  love  of  blood  and 
violence  of  life,  led  the  general  opinion.  After  long 
deliberation,  it  was  decided  that,  as  poison  was  slow, 
and  might  fail — as  the  pistol  was  too  public,  might 
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miss  the  mark,  and  but  wound  after  all — the  secure 
way  was  the  dagger.  But  how  was  this  to  find  the 
Emperor,  through  a  host  of  attendants,  who  sur 
rounded  him  like  a  Persian  monarch,  and  through 
ten  thousand  men-at-arms,  covered  with  iron  up  to 
the  teeth,  and  as  watchful  as  wolves  ?  Fra  Jiacomo 
then  made  his  proposal.  "  To  attack  the  Emperor 
in  his  chamber,"  said  he,  "would  be  impossible; 
and,  besides,  would  be  an  unmanliness  disgraceful 
to  the  warlike  spirit  of  the  nobles  of  Hungary." 
All  voices  joined  in  the  sentiment.  "  To  attack 
him  in  his  passage  through  the  streets,  on  the  day 
of  the  coronation,  would  be  equally  impossible,  from 
the  number  of  his  guards,  and  equally  dishonour 
able  to  the  high  character  of  the  Hungarian  nobles 
for  fidelity  to  all  who  trust  them."  A  second  plau 
dit,  almost  an  acclamation,  followed  the  sentiment. 
Fra  Jiacomo  now  paused,  as  evidently  waiting  to 
collect  his  thoughts,  and  asked  in  the  humblest 
voice,  whether  it  was  absolutely  necessary  that  Leo 
pold  should  die  ?  "  He  or  we,"  cried  Colvellino,  in 
dignant  at  the  delay  of  the  timid  old  priest.  "  He 
or  we,"  echoed  all  the  voices.  "  I  obey,"  said  the 
Friar,  with  a  sigh,  and  clasping  his  trembling  hands 
upon  his  bosom.  "It  is  not  for  an  old  monk,  a 
feeble  and  simple  man  like  me,  my  noble  lords,  to 
resist  the  will  of  so  many  destined  to  lead  the  land 
of  their  fathers.  But  let  us,  if  we  must  be  just,  also 
be  merciful.  Let  the  victim  die  at  the  high  altar 
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of  the  cathedral."  A  murmur  rose  at  the  seeming 
profanation.  The  Friar's  sallow  cheek  coloured  at 
this  mark  of  disapproval.  He  was  silent ;  but  Col- 
vellino's  impatience  spoke.  "  Let  us,"  said  he, 
"have  no  womanish  qualms  now;  what  matters  it 
where  or  when  a  tyrant  falls  ?  Church  or  chamber, 
street  or  council,  all  are  alike.  The  only  question 
is,  who  shall  first  or  surest  send  the  dagger  to  his 
heart?  Who  among  us  shall  be  the  liberator  of 
his  country?"  The  question  remained  without  an 
answer.  The  service  was  obviously  a  difficult  one  at 
best,  and  the  Brutus  was  sure  of  being  sacrificed  by 
the  swords  of  the  guards.  "  Cowards  !"  exclaimed 
Colvellino,  u  is  this  your  spirit  ?  'Tis  but  a  moment 
since  you  were  all  ready  to  shed  your  blood  for  the 
death  of  this  German  puppet,  and  now  you  shrink 
like  children."  "  If  it  were  not  in  the  cathedral," 
muttered  some  of  the  conspirators.  "  Fools,"  re 
torted  the  haughty  Count,  "to  such  scruples  all 
places  are  cathedrals.  But  the  cause  shall  not  be 
disgraced  by  hands  like  yours.  Colvellino  himself 
shall  do  it ;  aye,  and  this  good  friar  shall  give  me 
his  benediction  too  on  the  enterprise."  The  ruffian 
burst  out  into  a  loud  laugh.  "  Peace,  my  son," 
said  the  priest,  with  hand  meekly  waving,  and  his 
eyes  fixed  on  the  ground.  "  Let  us  not  disturb  our 
souls,  bent  as  they  are  on  the  pious  services  of  the 
Church  and  his  Holiness  the  father  of  the  faithful, 
by  unseemly  mirth.  But  let  us,  in  all  humility  and 
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sincere  soberness,  do  our  duty.  The  Count  Colvel- 
lino  has  nobly  offered,  with  a  heroism  worthy  of  his 
high  name,  to  consummate  the  freedom  of  the  Hun 
garian  church  and  state.  But  this  must  not  be,  his 
life  is  too  precious.  If  Prince  Octar,  the  last  hope 
of  the  ancient  line  of  Ladislaus,  should  die,  Count 
Colvellino  is  the  rightful  heir.  The  hopes  of  Hun 
gary  must  not  be  sacrificed." 

The  Count's  dark  eye  flashed,  and  his  cheek 
burned  up  with  the  flame  of  an  ambition  which  he 
had  long  cherished,  and  which  had  stimulated  him 
to  this  sudden  and  suspicious  zeal  for  his  country. 
"  The  Emperor  must  not  put  the  crown  of  Hungary 
on  his  head  and  live,"  said  he,  in  a  tone  of  expressed 
scorn  and  hope.  "  To-morrow,"  said  the  Friar,  ris 
ing  as  if  he  could  throw  off  the  infirmities  of  age  in 
the  strength  of  his  resolution — "  To-morrow,  at  the 
moment  of  the  mass,  Leopold  dies,  and  dies  by  my 
hand."  All  stared.  "  Noble  lords,"  said  the  Friar, 
almost  abashed  into  his  former  humility  by  the  sight 
of  so  many  bold  and  proud  countenances  gazing  on 
him,  in  every  expression  of  surprise,  doubt,  wonder, 
and  applause — "Noble  lords,"  he  pursued,  "  what  is 
my  life  that  I  should  value  it,  except  as  the  means 
of  serving  his  Holiness  and  this  illustrious  country, 
which  has  for  so  many  centuries  been  the  most  faith 
ful  daughter  of  the  Church  ?  To  me  life  and  death 
are  the  same.  But  I  shall  not  die.  My  sacred 
function  to-morrow  will  bring  me  close  to  the  Em- 
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peror  unsuspected.  I  shall  be  among  the  prelates 
who  lead  him  up  to  the  altar.  At  the  moment  when 
he  takes  the  crown  into  his  hand,  and  before  he  has 
profaned  it  by  its  resting  on  his  brow,  Hungary 
shall  be  free." 

A  loud  outcry  of  admiration  burst  from  the  whole 
assembly.  Colvellino  alone  seemed  to  resent  the 
loss  of  the  honour.  His  countenance  lowered,  and 
grasping  the  self-devoted  Friar's  sleeve,  he  said,  in 
a  tone  of  wrath  but  ill  stifled,  "  Friar,  remember 
your  promise.  No  parleying  now.  No  scruples. 
Beware  of  treachery  to  the  cause.  But  to  make  all 
secure,  I  tell  you  that  you  shall  be  watched.  As 
Grand  Chamberlain,  I  myself  shall  be  on  the  steps 
of  the  altar,  and  the  slightest  attempt  at  evasion 
shall  be  punished  by  a  dagger  at  least  as  sharp  as 
ever  was  carried  by  a  priest  in  either  church  or 
chamber."  Fra  Jiacomo  bowed  his  head  to  his 
girdle,  and  only  asked,  in  a  tone  of  the  deepest 
meekness,  "Count,  have  I  deserved  this ?  Noble 
lords  of  Hungary,  have  I  deserved  this  ?  Is  trea 
son  laid  rightly  to  my  charge  ?  If  you  doubt  me, 
let  me  go/'  He  turned  to  the  door  as  he  spoke, 
but  even  Colvellino's  disdain  felt  the  folly  of  losing 
so  willing  an  accomplice,  and  one  who,  besides, 
was  now  so  much  master  of  the  conspiracy.  "  Well, 
then,  so  be  it,"  murmured  the  Count ;  "  the  cause 
will  be  disgraced  by  the  instrument.  But  this  Em 
peror  at  least  will  molest  Hungary  no  more."  Fra 
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Jiacomo  bowed  but  the  deeper.  All  was  now  con 
certed  for  the  deed.  The  conspirators  were  ap 
pointed  to  wait  in  the  church  of  Saint  Veronica, 
behind  the  cathedral,  for  the  signal  of  Leopold's 
death,  and  thence  to  proceed  to  the  convent  where  the 
heir  of  Ladislaus  was  kept,  and  proclaim  him  King. 
Colvellino  listened  to  the  latter  part  of  the  arrange 
ment  with  a  smile  of  scorn.  They  were  separated 
by  the  sound  of  the  cannon  announcing  the  dawn 
of  the  great  ceremonial. 


The  morning  of  the  coronation  found  all  Pres- 
burg  awake.  The  streets  were  thronged  before  day 
with  citizens;  nobles  hastening  to  the  palace;  troops 
moving  to  their  various  posts  in  the  ceremony  ; 
peasants  pouring  in  from  all  the  provinces,  in  all 
the  wild  festivity  and  uncouth  dialects  of  the  land 
of  the  Huns.  Then  came  the  magnates,  riding  on 
their  richly-caparisoned  horses,  and  followed  by 
their  long  train  of  armed  attendants,  a  most  bril 
liant  and  picturesque  display.  The  equipages  con 
tained  all  that  the  kindgom  could  boast  of  female 
beauty  and  high  birth,  and  the  whole  formed  a 
singular  and  vivid  contrast  of  the  strange,  the 
lovely,  the  bold,  and  the  graceful,  the  rude  and  the 
magnificent,  the  Oriental  and  the  Western — all  that 
a  feudal,  half-barbarian  people  could  exhibit  of  wild 
exultation — and  all  that  an  empire  as  old  as  Charle- 
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magne  could  combine  of  antique  dignity  and  civil 
ised  splendour. 

The  sun,  which  so  seldom  condescends  to  shine 
on  regal  processions,  threw  his  most  auspicious 
beams  on  the  city  of  Presburg  on  this  memorable 
day.  But  it  was  in  the  cathedral  that  all  the  opu 
lence  of  the  imperial  and  national  pomp  was  dis 
played.  The  aisles  were  hung  with  tapestry  and 
banners  of  the  great  feudal  families,  and  crowded 
with  the  body-guards  of  the  Emperor,  and  the 
richly-costumed  heydukes  and  chasseurs  of  the 
Hungarian  lords.  The  centre  aisle  was  one  canopy 
of  scarlet  tissue,  covering,  like  an  immense  tent,  the 
royal  train,  the  great  officers  of  the  court,  and  the 
Emperor  as  he  waited  for  the  consecration.  Farther 
on,  surrounding  the  high  altar,  stood  a  circle  of  the 
Hungarian  prelacy  in  their  embroidered  robes,  sur 
rounding  the  Archbishop  of  Presburg,  and  in  their 
umnoving  splendour  looking  like  a  vast  circle  of 
images  of  silver  and  gold.  Above  them  all,  glitter 
ing  in  jewels,  looked  down  from  clouds  of  every 
brilliant  dye,  and  luminous  with  the  full  radiance 
of  the  morning,  the  Virgin  Mother,  in  celestial 
beauty,  the  patroness  of  Presburg,  a  wonder-work 
ing  Madonna,  "  whom  Jews  might  kiss,  and  infidels 
adore." 

At  length,  to  the  sound  of  unnumbered  voices, 
and  amid  the  flourish  of  trumpets,  and  the  roar  of 
cannon  from  all  the  bastions,  Leopold  entered  the 
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golden  rails  of  the  altar,  ascended  the  steps,  followed 
by  the  great  officers  of  the  kingdom,  and  laid  his 
hand  upon  the  crown.  At  that  moment  the  Grand 
Chamberlain,  Count  Colvellino,  had  knelt  before 
him  to  present  the  book  of  the  oath  by  which  he 
bound  himself  to  maintain  the  rights  and  privileges 
of  Hungary.  In  the  act  of  pronouncing  the  oath 
the  Emperor  was  seen  to  start  back  suddenly,  and 
the  book  fell  from  his  hand.  At  the  same  moment 
a  wild  scream  of  agony  rang  through  the  cathedral ; 
there  was  a  manifest  confusion  among  the  prelacy ; 
the  circle  was  broken,  some  rushed  down  the  steps ; 
some  retreated  to  the  pillars  of  the  high  altar ;  and 
some  seemed  stooping,  as  if  round  one  who  had 
fallen.  Vases,  flowers,  censers,  images — all  the 
pompous  ornaments  which  attend  the  Komish 
ritual  on  its  great  days — were  trampled  under  foot 
in  the  tumult ;  and  prelate,  priest,  and  acolyte  were 
flung  together  in  the  terror  of  the  time.  The  first 
impression  of  all  was,  that  the  Emperor  had  been 
assassinated,  and  the  startled  flying  nobles,  and  the 
populace  at  the  gates,  spread  the  report  through 
the  city,  with  the  hundred  additions  of  popular 
alarm.  But  the  imperial  body-guard  instantly  draw 
ing  their  swords,  and  pressing  their  way  through 
the  nobles  and  multitude  up  to  the  altar,  soon 
proved  that  the  chief  terror  was  unfounded,  by 
bringing  forward  the  Emperor  in  their  midst,  and 
showing  him  to  the  whole  assemblage  unhurt.  He 
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was  received  with  an  acclamation  that  shook  the 
dome. 

But  blood  had  been  spilled — the  Grand  Cham 
berlain  was  found  pierced  to  the  heart.  He  had 
died  at  the  instant  from  the  blow.  But  by  whom 
he  was  thus  foully  murdered,  or  for  what  cause, 
baffled  all  conjecture.  The  general  idea,  from  the 
position  in  which  he  fell,  was,  that  he  had  offered 
his  life  for  the  Emperor's  ;  had  thrown  himself  for 
ward  between  his  royal  master  and  the  assassin, 
and  had  been  slain  by  accident  or  revenge.  Leo 
pold  recollected,  too,  that,  in  the  act  of  taking  the 
book  of  the  Oath,  he  had  felt  some  hand  pluck  his 
robe ;  but,  on  looking  round,  had  seen  only  the 
Grand  Chamberlain  kneeling  before  him.  Inquiry 
was  urged  in  all  quarters,  but  in  vain.  Colvellino 
was  a  corpse ;  he  remained  bathed  in  his  loyal 
blood,  the  heroic  defender  of  his  liege  lord,  the 
declared  victim  of  his  loyalty ;  and  a  reward  of  a 
thousand  ducats  was  declared  on  the  spot  by  his 
indignant  sovereign,  for  the  discovery  of  the  mur 
derer.  The  gates  of  the  cathedral  were  instantly 
closed  ;  strict  search  was  made,  but  totally  in  vain. 
Order  was  slowly  restored.  But  the  ceremony  was 
too  important  to  be  delayed.  The  crown  was  placed 
upon  the  Imperial  brow,  and  a  shout  like  thunder 
hailed  Leopold  "  King  of  Hungary."  In  courts  all 
things  are  forgotten. 

As  the  stately  procession  returned  down  the  aislo 
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all  was  smiles  and  salutation,  answered  by  the  noble 
ladies  of  the  court  and  provinces,  who  sat  ranged 
down  the  sides  according  to  their  precedency,  under 
pavilions  tissued  with  the  arms  of  the  great  Hun 
garian  families.  In  this  review  of  the  young,  the 
lovely,  and  the  high-born,  all  eyes  gave  the  prize 
of  beauty,  that  prize  which  is  awarded  by  spon 
taneous  admiration,  and  the  long  and  lingering 
gaze  of  silent  delight,  to  the  Princess  of  Marosin. 
Her  dress  was,  of  course,  suitable  to  her  rank  and 
relationship  to  the  imperial  line,  all  that  magnifi 
cence  could  add  to  the  natural  grace,  or  dignity  of 
the  form  ;  but  there  was  in  her  countenance  a  re 
markable  contrast  to  the  general  animation  of  the 
youthful  and  noble  faces  round  her — a  melancholy 
that  was  not  grief,  and  a  depth  of  thought  that  was 
not  reverie,  which  gave  an  irresistible  superiority 
to  features,  which,  under  their  most  careless  aspect, 
must  have  been  pronounced  formed  in  the  finest 
mould  of  nature.  Her  eyes  were  cast  down,  and 
even  the  slight  bending  of  her  head  had  a  degree 
of  mental  beauty.  It  was  clearly  the  unconscious 
attitude  of  one  whose  thoughts  were  busied  upon 
other  things  than  the  pomps  of  the  hour.  It  might 
have  been  the  transient  regret  of  a  lofty  spirit  for 
the  transitory  being  of  all  those  splendours  which 
so  few  years  must  extinguish  in  the  grave  ;  it 
might  have  been  the  reluctance  of  a  generous  and 
free  spirit  at  the  approach  of  that  hour  which  would 
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see  her  hand  given  by  Imperial  policy  where  her 
heart  disowned  the  gift ;  it  might  be  patriot  sorrow 
for  the  fallen  glories  of  Hungary ;  it  might  be 
romance  ;  it  might  be  love.  But  whatever  might 
be  the  cause,  all  remarked  the  melancholy,  and  all 
felt  that  it  gave  a  deep  and  touching  effect  to  her 
beauty,  which  fixed  the  eye  on  her  as  if  spell-bound. 
Even  when  the  Emperor  passed,  and  honoured  the 
distinguished  loveliness  of  his  fair  cousin  by  an 
especial  wave  of  his  sceptred  hand,  she  answered  it 
by  scarcely  more  than  a  lower  bend  of  the  head,  and 
the  slight  customary  pressure  of  the  hand  upon  the 
heart.  With  her  glittering  robe,  worth  the  pur 
chase  of  a  principality,  drawn  round  her  as  closely 
as  if  it  were  the  common  drapery  of  a  statue,  she 
sat  not  unlike  the  statue  in  classic  gracefulness,  but 
cold  and  uninoving  as  the  marble. 

But  all  this  was  suddenly  changed.  As  the  pro 
cession  continued  to  pass  along,  some  object  ar 
rested  her  glance  which  penetrated  to  her  heart. 
Her  cheek  absolutely  burned  with  crimson ;  her 
eye  flashed  ;  her  whole  frame  seemed  to  be  instinct 
with  a  new  principle  of  existence  ;  with  one  hand 
she  threw  back  the  tresses,  heavy  with  jewels,  that 
hung  over  her  forehead,  as  if  they  obstructed  her 
power  of  following  the  vision  ;  with  the  other  she 
strongly  attempted  to  still  the  beatings  of  her  heart; 
and  thus  she  remained  for  a  few  moments,  as  if 
unconscious  of  the  place,  of  the  time,  and  of  the 
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innumerable  eyes  of  wonder  and  admiration  that 
were  fixed  upon  her.  There  she  sat — her  lips  apart, 
her  breath  suspended,  her  whole  frame  fevered  with 
emotion,  the  statue  turned  to  life — all  beauty,  feel 
ing,  amaze,  passion.  But  a  new  discharge  of  can 
non,  a  new  flourish  of  trumpet  and  cymbal,  as  the 
Emperor  reached  the  gates  of  the  cathedral,  and 
appeared  before  the  assembled  and  shouting  thou 
sands  without,  urged  on  the  procession.  The  magic 
was  gone.  The  countenance,  this  moment  like  a 
summer  heaven,  with  every  hue  of  loveliness  flying 
across  it  in  rich  succession,  was  the  next  colourless. 
The  eye  was  again  veiled  in  its  long  lashes  ;  the 
head  was  again  dejected ;  the  marble  had  again 
become  classic  and  cold  ;  the  beauty  remained,  but 
the  joy,  the  enchantment,  was  no  more. 

The  Baron  von  Herbert  was  sitting  at  a  desk  in 
the  armoury  of  the  palace.  Javelins  rude  enough 
to  have  been  grasped  by  the  hands  of  the  primordial 
Huns  ;  bone-headed  arrows  that  had  pierced  the 
gilded  corslets  of  the  Greeks  of  Constantinople  ; 
stone  axes  that  had  dashed  their  rough  way  through 
the  iron  headpieces  of  many  a  son  of  Saxon  chivalry; 
and  the  later  devices  of  war — mail,  gold-enamelled, 
silver-twisted,  purple-grained — and  Austrian,  Ital 
ian,  and  Oriental  escutcheons  gleamed,  frowned, 
gloomed,  and  rusted,  in  the  huge  effigies  of  a  line 
of  warriors,  who,  if  weight  of  limb,  and  sullenness 
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of  visage,  are  the  elements  of  glory,  must  have 
fairly  trampled  out  all  Greek  and  all  Roman 
fame. 

A  key  turned  in  the  door,  and  the  Emperor  en 
tered  hastily,  and  in  evident  perturbation.  He 
turned  the  key  again  as  he  entered.  The  Baron 
stopped  his  pen,  and  awaited  the  commands  of  his 
sovereign.  But  Leopold  was  scarcely  prepared  to 
give  counsel  or  command.  He  threw  a  letter  on 
the  table. 

"  Read  this,  Von  Herbert,"  said  he,  "  and  tell  me 
what  you  think  of  it.  Is  it  an  impudent  falsehood, 
or  a  truth,  concerning  the  public  safety  ?  Read  it 
again  to  me." 

The  Baron  read : — 

"  Emperor,  you  think  yourself  surrounded  by 
honest  men.  You  are  mistaken.  You  are  sur 
rounded  by  conspirators.  You  think  that,  in  offer 
ing  a  reward  for  Colvellino's  murderer,  you  are 
repaying  a  debt  of  gratitude.  You  are  mistaken. 
You  are  honouring  the  memory  of  a  murderer.  You 
think  that,  in  giving  the  hand  of  the  Princess  of 
Marosin  to  Prince  Charles  of  Buntzlau,  you  are  unit 
ing  two  persons  of  rank  in  an  honourable  marriage. 
You  are  mistaken.  You  are  pampering  a  coxcomb's 
vanity,  and  breaking  a  noble  heart.  You  think 
that,  in  sending  your  Pandours  to  scour  the  country, 
you  can  protect  your  court,  your  palace,  or  yourself. 
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I  have  strong  reason  to  think  he  used  but  as  a  step 
to  objects  of  a  more  daring  ambition." 

"  But  his  death — his  courageous  devotion  of  him 
self — the  dagger  in  his  heart !  "  exclaimed  the 
Emperor. 

"  They  perplex,  without  convincing  me,"  said 
the  Baron. 

He  looked  again  at  the  letter,  and  came  to  the 
words,  "  Breaking  a  noble  heart." 

"  What  can  be  the  meaning  of  this  ? "  asked 
Leopold,  angrily.  "  Am  I  not  to  arrange  the  alli 
ances  of  my  family  as  I  please  ?  Am  I  to  forfeit 
my  word  to  my  relative,  the  Prince  of  Buntzlau, 
when  he  makes  the  most  suitable  match  in  the 
empire  for  my  relative  the  Princess  of  Marosin  ? 
This  is  mere  insolence,  read  no  more." 

The  Baron  laid  down  the  letter,  and  stood  in 
silence. 

"  Apropos  of  the  Princess,"  said  Leopold,  willing 
to  turn  the  conversation  from  topics  which  vexed 
him,  "has  there  been  any  further  intelligence  of 
her  mysterious  purchase — that  far-famed  plunder  of 
the  Turk,  her  Hungarian  chef  d'ceuvre  ?  " 

"  If  your  Majesty  alludes  to  the  Princess's  very 
splendid  watch/'  said  the  Baron,  "I  understand 
that  all  possible  inquiry  has  been  made,  but  with 
out  the  effect  of  tracing  any  connection  between  its 
sale  and  the  unfortunate  assassination  of  the  Turk 
ish  envoy." 
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"  So,  my  cousin,"  said  the  Emperor,  with  a  half 
smile,  "  is  to  be  set  down  by  the  scandalous  Chron 
icle  of  Presburg  as  an  accomplice  in  rifling  the 
pockets  of  Mohammed  ?  But  the  whole  place  seems 
full  of  gipsyism,  gossiping,  and  juggling.  I  should 
not  wonder  if  that  superannuated  belle,  the  Countess 
Joblonsky,  lays  the  loss  of  herpendule  to  my  charge, 
and  that  the  Emperor  shall  quit  Hungary  with  the 
character  of  a  receiver  of  stolen  goods." 

"  Your  Majesty  maybe  the  depredator  to  a  much 
more  serious  extent,  if  you  will  condescend  but  to 
take  the  Countess's  heart  along  with  you,"  said  the 
Colonel,  with  a  grave  smile.  "  It  is,  I  have  no 
doubt,  too  loyal  not  to  be  quite  at  your  Majesty's 
mercy." 

"  Hah  !  "  said  Leopold  ;  "  I  must  be  expeditious 
then,  or  she  will  be  devote,  or  in  the  other  world — 
incapable  of  any  love  but  for  a  lapdog,  or  turned 
into  a  canonised  saint.  But  in  the  mean  time  look 
to  these  nobles.  If  conspiracy  there  be,  let  us  be 
ready  for  it.  I  have  confidence  in  your  Pandours. 
They  have  no  love  for  the  Hungarians.  Place  a 
couple  of  your  captains  in  my  antechamber.  Let 
the  rest  be  on  the  alert.  You  will  be  in  the  palace, 
and  within  call,  for  the  next  forty-eight  hours/' 

The  Emperor  then  left  the  room.  Von  Herbert 
wrote  an  order  to  the  Major  of  the  Pandours  for  a 
detachment  to  take  the  duty  of  the  imperial  apart 
ments.  The  evening  was  spent  at  the  opera,  fol- 
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lowed  by  a  court  ball ;  and  the  Emperor  retired, 
more  than  satisfied  with  the  dancing  loyalty  of  the 
Hungarian  beaux  and  belles. 

The  night  was  lovely,  and  the  moon  shone  with 
full-orbed  radiance  upon  the  cloth  of  gold,  em 
broidered  velvet  curtains,  and  high  enchased  silver 
sculptures  of  the  imperial  bed.  The  Emperor  was 
deep  in  a  midsummer  night's  dream  of  waltzing 
with  a  dozen  winged  visions,  a  ballet  in  the  Grand 
Opera  given  before  their  Majesties  of  Fairyland,  on 
the  occasion  of  his  arrival  in  their  realm.  He  found 
his  feet  buoyant  with  all  the  delightful  levity  of  his 
new  region  ;  wings  could  not  have  made  him  spurn 
the  ground  with  more  rapturous  elasticity.  The 
partner  round  whom  he  whirled  was  Oberon's  young 
est  daughter,  just  come  from  a  finishing  school  in 
the  Evening  Star,  and  brought  out  for  the  first  time. 
But  a  sudden  sound  of  evil  smote  his  ear;  every 
fairy  drooped  at  the  instant;  he  felt  his  winged 
heels  heavy  as  if  they  were  booted  for  a  German 
parade ;  his  blooming  partner  grew  dizzy  in  the 
very  moment  of  a  whirl,  and  dropped  fainting  in 
his  arms;  Titania,  with  a  scream,  expanded  her 
pinions,  and  darted  into  the  tops  of  the  tallest  trees. 
Oberon,  with  a  frown,  descended  from  his  throne, 
and  stalked  away  in  indignant  majesty. 

The  sound  was  soon  renewed ;  it  was  a  French 
quadrille,  played  by  a  Golden  Apollo  on  the  harp — 
9  Q 
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a  sound,  however  pleasing  to  earthly  ears,  too  coarse 
for  the  exquisite  sensibilities  of  more  ethereal  tem 
pers.  The  God  of  Song  was  sitting  on  a  beautiful 
pendule,  with  the  name  of  Sismonde  conspicuous  on 
its  dial  above,  and  the  name  of  the  Countess  Job- 
lonsky  engraved  on  its  marble  pedestal  below.  The 
Emperor  gazed  first  with  utter  astonishment,  then 
with  a  burst  of  laughter ;  his  words  had  been  veri 
fied.  He  was  in  a  new  position.  He  was  to  be 
the  "receiver  of  stolen  goods"  after  all.  But  in 
the  moonlight  lay  at  his  feet  a  paper ;  it  contained 
these  words  : — "  Emperor — You  have  friends  about 
you,  on  whom  you  set  no  value ;  you  have  ene 
mies,  too,  about  you,  of  whom  you  are  not  aware. 
Keep  the  pendule ;  it  will  serve  to  remind  you  of 
the  hours  that  may  pass  between  the  throne  and 
the  dagger.  It  will  serve,  also,  to  remind  you  how 
few  hours  it  may  take  to  bring  a  noble  heart  to  the 
altar  and  to  the  grave.  The  toy  is  yours.  The 
Countess  Joblonsky  has  already  received  more  than 
its  value. 

SPERANSKI." 


The  Countess  Joblonsky  had  been  the  handsomest 
woman  in  Paris  twenty  years  before.  But  in  Paris, 
the  reign  of  beauty  never  lasts  supreme  longer 
than  a  new  Opera — possibly,  among  other  reasons, 
for  the  one  that  both  are  exhibited  without  mercy 
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for  the  eyes  or  ears  of  mankind.  The  Opera  dis 
plays  its  charms  incessantly,  until  all  that  remain 
to  witness  the  triumph  are  the  fiddlers  and  the 
scene-shifters.  The  Belle  electrifies  the  world  with 
such  persevering  attacks  on  their  nervous  system, 
that  it  becomes  absolutely  benumbed.  A  second 
season  of  triumph  is  as  rare  for  the  Belle  as  the 
Opera,  and  no  man  living  ever  has  seen,  or  will  see, 
a  third  season  for  either.  The  Countess  retired  at 
the  end  of  her  second  season,  like  Diocletian,  but 
not,  like  Diocletian,  to  the  cultivation  of  cabbages. 
She  drew  off  her  forces  to  Vienna,  which  she  entered 
with  the  air  of  a  conqueror,  and  the  rights  of  one ; 
for  the  fashion  that  has  fallen  into  the  "  sere  and  yel 
low  leaf"  in  Paris,  is  entitled  to  consider  itself  in  full 
bloom  at  Vienna.  At  the  Austrian  capital  she  carried 
all  before  her,  for  the  time.  She  had  all  the  first  of 
the  very  first  circle  in  her  chains.  All  the  Arch 
dukes  were  at  her  bidding ;  were  fed  at  her  petits 
soupers  of  five  hundred  hungry  noblesse,  en  comite  ; 
were  pilfered  at  her  loto-tables ;  were  spell-bound 
by  her  smiles,  laughed  at  in  her  boudoir,  and  success 
ively  wooed  to  make  the  fairest  of  Countesses  the 
haughtiest  of  Princesses.  Still  the  last  point  was 
incomplete, — she  was  still  in  widowed  loveliness. 

The  coronation  suddenly  broke  up  the  Vienna 
circle.  She  who  had  hitherto  led  or  driven  the 
world,  now  condescended  to  follow  it ;  and  the 
Countess  instantly  removed  her  whole  establish- 
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ment,  her  French  Abbe,  her  Italian  Chevaliers,  or- 
dinaires  and  extraordinaires,  her  Flemish  lapdogs, 
her  Ceylonese  monkeys,  and  her  six  beautiful  Polish 
horses,  to  Presburg,  with  the  determination  to  die 
devote,  or  make  an  impress  on  the  imperial  soul, 
which  Leopold  should  carry  back,  and  the  impres 
sion  along  with  it,  to  Vienna.  But  cares  of  state 
had  till  now  interposed  a  shield  between  the  Em 
peror's  bosom  and  the  lady's  diamond  eyes.  She 
had  at  last  begun  actually  to  despair ;  and  on  this 
morning  she  had  summoned  her  Abbe  to  teach  her 
the  most  becoming  way  for  a  beauty  to  renounce 
the  world.  She  was  enthroned  on  a  couch  of  rose- 
coloured  silk,  worthy  of  Cytherea  herself,  half-sit 
ting,  half-reposing,  with  her  highly  rouged  cheek 
resting  on  her  snowy  hand,  that  hand  supported  on 
a  richly  bound  volume  of  the  Life  of  La  Valliere, 
delicious  model  of  the  wasted  dexterity,  cheated 
ambition,  and  profitless  passion  of  a  court  beauty, 
and  her  eyes  gazing  on  the  letter  which  this  pretty 
charlatan  wrote  on  her  knees,  in  the  incredible  hope 
of  making  a  Frenchman  feel.  The  Countess  decided 
upon  trying  the  La  Valliere  experiment  upon  the 
spot,  writing  a  letter  to  the  Emperor,  declaring  the 
"  secret  flame  which  had  so  long  consumed  her," 
"  confessing"  her  resolution  to  fly  into  a  convent, 
and  compelling  his  obdurate  spirit  to  meditate  upon 
the  means  of  rescuing  so  brilliant  an  ornament  of 
his  court  from  four  bare  walls,  the  fearful  sight  of 
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monks  and  nuns,  and  the  performance  of  matins  and 
vespers  as  duly  as  the  day. 

At  this  critical  moment,  one  of  the  imperial  car 
riages  entered  the  porte  cochere.  A  gentleman  of 
the  court,  stiff  with  embroidery,  and  stiffer  with 
Austrian  etiquette,  descended  from  it,  was  intro 
duced  by  the  pages  in  attendance,  and  with  his 
knee  almost  touching  the  ground,  as  to  the  future 
possessor  of  the  diadem,  presented  to  the  Countess 
a  morocco  case.  It  contained  a  letter.  The  perusal 
of  the  missive  brought  into  the  fair  reader's  face  a 
colour  that  fairly  outburned  all  the  labours  of  her 
three  hours'  toilette.  It  requested  the  Countess 
Joblonsky's  acceptance  of  the  trifle  accompanying 
the  note,  and  was  signed  Leopold.  The  case  was 
eagerly  opened.  A  burst  of  brilliancy  flashed  into 
the  gazer's  eyes.  It  was  the  superb  watch,  the 
long-talked  of — the  watch  of  the  Princess  Ma- 
rosin,  and  now  given  as  an  acknowledgment  of 
the  personal  superiority  of  her  handsome  compe 
titor.  She  saw  a  crown  glittering  in  strong  ima 
gination  above  her  head.  The  Life  of  La  Val- 
liere  was  spurned  from  her.  The  Abbe  was  in 
stantly  countermanded.  The  Countess  had  given 
up  the  nunnery ;  she  ordered  her  six  Polish  steeds, 
and  drove  off  to  make  her  acknowledgments  to  the 
Emperor  in  person. 

But  what  is  the  world?  The  Countess  had  come 
at  an  inauspicious  time.  She  found  the  streets 
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crowded  with  people  talking  of  some  extraordinary 
event,  though  whether  of  the  general  conflagration, 
or  the  flight  of  one  of  the  Archduchesses,  it  was 
impossible  to  discover  from  the  popular  ideas  on 
the  subject.  Further  on,  she  found  her  progress 
impeded  by  the  troops.  The  palace  was  double- 
guarded.  There  had  evidently  been  some  formid 
able  occurrence.  A  scaffold  was  standing  in  the 
court,  with  two  dead  bodies  in  the  Pandour  uniform 
lying  upon  it.  Cannon,  with  lighted  matches,  were 
pointed  down  the  principal  streets.  The  regiment 
of  Pandours  passed  her,  with  Yon  Herbert  at  their 
head,  looking  so  deeply  intent  upon  something  or 
other,  that  she  in  vain  tried  to  obtain,  a  glance  to 
wards  her  equipage.  The  Pandours,  a  gallant-look 
ing  but  wild  set,  rushed  out  of  the  gates,  and  gal 
loped  forward  to  scour  the  forest  like  wolf-dogs  in 
full  cry.  The  regiment  of  Imperial  Guards,  with 
Prince  Charles  of  Buntzlau  witching  the  world  with 
the  best-perfumed  pair  of  mustaches,  and  the  most 
gallantly  embroidered  mantle  in  any  hussar  corps 
in  existence,  rode  past,  with  no  more  than  a  bow. 
All  was  confusion,  consternation,  and  the  clank  of 
sabre-sheaths,  trumpets,  and  kettle-drums.  The 
Countess  gave  up  the  day  and  the  diadem,  returned 
to  her  palace,  and  began  the  study  of  La  Valliere 
again. 

The  story  at  length  transpired.     The  Emperor's 
life  had  been  attempted.     His  own  detail  to  his 
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Privy  Council  was — That  before  daylight  he  had 
found  himself  suddenly  attacked  in  his  bed  by  ruf 
fians.  His  arms  had  been  pinioned  during  his 
sleep.  He  called  out  for  the  Pandour  officers  who 
had  been  placed  in  his  antechamber;  but  to  his 
astonishment,  the  flash  of  a  lamp,  borne  by  one  of 
the  assailants,  showed  him  those  Pandours  the 
most  active  in  his  seizure.  Whether  their  purpose 
was  to  carry  him  off,  or  to  kill  him  on  the  spot ;  to 
convey  him  to  some  cavern  or  forest,  where  they 
might  force  him  to  any  conditions  they  pleased,  or 
to  extinguish  the  imperial  authority  in  his  person 
at  once,  was  beyond  his  knowledge  ;  but  the  vigour 
of  his  resistance  had  made  them  furious,  and  the 
dagger  of  one  of  the  conspirators  was  already  at 
his  throat,  when  he  saw  the  hand  that  held  it  lop 
ped  off  by  the  sudden  blow  of  a  sabre  from  behind. 
Another  hand  now  grasped  his  hair,  and  he  felt  the 
edge  of  a  sabre,  which  slightly  wounded  him  in  the 
neck,  but  before  the  blow  could  be  repeated,  the 
assailant  fell  forward,  with  a  curse  and  a  groan,  and 
died  at  his  feet,  exclaiming  that  they  were  betrayed. 
This  produced  palpable  consternation  among  them  ; 
and  on  hearing  a  sound  outside,  like  the  trampling 
of  the  guards  on  their  rounds,  they  had  silently 
vanished,  leaving  him  bleeding  and  bound.  He 
had  now  made  some  effort  to  reach  the  casement 
and  cry  out  for  help,  but  a  handkerchief  had  been 
tied  across  his  face,  his  arms  and  feet  were  fastened 
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by  a  scarf,  and  he  lay  utterly  helpless.  In  a  few 
moments  after,  he  heard  steps  stealing  along  the 
chamber.  It  was  perfectly  dark ;  he  could  see 
no  one  ;  but  he  gave  himself  up  for  lost.  The  voice, 
however,  told  him  that  there  was  no  enemy  now 
in  the  chamber,  and  offered  to  loose  the  bandage 
from  his  face,  on  condition  that  he  would  answer 
certain  questions.  The  voice  was  that  of  an  old 
man,  said  he,  but  there  was  a  tone  of  honesty  about 
it  that  made  me  promise  at  once. 

"  I  have  saved  your  life,"  said  the  stranger ; 
"  what  will  you  give  me  for  this  service?" 

"If  this  be  true,  ask  what  you  will." 

•  '  I  demand  a  free  pardon  for  the  robbery  of  the 
Turkish  courier,  for  shooting  the  Turkish  envoy, 
and  for  stabbing  the  Grand  Chamberlain  in  your 
presence." 

"  Are  you  a  fool  or  a  madman  who  ask  this  ?" 

"  To  you  neither.  I  demand,  further,  your  par 
don  for  stripping  Prince  Charles  of  Buntzlau  of  his 
wife  and  his  whiskers  together — for  marrying  the 
Princess  of  Marosin — and  for  turning  your  Majesty 
into  an  acknowledged  lover  of  the  Countess  Job- 
lonsky." 

"  Who  and  what  are  you  ?  Villain,  untie  my 
hands." 

The  cord  was  snapped  asunder. 

"  Tell  me  your  name,  or  I  shall  call  the  guards, 
and  have  you  hanged  on  the  spot" 
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"  My  name  !"  the  fellow  exclaimed,  with  a  laugh, 
— "  Oh,  it  is  well  enough  known  everywhere, — at 
court,  in  the  cottages,  in  the  city,  and  on  the  high 
road — by  your  Majesty's  guards,  and  by  your  Ma 
jesty's  subjects.  I  am  the  Pandour  of  Pandours — 
your  correspondent,  and  now  your  cabinet  counsel 
lor.  Farewell,  Emperor,  and  remember — Speran- 
skil" 

"The  cords  were  at  the  instant  cut  from  my  feet. 
I  sprang  after  him  ;  but  I  might  as  well  have  sprung 
after  my  own  shadow.  He  was  gone — but  whether 
into  the  air  or  the  earth,  or  whether  the  whole  dia 
logue  was  not  actually  the  work  of  my  own  imagin 
ation,  favoured  by  the  struggle  with  the  conspirators, 
I  cannot  tell  to  this  moment.  One  thing,  however, 
was  unquestionable,  that  I  had  been  in  the  hands 
of  murderers,  for  I  stumbled  over  the  two  bodies  of 
the  assassins  who  were  cut  down  in  the  melee.  The 
first  lamp  that  was  brought  in  showed  me  also,  that 
the  two  Pandour  captains  had  been  turned  into  the 
two  Palatines  of  Sidlitz  and  Frankerin,  but  by  what 
magic  I  cannot  yet  conjecture." 

A  more  puzzling  affair  never  had  bewildered  the 
high  and  mighty  functionaries  of  the  imperial  court. 
They  pondered  upon  it  for  the  day,  and  they  might 
have  added  the  year  to  their  deliberations  without 
being  nearer  the  truth.  The  roll  of  the  Pandours 
had  been  called  over.  None  were  missing  except 


58  TALES  FROM   "  BLACK  WOOD." 

the  two  captains ;  and  certainly  the  two  conspira 
tors,  though  in  the  Pandour  uniform,  were  not  of 
the  number. 

More  perplexity  still.  The  imperial  horse-guards 
returned  in  the  evening  terribly  offended  by  a 
day's  gallop  through  the  vulgarity  of  the  Hungarian 
thickets,  but  suffering  no  other  loss  than  of  a  few 
plumes  and  tassels,  if  we  except  one,  of  pretty 
nearly  the  same  kind,  Prince  Charles  of  Buntzlau. 
The  Prince  had  been  tempted  to  spur  his  charger 
througli  a  thicket.  He  led  the  way  in  pursuit  of 
the  invisible  enemy ;  he  never  came  back.  His 
whole  regiment  galloped  after  him  in  all  directions. 
They  might  as  well  have  hunted  a  mole ;  he  must 
have  gone  under  ground — but  where,  was  beyond 
the  brains  of  his  brilliantly  dressed  troopers.  He 
was  un  prince  perdu. 

Leopold  was  indignant  at  this  frolic,  for  as  such 
he  must  conceive  it ;  and  ordered  one  of  his  aides- 
de-camp  to  wait  at  the  quarters  of  the  corps,  until 
the  future  bridegroom  grew  weary  of  his  wild-goose 
chase,  and  acquaint  him  that  the  next  morning  was 
appointed  for  his  marriage.  But  he  returned  not. 

Next  morning  there  was  another  fund  of  indig 
nation  prepared  for  the  astonished  Emperor.  The 
bride  was  as  undiscoverable  as  the  bridegroom. 
The  palace  of  the  Princess  de  Marosin  had  been 
entered. in  the  night;  but  her  attendants  could  tell 
no  more  than  that  they  found  her  chamber  doors 
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open,  and  their  incomparable  tenant  flown,  like  a 
bird  from  its  gilded  cage.  All  search  was  made, 
and  made  in  vain.  The  Prince  returned  after  a 
week's  detention  by  robbers  in  a  cave.  He  was  ill 
received.  Leopold,  astonished  and  embarrassed, 
conscious  that  he  was  treading  on  a  soil  of  rebellion, 
and  vexed  by  his  personal  disappointments,  broke 
up  his  court,  and  rapidly  set  out  for  the  hereditary 
dominions. 

He  had  subsequently  serious  affairs  to  think  of. 
The  French  interest  in  Turkey  roused  the  Ottoman 
to  a  war.  Orders  were  given  for  a  general  levy 
through  the  provinces,  and  the  Emperor  himself 
commenced  a  tour  of  .inspection  of  the  frontier  lying 
towards  Koumelia.  In  the  Croatian  levy,  he  was 
struck  peculiarly  with  the  Count  Corneglio  Banca- 
leone,  Colonel  of  a  corps  of  Pandours,  eminent  for 
beauty  of  countenance  and  dignity  of  form ;  for  acti 
vity  in  the  manoeuvres  of  his  active  regiment,  and 
one  of  the  most  popular  of  the  nobles  of  Croatia. 
Tbe  Emperor  expressed  himself  so  highly  gratified 
with  the  Count's  conduct,  that,  as  a  mark  of  honour, 
he  proposed  to  take  up  his  quarters  in  the  palace. 
The  Count  bowed ;  reluctance  was  out  of  the  ques 
tion.  The  Emperor  came,  and  was  received  with 
becoming  hospitality ;  but  where  was  the  lady  of 
the  mansion?  She  was  unfortunately  indisposed. 
The  Emperor  expressed  his  regret,  and  the  apology 
was  accepted ;  but  in  the  evening,  while,  after  a 
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day  of  reviews  and  riding  through  the  Croatian  hills, 
he  was  enjoying  the  lovely  view  of  the  sun  going 
down  over  the  Adriatic,  and  sat  at  a  window  covered 
with  fruits  and  flowers,  inipearled  with  the  dew  of 
a  southern  twilight,  a  Hungarian  song  struck  his 
ear,  that  had  been  a  peculiar  favourite  of  his  two 
years  before,  during  his  stay  in  Presburg.  He  in 
quired  of  the  Count  who  was  the  singer.  Banca- 
leone's  confusion  was  visible.  In  a  few  moments 
the  door  suddenly  opened,  and  two  beautiful  infants, 
who  had  strayed  away  frpm  their  attendants,  ram 
bled  into  the  room.  The  Count  in  vain  attempted 
to  lead  them  out.  His  imperial  guest  was  dolighted 
with  them,  and  begged  that  they  might  be  allowed 
to  stay. 

The  eldest  child,  to  pay  his  tribute  to  the  success 
ful  advocate  on  the  occasion,  repeated  the  Hungarian 
song.  "Who  had  taught  him?"  "  His  mother, 
who  was  a  Hungarian."  Bancaleone  rose  in  evident 
embarrassment,  left  the  room,  and  shortly  returned 
leading  that  mother.  She  fell  at  the  Emperor's  feet. 
She  was  the  Princess  of  Marosin,  lovelier  than  ever; 
with  the  glow  of  the  mountain  air  on  her  cheek,  and 
her  countenance  lighted  up  with  health,  animation, 
and  expressive  beauty.  .  Leopold  threw  his  arms 
round  his  lovely  relative,  and  exhibited  the  highest 
gratification  in  finding  her  again,  and  finding  her  so 
happy. 

But  sudden  reflections  covered  the  imperial  brow 
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with  gloom.  The  mysterious  deaths,  the  conspira 
cies,  the  sanguinary  violences  of  Presburg,  rose  in 
his  mind,  and  he  felt  the  painful  necessity  of  explan 
ation. 

Bancaleone  had  left  the  room  ;  but  an  attendant 
opened  the  door,  saying  that  a  Pandour  had  brought 
a  despatch  for  his  Majesty.  The  Pandour  entered, 
carrying  a  portefeuille  in  his  hand.  The  Emperor 
immediately  recognised  him,  as  having  often  at 
tracted  his  notice  on  parade,  by  his  activity  on 
horseback  and  his  handsome  figure.  After  a  few 
tours  d'addresse,  which  showed  his  skill  in  disguise, 
the  Count  threw  off  the  Pandour,  and  explained  the 
mystifications  of  Presburg. 

"  I  had  been  long  attached,"  said  he,  u  to  the 
Princess  of  Marosin,  before  your  Majesty  had  ex 
pressed  your  wishes  in  favour  of  the  alliance  of 
Prince  Charles  of  Buntzlau.  I  immediately  formed 
the  presumptuous  determination  of  thwarting  the 
Prince's  objects.  I  entered,  by  the  favour  of  my' 
old  friend,  Colonel  von  Herbert,  as  a  private  in  his 
Pandours,  and  was  thus  on  the  spot  to  attend  to 
my  rival's  movements.  The  Pandours  are,  as  your 
Majesty  knows,  great  wanderers  through  the  woods, 
and  one  of  them,  by  some  means  or  other,  had  found, 
or  perhaps  robbed,  a  part  of  the  Turkish  courier's 
despatches.  These  despatches  he  showed  to  a  com 
rade,  who  showed  them  to  me ;  they  were  of  im 
portance,  for  they  developed  a  plot  which  the 
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Turks  were  concerting  with  some  profligate  nobles 
of  Presburg,  to  carry  off  your  Majesty  into  the 
Turkish  dominions,  a  plot  which  waited  only  for 
the  arrival  of  the  Turkish  envoy.  I  got  leave  of 
absence,  joined  some  of  the  rabble  of  gypsies  who 
tell  fortunes,  and  rob  when  they  have  no  fortunes 
to  tell.  We  met  the  Turk,  a  melee  ensued,  he  was 
unfortunately  killed ;  but  I  secured  the  despatches. 
The  Turk  deserved  his  fate  as  a  conspirator.  His 
papers  contained  the  names  of  twenty  Magnates, 
all  purchased  by  Turkish  gold.  The  Magnates 
were  perplexed  by  his  death.  They  now  waited 
for  the  arrival  of  a  Romish  priest,  who  was  to  man 
age  the  ecclesiastical  part  of  your  Majesty's  murder. 
I  went  into  the  woods  again,  caught  the  Cardinal 
alive  on  his  march,  put  him  into  the  hands  of  the 
gypsies,  who,  feeling  no  homage  for  his  vocation, 
put  him  on  a  sanative  and  antipolitical  regimen  of 
bread  and  water  for  a  fortnight,  and  then  dismissed 
him  over  the  frontier.  On  the  day  of  the  corona 
tion,  your  Majesty  was  to  have  died  by  the  hands 
of  Colvellino.  I  volunteered  the  office.  Colvellino 
followed  me,  to  keep  me  to  rny  duty.  I  plucked 
your  robe  to  put  you  on  your  guard  ;  saw  the  Grand 
Chamberlain's  dagger  drawn  to  repay  me  for  my 
officiousness,  and  in  self-defence  was  forced  to  use 
my  own.  He  was  a  traitor,  and  he  died  only  too 
honourable  a  death." 

"  But  the  magic  that  changed  the  Pandour  cap- 
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tains  into  Palatines  ?  That  Speranski  too, -who  had 
the  impudence  to  lecture  me  in  my  bonds  ?  "  asked 
the  Emperor,  with  a  smile. 

"  All  was  perfectly  simple,"  said  the  Count;  "the 
two  captains  were  invited  to  a  supper  in  the  palace, 
which  soon  disqualified  them  for  taking  your  Ma 
jesty's  guard.  Their  uniforms  were  then  given  to 
two  of  the  Palatines,  who  undertook  to  carry  off 
your  Majesty,  or  kill  you  in  case  of  resistance.  But 
no  man  can  work  without  instruments.  One  of  the 
gypsies,  who  was  to  have  acted  as  postilion  on  the  oc 
casion,  sold  his  employment  for  that  night  to  another, 
who  sold  his  secret  to  me.  I  remained  in  the  next 
chamber  to  your  Majesty's  during  the  night.  I  had 
posted  a  dozen  of  the  Pandours  within  call,  in  case 
of  your  being  in  actual  danger.  But  my  first  pur 
pose  was  to  baffle  the  conspiracy  without  noise ; 
however,  the  ruffians  were  more  savage  than  I  had 
thought  them,  and  I  was  nearly  too  late.  But  two 
strokes  of  the  sabre  were  enough,  and  the  two  Pala 
tines  finished  their  career  as  expeditiously  at  least 
as  if  they  had  died  upon  the  scaffold.  In  this 
portefeuille  are  the  Turk's  despatches,  the  Car 
dinal's  prayers,  Colvellino's  plot,  and  the  Magnate's 
oaths." 

Leopold  rose  and  took  him  by  the  hand.  "  Count, 
you  shall  be  my  aide-de-camp,  and  a  general.  You 
deserve  every  praise  that  can  be  given  to  skill  and 
courage.  But  the  watch,  the  pendule,  the  trap  for 
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that  prince  of  parroquets,  Bnntzlau  ?  "  said  Leopold, 
bursting  out  into  a  laugh  fatal  to  all  etiquette. 

"  Your  Majesty  will  excuse  me,"  said  the  Count; 
"  these  are  a  lady's  secrets,  or  the  next  to  a  lady's, 
a  man  of  fashion's.  Mystification  all.  Magic  every 
where  ;  and  it  is  not  over  yet.  The  Vienna  paper 
this  morning  met  my  astonished  eye  with  a  full 
account  of  the  marriage  of  his  Serene  Highness  of 
Buntzlau  with  the  illustrious  widow  of  the  Count 
Lublin  nee  Joblonsky.  Capitally  matched.  He 
brings  her  his  ringlets,  she  brings  him  lier  rouge. 
He  enraptures  her  witli  the  history  of  his  loves ; 
she  can  give  him  love  for  love  at  least.  He  will 
portion  her  with  his  debts,  and  she  is  as  equal  as  any 
Countess  in  Christendom  to  return  the  politeness  in 
kind.  Vive  Ic  beau  marriage !  A  coxcomb  is  the 
true  cupidon  for  a  coquette  all  over  the  world." 
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CHAPTER    I. 


TAQUELINE  TRIQUET  was  the  daughter  ot  a 
*•"  proprietaire,  or  ownei,  of  a  very  small  farm, 
near  a  village  in  the  Bourbonnois,  the  real  name  of 
which  it  might  be  dangerous  to  state,  for  reasons 
that  will  be  apparent  to  such  of  our  fair  readers  as 
may  condescend  patiently  to  toil  through  what  is 
to  follow.  Let  it  therefore  be  called,  after  the 
patron  saint  of  France,  St  Denis. 

Jaqueline,  our  heroine,  was  about  the  middle 
height  of  her  sex,  but  had  the  appearance  of  being 
somewhat  shorter,  in  consequence  of  the  rather 
masculine  breadth  of  her  frame  and  vigorous  "  de 
velopment"  of  muscle.  These  were,  however,  great 
advantages  to  one  compelled  to  live  a  life  of  labour, 
and  to  associate  with  persons  of  a  class  not  particu 
larly  celebrated  for  delicacy  of  manners  or  feeling  ; 
and  of  these  advantages  Jaqueline  evinced  that  she 
was  perfectly  aware,  by  frequently  asserting  that 
she  was  "  not  afraid  of  any  man." 

9  R 
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Her  other  personal  qualifications  were  a  compact, 
round,  good-humoured-looking  countenance,  with 
two  very  bright  black  useful  eyes,  which  had  an  odd 
way  of  trying  to  look  at  each  other — a  propensity 
that,  if  not  over-v-iolent,  has  been  pronounced  ex 
ceedingly  attractive  by  many  connoisseurs  of  beauty. 
But,  alas  I  Jaqueline  was  no  beauty,  whatever  she 
might  have  been  in  early  youth ;  for  that  dreadful 
enemy  of  fair  faces,  the  small-pox,  had  attacked  her 
in  his  angry  mood,  and  sadly  disfigured  every  charm 
save  that  over  which  even  he  hath  no  power,  the 
all-pleasing  expression  of  good-humour.  So  that 
remained  for  Jaqueline  ;  and  not  that  alone.  Not 
merely  was  the  cheerful  outward  sign  upon  her 
homely  sunburnt  countenance,  but  the  blessed  re 
ality  was  within ;  and  there  was  not  a  meriier, 
more  industrious,  nor  lighter-hearted  lass  in  the 
whole  commune.  Artless,  simple,  and  kind  to  all, 
she  was  a  general  favourite  ;  and  with  general  fa 
vour  she  remained  apparently  quite  content,  till 
certain  of  her  younger  companions  got  married,  and 
then  she  felt  occasionally  dull — she  knew  not  why. 

"  It  is  not  that  I  envy  them,  I  am  sure,"  said 
she  to  herself  in  one  of  her  musing  fits ;  "  no— I 
rejoice  in  their  happiness.  If  Franchette  had  not 
married  Jean  Clement,  I  am  sure  I  never  should, 
even  if  he  had  asked  me,  which  he  never  did.  And 
then  Jaques  Eoget,  and  Pierre  Dupin,  and  Philippe 
Chamel — bless  them  all,  and  their  wives  too,  I  say ! 
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I  wish  them  happy ;  I'm  sure  I  do.  I  don't  envy 
them  ;  I'm  sure  I  don't.  And  yet — yet — I  can't 
think  what's  the  matter  with  me  !" 

Poor  Jaqueline's  was  no  very  -uncommon  case. 
She  was  not  in  love  with  any  particular  person. 
Her  heart  was  her  own,  and  a  good  warm  heart  it 
was,  and  she  felt  conscious  that  it  was  well  worth 
somebody's  winning  ;  therefore  it  is  no  marvel  that 
at  last  she  breathed  a  secret  wish  that  somebody 
would  set  about  the  task  in  earnest. 

Such  was  the  state  of  her  feelings  when  her 
father,  who  was  a  widower,  resolved  to  intrust  her 
with  the  management  of  certain  affairs  in  the  way 
of  business  at  Moulin s,  which  he  had  hitherto  al 
ways  attended  to  personally. 

"  The  change  will  do  you  good,  my  child,"  said 
he  ;  "  and  Madame  Margot  will  be  delighted  to  see 
you,  if  it  were  only  for  your  poor  dear  mother's 
sake,  rest  her  soul!  She  always  asks  after  you, 
and  has  invited  me  to  bring  you  with  me  a  thou 
sand  times.  So  you  may  be  sure  of  a  welcome  from 
her.  And  Nicolas  is  a  good  lad  too,  and  has  man 
aged  the  business  admirably  since  his  father's 
death,  though  he  is  sucli  a  lively  fellow  that  one 
could  hardly  expect  it.  He'll  chaperon  you,  and 
do  the  aimable,  no  doubt.  So,  vale!  never  fear. 
And  if  you  find  yourself  happy  with  them,  and 
Madame  presses  you  to  stay — why,  it's  only  August 
now,  ana  i  shaVt  want  you  home  till  the  vintage — 
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so,  do  as  you  like,  my  good  child ;  I  can  trust 
you." 

The  journey  to  Moulins  was  little  more  than  ten 
leagues ;  but  travelling  in  the  cross-roads  of  the 
Bourbonnois  is  a  very  rough  and  tedious  affair.  To 
Jaqueline  it  appeared  the  most  important  event  in 
her  life  ;  and  as  she  rode,  in  the  cool  of  a  Monday 
morning,  upon  her  father's  nag,  to  a  neighbouring 
farmer's,  about  two  leagues  on  her  way,  she  felt 
half  inclined  to  turn  back,  and  request  to  be  left  at 
home  in  quiet,  rather  than  go  on  to  be  mingled  in 
scenes  of  gaiety,  wherein  something  whispered  to 
her  that  she  was  not  likely  to  be  very  happy.  But 
the  congratulations  of  the  said  farmer's  daughters, 
who  all  declared  how  much  they  envied  her,  and 
how  delighted  they  should  be  to  be  in  her  place,  to 
which,  perhaps,  may  be  added  the  invigorating 
effects  of  a  most  unromantic,  substantial  breakfast, 
caused  a  marvellous  change  in  her  feelings,  inso 
much  that  she  appeared  the  merriest  of  the  party, 
as  they  walked  afterward  to  the  summit  of  a  rising 
ground,  from  which  her  further  progress  on  foot 
into  the  high-road  might  be  clearly  indicated. 
There,  after  receiving  minute  instructions,  by  at 
tending  to  which  she  was  assured  that  it  was  im 
possible  she  could  mistake  her  way,  she  took  leave 
of  her  friends,  with  the  feeling  that  she  was  about 
to  be  launched  into  a  new  sort  of  world. 

The  sun  shone  brightly,  the  birds  sang  merrily, 
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and  ever  and  anon  a  passing  breeze  rustled  cheer 
fully  the  foliage  above  and  all  around,  as  Jaqueliue 
stepped  lightly  on,  scarcely  encumbered  by  her  not 
very  elegant  nor  ponderous  bundle,  containing 
much  less  than  the  fair  sex  usually  require  when 
going  on  a  visit.  But  this  lightness  of  wardrobe 
caused  the  not  least  agreeable  of  her  anticipations, 
as  her  father  had  given  her  a  carte  blanche  to  sup 
ply  its  defects  from  the  magasins  of  Moulins,  stipu 
lating  only  that  in  her  headgear  there  should  be 
no  deviation  from  the  established  costume  of  their 
ancestresses,  who,  from  generation  to  generation, 
had  worn,  or  rather  carried,  perched  forward  upon 
their  caps,  the  small,  boat-like,  diminutive-crowned 
hat  called  La  Fougere. 

Now,  whether  she  had  been  thinking  too  much 
about  how  her  new  fougere  should  be  trimmed,  or 
that  the  plain  directions  of  her  friends  were  too 
perplexingly  minute  to  be  borne  clearly  in  memory, 
cannot  be  ascertained ;  but  at  a  spot  where  a  single 
footpath  became  double,  she  hesitated  and  looked 
round,  and  endeavoured  to  recollect.  There  was 
no  one  near  to  bias  her  choice ;  so  she  decided  for 
herself,  and  took  the  left  path,  uttering  the  self- 
comforting  ejaculation — "  I  am  sure  that  this  is  the 
right."  Therefore  she  walked  briskly  on,  till  vis 
ited  by  unpleasant  misgivings  that  her  steps  had 
deviated  too  far  to  the  left ;  and  then  followed 
doubt  upon  doubt,  fast  walking,  stopping,  hesita- 
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tion,  and  looking  about,  as  usual  in  such  cases,  till 
it  became  too  evident  that  she  had  contrived  to  do 
that  which  her  kind  friends  pronounced  to  be  impos 
sible.  She  had  lost  her  way. 

Now,  losing  one's  way  is  far  from  agreeable, 
even  to  common,  everyday  people  ;  but  when  such 
a  misfortune  occurs  to  heroines,  it  is  a  much  more 
serious  piece  of  business,  inasmuch  as  their  blun 
dering  always  exercises  an  evil  influence  over  the 
weather.  No  matter  how  fine  and  cloudless  the 
day  may  have^  previously  been,  no  sooner  is  a  he 
roine  bewildered,  and,  amid  unknown  tracks,  com 
pelled  to  "  give  it  up "  as  a  too-puzzling  riddle, 
than  all  the  elements  combine  to  increase  her  per 
plexity.  The  thunders  incontinently  commence 
growling  over  her  head,  the  vivid  lightning  flashes 
all  around,  the  winds  blow  a  hurricane,  and  down 
comes  the  rain  like  a  cataract.  The  moral  intended 
to  be  drawn  from  such  often-repeated  disasters  pro 
bably  is,  that  young  ladies  should  be  careful  of  their 
footsteps  ;  for  certainly  the  elements  of  society  are 
not  less  pitiless  to  an  erring  female  than  are  those 
of  nature  toward  a  lost  heroine. 

Jaqueline's  predicament  was  no  exception  to  the 
general  rule,  which  is  not  surprising,  as  the  sudden 
and  violent  summer  storms  of  the  Bourbonnois  are 
proverbial.  However,  before  she  was  quite  "  wet 
through,"  she  had  the  heroine's  usual  good-luck  of 
finding  shelter  in  the  ruins  of  an  old  castle,  to  which 
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she  was  guided  by  the  welcome  sight  of  a  small 
wreath  of  smoke,  ascending  from  a  corner  of  the 
dilapidated  building.  After  peeping  cautiously 
from  behind  the  open  folding-shutter  of  an  un- 
glazed  window,  and  ascertaining  the  sex  of  the 
lonely  tenant,  she  ventured  to  enter,  and  was  most 
kindly  welcomed  by  an  aged  woman,  whose  bodily 
infirmities  had  in  no  degree  affected  the  organs  of 
speech.  So  Jaqueline  soon  had  the  consolation  of 
learning  how  and  where  she  had  missed  her  way, 
and  also  of  hearing  many  particulars  of  her  hostess's 
life,  which  need  not  be  repeated  here.  The  best  of 
the  affair,  however,  was,  that  the  old  body  had  both 
the  means  and  the  inclination  to  make  her  guest 
comfortable.  There  was  plenty  of  dry  wood  piled 
up  in  the  corner  of  the  room,  and  it  was  not  spared. 
The  fire  crackled  and  blazed  cheerfully ;  and  then 
she  placed  certain  culinary  earthen  vessels  upon 
and  around  it,  and  at  the  end  of  a  string  in  the 
front  suspended  a  fowl,  over  the  roasting  of  which 
she  sate  down  to  watch  and  talk. 

The  rain  still  continued,  and  Jaqueline  felt  grate 
ful;  therefore,  after  some  little  necessary  attention  to 
her  dress,  she  thought  she  could  not  do  better  than, 
as  the  phrase  is,  "  make  herself  generally  useful." 
So  she  bustled  about,  and  evinced  a  knowledge  of 
the  menage  and  the  cuisine  that  raised  her  greatly  in 
the  estimation  of  her  entertainer. 

The  wing  of  a  fowl,  and  une  petite  goutte  of  wine, 
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in  a  tumbler  of  water,  is  the  usual  allowance  for 
French  heroines.  How  far  Jaqueline  surpassed 
them  need  riot  be  told ;  but,  by  the  time  their 
dinner  was  ended,  she  and  the  ancient  dame  seemed 
quite  upon  the  footing  of  old  acquaintance. 

"  Ah  1 "  continued  the  old  woman  (for  she  had 
talked  continuously) — "  Ah  1  I  like  you,  my  good 
girl  I've  taken  a  fancy  to  you ;  and  when  I  take 
a  fancy  to  anybody,  I  can  do  something — hem  1 " 

"  You  have  been  very  kind  to  me,"  said  Jaque 
line — "  very  kind  ;  and  you  may  depend  upon  it  I 
shall  not  be  ungrateful.  You  must  come  and  pay 
me  a  visit  in  October,  at  the  vintage,  and  then " 

a  You'll  be  very  glad  to  see  me,"  continued  the 
old  woman.  "  That's  what  you  mean  to  say,  I  know. 
Well,  well,  there's  time  enough  for  that ;  but — now, 
now — tell  me  !  Isn't  there  anything  that  I  can  do 
for  you  now  ?  Haven't  you  some  wish  ?  " 

u  Only  that  you  would  be  so  good  as  to  show  me 
the  way  to  the  Cock  and  Bottle,  in  the  high-road," 
replied  Jaqueline,  to  the  apparent  great  amuse 
ment  of  the  old  crone,  who  cackled  immoderately 
till  a  fit  of  coughing  compelled  her  to  take  a  few 
more  sips  of  wine,  of  which  Jaqueline  began  to 
suspect  she  had  already  taken  quite  enough. 

"  Excuse  my  laughing,  my  child,"  said  she  at 
length — "  but  really  your  mistake  was  so  diverting. 
I  meant  to  talk  of  more  serious  things — of  your  pro 
spects  in  life — of  your  wishes  particularly.  Young 
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people  always  have  wishes.  Ay  1  I  see  by  that  smile 
that  you  Lave.  There — that's  understood — and 
now  tell  me  what  it  is." 

Here  followed  a  long  confabulation,  in  which 
Jaqueline  revealed  all  the  particulars  of  her  birth, 
parentage,  and  education  ;  and  eventually  the  old 
body  wormed  out  of  her  the  secret  that  she  did 
really  wish  the  other  sex  would  pay  her  somewhat 
more  marked  attention. 

"  But  can't  you  name  any  particular  one  whom 
you  should  prefer?"  was  the  next  question;  "if 
.you  can,  don't  be  afraid  to  tell  me.  No  one  else 
shall  know  it,  and  I'm  sure  I  could  manage  it. 
What's  his  name?" 

Jaqueline  replied  that  she  felt  no  decided  pre- 
ference  for  any  one,  and  added  merrily,  "  Let  them 
come  and  offer  themselves — that's  all  I  wish.  No 
matter  how  many  of  them.  It  will  be  time  enough 
then  for  me  to  make  my  choice." 

"  Perhaps  you  might  find  that  difficult  if  they 
were  very  numerous,"  observed  her  hostess.  "  I 
remember,  when  I  was  about  your  age,  there  was 
— heigho  !  never  mind  !  That's  all  gone  by,  and 
so  it's  of  no  use  talking  about  it.  Come,  let  us  go 
out  and  look  at  the  weather.  Something  tells  me 
that  you  will  not  be  able  to  go  farther  to-night. 
There's  another  storm  brewing,  or  I  am  much  mis 
taken."  Jaqueline's  arm  on  the  left,  and  a  crutch- 
headed  stick  on  the  right,  supported  the  old  lady 
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as  they  walked  round  and  about  the  ruins  of  the 
castle,  every  part  of  which  she  explained  the  former 
uses  of,  with  an  accurracy  that  might  have  satisfied 
the  most  curious  inquirer,  but  which  quite  be 
wildered  our  heroine.  What  people  could  have 
wanted  with  so  many  different  salons,  galleries,  and 
apartments,  was  to  her  quite  a  mystery,  and  she 
gazed  upon  the  massive  thickness  of  the  walls  with 
feelings  approaching  to  reverence.  Consequently, 
when  they  were  driven  in  by  the  promised  storm, 
she  was  precisely  in  the  right  state  of  mind  to  be 
strongly  impressed  by  the  awful  long  stories  that 
her  hostess  had  to  relate  of  and  concerning  the 
former  owners  of  the  place.  She  told  how  the 
castle  had  been  ransacked  and  set  on  fire  at  the 
Kevolution,  and  how  Monsieur  le  Comte  de  Montjeu 
and  his  family  made  their  escape  into  foreign 
parts,  and  were  not  heard  of  till  after  the  Restora 
tion,  when  the  young  Comte  Henri,  whom  she  had 
nursed  when  an  infant,  suddenly  made  his  appear 
ance.  Of  him  she  spake  in  raptures.  He  had 
purchased  the  site  of  the  ruins,  and  some  land  ad 
jacent,  and  would  doubtless  some  day  restore  all 
to  its  former  splendour,  as  he  held  some  very  lu 
crative  appointment  at  Paris.  Moreover,  she  de 
scribed  him  as  a  very  handsome  young  man,  though 
she  feared  that  he  was  somewhat  too  much  addicted 
to  gallantry  and  gaiety.  But  then,  she  added, 
that  was  a  family  failing,  and  put  her  in  mind  of 
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some  passage  in  the  life  of  his  grandfather,  which 
she  immediately  proceeded  to  relate;  and  so  on, 
and  on,  and  on  continuously,  as  though  reading 
from  a  book,  went  the  old  lady  with  her  long  tales ; 
and  Jaqueline  listened,  first  with  curiosity,  then 
from  complaisance  (as  it  was  evident  that  the  nar 
rator  took  pleasure  in  her  own  performance),  and  at 
length  with  a  rather  dim  apprehension  of  what  she 
heard.  This  may  be  accounted  for,  either  by  her 
not  being  able  to  sleep  on  the  previous  night,  for 
thinking  of  her  intended  journey,  or  from  the  fatigue 
and  exposure  to  sunshine  and  storm  during  the 
day,  or  by  her  hostess's  hospitable  entertainment 
at  dinner  and  supper  (the  latter  meal  forming  an 
interlude  between  two  of  the  long  stories),  or  by 
Ihe  whole  combined.  But  be  the  cause  what  it 
may,  she  nodded,  as  most  folks  would  under  similar 
circumstances,  and  then  w^as  suddenly  aroused  by 
missing  the  monotonous  tones  of  her  entertainer,  to 
whom  she  apologised,  and  shook  herself  into  an 
attentive  attitude.  The  apology  was  graciously 
received,  and  Jaqueline's  drowsiness  dispelled  for  a 
while  by  a  legend  about  a  spring,  just  at  the  bot 
tom  of  the  hill,  the  water  of  which  was  reported  to 
have  the  power  of  causing  young  maidens,  who 
drank  thereof,  to  become  wonderfully  fascinating, 
and  to  attract  lovers  of  every  degree. 

"  You  shall  take  a  draught  of  it  in  the  morning, 
ma  bonne,"  she  said.     "  Don't  be  afraid ;  you  will 
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have  your  wish  before  you  come  back  from  Mou- 
lins,  I'm  pretty  sure.  If  not,  however,  call  upon 
me  on  your  way  back.  However,  take  the  water 
in  the  morning.  Perhaps  it  mayn't  operate  im 
mediately,  but  perhaps  it  may  ;  for  I  remember 
hearing  of  two  young  ladies  who  " — and  off  went 
the  old  lady  into  another  long  story  about  romantic 
lovers  of  high  degree  ;  and  the  result  of  all  was, 
that  Jaqueline  went  late  to  bed,  with  her  head  full 
of  strange  and  multitudinous  fancies. 


CHATTER    11. 

"WHAT  a  lovely  morning  it  is  I  "  thought  Jaque 
line.  "  How  pure  and  delicious  the  water  of  this 
spring  looks  !  As  to  what  the  old  lady  eays  about 
its  wonderful  qualities,  I  can't  believe  that;  but, 
however,  I  will  taste  it.  There  !  oh,  how  cool  and 
refreshing ! " 

Suddenly  there  was  heard  the  sound  of  a  horn 
at  a  short  distance,  and  a  moment  after  a  hunting 
party  came  galloping  toward  the  fountain.  Jaque 
line  would  have  hid  herself,  but  it  was  too  late ; 
and  ere  she  had  decided  in  what  direction  to  make 
her  escape,  a  young,  handsome,  elegantly  dressed 
cavalier,  who  led  the  party,  threw  himself  from  his 
horse,  and,  respectfully  approaching  her,  begged 
that  she  would  not  be  alarmed. 
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"  Thank  ye  I"  said  Jaquelirie;  "no,  I  an't  fright 
ened  ;  only  I  stopped  just  to  see  which  way  you 
was  a-galloping,  because  I  don't  want  to  be  run 
over." 

"  Charming  creature  1 "  exclaimed  the  cavalier, 
u  do  you  suppose  it  possible  that  any  human  being 
would  hurt  a  hair  of  your  head  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know  about  that/'  replied  Jaqueline. 
"  All  as  I  can  say  is,  that  I  don't  know  any  reason 
why  they  should  ;  for  I  never  did  no  harm  to  no 
body  as  I  know  of." 

"  Never,  I  am  sure/'  said  the  young  man.  "  No ; 
innocence  and  benevolence  are  too  plainly  expressed 
in  every  feature  of  that  lovely  countenance.  May 
I  cT.ave  to  know  by  what  happy  chance  you  have 
been  led  to  this  sequestered  spot  ?  " 

"  I  can't  see  exactly  as  that's  any  business  of 
yours,"  replied  Jaqueline  ;  "  howsomever,  if  you 
must  know,  I'm  going  to  the  Cock  and  Bottle  in 
the  high-road,  where  I  hope  to  find  a  patache  to 
take  me  to  Moulins  ;  so,  as  the  good  old  dame  is 
asleep,  and  I  don't  like  to  wake  her,  if  you  or  some 
of  your  people  will  direct  me,  I  shall  feel  obliged 
to  you  :  but  I'll  thank  you  not  to  give  me  no  more 
of  your  fine  speeches,  that's  all." 

"  A  miracle  I  She  despises  flattery  !  "  exclaimed 
the  enraptured  youth,  clasping  his  hands  together; 
and  then,  without  farther  ceremony,  he  threw  him 
self  upon  his  knees,  made  a  regular  fervent  offer  of 
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himself  and  fortune,  declared  himself  to  be  the 
Comte  Henri  de  Montjeu,  and,  seizing  the  hard 
hand  of  his  inamorata,  pressed  it  to  his  lips. 

"  Drat  the  man  !  He's  mad  !  "  cried  Jaqueline, 
attempting  to  extricate  her  hand  ;  but,  the  moment 
after,  finding  that  he  did  not  bite  it,  she  allowed  it 
to  remain  where  it  was,  and,  heaving  a  sigh  of 
compassion,  said  to  herself,  "  What  a  pity  I  He  is 
so  very  handsome  I " 

"Ha!"  exclaimed  the  Comte,  "you  sigh!  You 
pity  me,  and  pity  is — Well,  well.  What  more  can 
I  expect  at  present  ?  I  have  been  rash.  I  have 
alarmed  you,  I  fear;  but  henceforth  I  will  be  calm," 
and  he  got  up  and  gave  himself  a  violent  slap  on 
the  forehead  to  prove  his  intention. 

"Ah!"  thought  Jaqueline,  "you  may  knock:,, 
but  there's  nobody  at  home,  I  guess.  Bless  my 
heart !  what  a  pity,  so  handsome  as  you  are  ! " 

"  I  will  believe  that  by  time  and  opportunity,  and 
the  most  devoted  attentions,  I  may  at  length  hope 
to  excite  an  interest  in  your  heart?"  said  the  Comte 
inquiringly,  and  again  taking  her  hand. 

"  The  best  way  is  to  humour  him,  I  suppose," 
thought  Jaqueline,  as  she  replied,  "  Very  likely 
you  may,  for  I  can't  say  but  I'm  sorry  for  you. 
Howsomever,  you  must  mind  and  behave  yourself." 

This  encouragement  exhilarated  the  Comte  so 
powerfully,  that,  after  uttering  sundry  brief  rhap 
sodies,  his  lips  approached  so  near  her  sunburnt 
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cheeks,  that  he  seemed  on  the  point  of  forgetting 
her  injunctions  concerning  his  behaviour,  when  she 
called  him  to  order  by  the  ejaculation  of  "Paws 
off  1 "  on  hearing  which  he  bowed  low,  and  retired 
to  give  certain  instructions  to  his  followers.  These 
were  executed  with  wonderful  rapidity ;  for  Jaque- 
line  had  barely  time  to  tuck  up  and  adjust  her 
clothes  for  running,  or,  as  she  called  it,  "  make  a 
bolt,"  when  she  found  herself  surrounded  by  the 
horsemen,  one  of  whom,  the  ugliest  of  the  lot,  was 
mounted  before  a  pillion,  upon  which  the  Comte 
begged  he  might  have  the  honour  of  placing  her. 
To  this,  after  some  demur,  she  submitted,  because 
escape  on  foot  now  seemed  impossible  ;  but  no 
sooner  had  she  taken  her  seat,  than  she  whispered 
in  the  ear  of  the  man  before  her,  "  Your  master's 
mad,  that's  clear.  So  contrive,  if  you  can,  to 
le.fc  us  get  away  from  him  j  and  if  you  take  me 
Safe  to  the  Cock  and  Bottle,  I'll  not  stand  upon 
trifles,  but  make  it  worth  your  while.  What  d'ye 
say?" 

"  What  do  I  say?"  replied  the  man,  in  the  same 
low  tone,  and  looking  round  with  a  most  hideous 
leer.  "  I  say  that  I  wouldn't  mind  going  all  over 
the  world  for  you,  without  fee  or  reward,  except, 
perhaps" — (and  he  smacked  his  thick  wide  lips  too 
significantly) — "for  I'm  blessed  if  you  ain't  just 
about  the  nicest  girl  I  ever  clapped  my  eyes  on." 
And  again  he  leered  so  frightfully,  that  Jaqueline 
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would  have  jumped  down  had  she  not  been  strapped 
to  the  pillion. 

"  The  holy  Virgin  protect  me,"  she  murmured  ; 
"  what  sort  of  folks  have  I  got  among?"  and  she 
looked  round  timidly,  but  could  discern  no  cause 
for  alarm,  unless  it  were  that  the  eyes  of  all  the 
party  seemed  fixed  upon  her,  and  every  counte 
nance  was  expressive  of  deep  admiration.  This  was 
certainly  a  sort  of  homage  to  which  she  had  been 
unused,  and  probably,  on  that  account,  acted  more 
strongly  on  her  feelings  ;  for  she  immediately  de 
cided  that  such  handsome,  agreeable  faces  could 
belong  only  to  men  utterly  devoid  of  evil  inten 
tions.  Having  thus  made  up  her  mind,  she  rather 
enjoyed  the  first  part  of  her  ride,  as  they  bounded 
along  merrily  across  the  country,  and  the  Comte 
rode  by  her  side,  ever  and  anon  making  observa 
tions  and  complimentary  speeches,  to  which  sli3 
usually  replied  by  hoping  that  they  were  in  the 
right  road  to  the  Cock  and  Bottle. 

"  Soyez  tranquille  I "  was  his  invariable  answer 
to  that  question  ;  and  so  they  held  on  their  way, 
till  they  arrived  at  a  large  house,  into  the  court 
yard  of  which  he  led  the  cavalcade,  and  then,  dis 
mounting  from  his  horse,  he  informed  her  that  she 
was  at  her  journey's  end,  and  assisted  her  to  alight 
at  the  principal  entrance,  which  seemed  to  her  more 
fit  for  a  palace  than  an  inn. 

"You  will  please  to  take  every  care  of  this  young 
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lady,  for  my  sake,  my  good  Madame  Rigaud,"  said 
the  Comte  to  an  elderly  female,  who  stood,  with 
several  livery  servants,  in  the  hall. 

"This  way,  Mademoiselle,"  said  the  said  house 
keeper,  with  a  curtsy,  and  she  led  Jaqueline  through 
divers  passages  and  elegant  apartments,  at  which 
she  marvelled  exceedingly,  although  she  had  heard 
strange  stories  of  the  magnificence  of  certain  large 
hotels  in  Paris  and  elsewhere.  But  the  splendour 
of  the  chamber  into  which  she  was  at  last  ushered 
was  quite  overpowering,  and  she  stood  gazing  at 
the  profusion  of  rich  velvet  and  silk  surrounding 
her,  till  roused  by  Madame  Eigaud's  request  to  be 
favoured  with  her  commands. 

"  Bless  your  heart,  my  good  madame  ! "  exclaimed 
Jaqueline,  "  this  is  no  place  for  me  !  I'm  only  a 
small  farmer's  daughter.  So  just  have  the  good 
ness  to  show  me  the  way  into  the  kitchen,  and  let 
me  have  a  basin  of  soup  and  boulli,  if  there  hap 
pens  to  be  any,  till  the  next  patache  comes  by  for 
me  to  make  a  bargain  to  go  to  Moulins." 

Madame  Eigaud  replied,  that  no  vehicles  of  that 
description  ever  passed  the  place  ;  and  an  expla 
nation  followed,  from  which  it  appeared  that  Jaque 
line  was  in  the  new  chateau  of  the  Comte,  and  some 
leagues  farther  from  the  Cock  and  Bottle  than  when 
she  commenced  her  ride. 

"How  could  lie  think  of  serving  me  such  a  trick?" 
9  s 
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she  gasped,  sinking  into  one  of  the  velvet  chairs, 
and  all  but  sobbing.     "  He's  mad,  isn't  he  ?  " 

"  T  should  almost  think  he  is,"  said  Madame  Kig- 
aud.  "To  be  sure,  there  is  no  accounting  for  the 
tricks  of  young  men,  I  know  that  pretty  well ;  nor 
their  fancies  neither;  but  this  is  so  very  extraor 
dinary  ! "  and,  looking  down  upon  her  charge,  she 
elevated  her  hands  and  then  her  eyes,  and  shrugged 
her  shoulders  expressively. 

"  I'll  not  stay  here  ;  I'm  determined  upon  that  1" 
exclaimed  Jaqueline. 

"  That's  right,  my  dear,"  said  Madame  Kigaud  ; 
and  forthwith  they  concocted  a  plan  of  escape, 
which  was  to  be  carried  into  effect  by  the  aid  of 
Madame  Rigaud's  son  Philippe,  who  was  in  the 
Comte's  service ;  and  in  the  meanwhile  they  retired 
to  her  private  room  to  avoid  observation ;  and  there 
the  said  Philippe,  a  smart,  active  young  man,  pre 
sently  made  his  appearance. 

"  It's  a  burning  shame,"  he  cried,  when  he  had 
heard  the  story  ;  "  but  I'll  see  Ma'mselle  safe  to 
the  Cock  and  Bottle,  and  to  Moulins  too,  if  she  will 
allow  me.  So,  mother,  you  must  go  directly  to  the 
stables,  and  tell  Pierre  to  put  the  side-saddle  on 
the  strawberry  mare,  and  let  me  have  Volante. 
Nobody  will  suspect  you  ;  and,  by  the  time  you 
come  back,  the  Comte's  breakfast  will  be  served, 
and  the  footman  will  be  engaged  in  waiting,  and 
then  Ma'mselle  and  I  can  slip  off  unnoticed.  Cour- 
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age ! "  and  he  laughed,  and  slapped  his  thigh  right 
jovially.  But  the  moment  his  mother  had  disap 
peared  and  closed  the  door,  his  demeanour  was 
totally  changed,  and  making  a  serious  face,  and 
putting  his  hand  on  his  heart,  he  bent  his  body 
forward  most  obsequiously,  and  then  went  upon  his 
knees  before  Jaqueline,  and  vowed  after  a  very 
solemn  fashion,  that  not  only  would  he  conduct  her 
to  Moulins,  but  that  it  would  give  him  the  greatest 
of  all  possible  satisfaction  to  accompany  her  through 
out  the  whole  journey  of  life. 

"  Do  you  suppose  I'm  going  to  ride  on  horseback 
all  my  days  ?"  inquired  the  bewildered  maid;  "no, 
no.  All  I  want  is  to  get  safe  to  the  Cock  and 
Bottle.  But  you'd  better  get  up,  and  not  make 
such  a  fool  of  yourself ;  for  don't  you  see  that  the 
floor  has  been  fresh  ruddled,  and  you'll  stain  your 
best " 

Here  ner  speech  was  cut  short,  and  the  scene 
abruptly  changed,  by  the  sudden  opening  of  the 
door,  and  the  appearance  of  a  remarkably  fat,  red- 
faced,  profusely  powdered,  well-dressed  man  of  "  a 
certain  age,"  who,  the  moment  he  caught  sight 
of  Jaqueline,  seemed  fixed  to  the  spot  where  he 
stood,  with  his  eyes  riveted  upon  her  countenance. 
Whether  he  had  observed  Philippe's  position  was 
doubtful,  as  that  sprightly  youth  had  jumped  upon 
his  feet  at  the  first  movement  of  the  door,  and  stood 
sheepishly  against  the  wall,  twirling  his  thumbs  j 
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a  task  from  which  he  was  speedily  relieved  by  the 
advance  of  the  new-comer,  who  dismissed  him  from 
the  room  by  a  silent,  authoritative  wave  of  the 
hand. 

"  This  must  be  the  old  Comte,"  thought  Jaqiie- 
line,  rising  and  bobbing  her  best  curtsy.  "No 
wonder  he  is  surprised  to  see  the  like  of  me  here  ; 
but  I'll  tell  him  all  about  it,  and  I  daresay  he'll  bo 
glad  enough  to  send  me  off  to  the  Cock  and  Bottle, 
if  it's  only  to  get  rid  of  me." 

"  Oh !  I  beg,  I  entreat,  Mademoiselle,"  gasped 
the  unwieldy  stranger;  and  as  he  spake  he  con 
tinued  a  series  of  short  bows,  ducking  his  red  face 
as  forward  as  he  dare,  without  danger  of  destroying 
the  equilibrium  of  his  body.  "  Oh,  Mademoiselle! 
Pray  do  not  disturb  yourself.  It  is  a  mistake,  quite. 
Ah  1  Monsieur  le  Comte  requests — oh,  oh  !  Pray, 
be  seated  1  Ugh !  ugh  !  What  can  I  say  ?  What 
shall  I  do  ?  I  never  was  so  perplexed  in  my  life 
before.  Oh  1  You  will  never  forgive  1" 

"  Yes,  but  I  will,  though,"  said  Jaqueline  ;  "  I'll 
forgive  all  that's  past,  if  you  will  but  get  me  out  of 
the  way  of  your  son." 

"  My  son  1 "  exclaimed  the  fat  man  ;  "  Eh  ?  How 
came  Mademoiselle  to  know  that  I  had  a  son  ?  And 
he,  the  young  rascal!  has  he  dared  to  aspire  so 
high  ?  I  could  not  have  supposed  him  capable  of 
such  audacity ! " 

"Couldn't  you?"    observed  Jaqueline;    "well, 
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then,  you  ought  to  look  after  him  better,  and  not  let 
him  go  playing  such  precious  tricks  as  he  has  with 
me  this  morning,  deceiving  me  first  by  talking  all 
sorts  of  nonsense,  and  then  bumping  me  about  the 
country  on  horseback,  till  I  declare  I'm  quite  un 
comfortable/' 

The  eyes  of  the  huge  red  face  before  her  here 
became  dilated  to  an  extraordinary  degree ;  but  the 
mental  perception  of  their  owner  appeared  to  be 
eclipsed,  as  he  stood  with  puffed-out  cheek  dis 
charging  his  breath  violently  through  his  pursed-up 
mouth,  as  though  playing  upon  a  trumpet. 

"  It's  no  use  being  in  a  passion  about  it  now," 
continued  Jaqueline;  "  what's  done  can't  be  helped ; 
and  if  you'll  only  see  me  safe  to  the  Cock  and 
Bottle " 

"  What,  I  ! "  exclaimed  the  stout  gentleman  ; 
"  may  I  venture  to  hope  that  you  will  condescend 
to  accept  of  my  humble  services?" 

"To  be  sure  I  will,"  replied  Jaqueline,  "and 
thank  you  too.  Why  not?" 

"Oh!  this  is  too  much  happiness!"  sighed  the 
panting  elderly  beau,  and  forthwith,  by  the  help  of 
a  chair,  he  lowered  himself  down  upon  his  knees, 
and  then  attempted  to  seize  the  maiden's  hand ; 
but  she  somewhat  too  nimbly  moved  her  chair  and 
self  backward,  and  thereby  caused  him  to  fall  for 
ward  on  all-fours,  in  which  position  he  was  when 
Madame  Rigaud  suddenly  re-entered,  and  exclaimed 
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—  "Ah!  Monsieur  Robert!  what  can  be  the  mat 
ter?" 

"  I'm  afraid  the  poor  gentleman  is  taken  suddenly 
ill,"  replied  Jaqueline. 

"What  presence  of  mind!  what  angelic — humph!" 
muttered  the  patient,  looking  up,  and  winking  in  a 
very  odd  way  at  the  maiden. 

Madame  Rigaud  declared  that  it  was  of  no  kind 
of  use  for  them  to  try  to  lift  him  up,  so  she  lifted 
up  her  voice,  and  presently  the  room  was  crowded  ; 
for  Monsieur  Robert  was  no  less  a  personage  than 
the  house-steward,  or  maitre-d'hotel,  who  had  been 
sent  by  the  Comte  to  desire  Madame  Rigaud  to  in 
form  the  young  lady  that  breakfast  was  served,  and 
her  presence  to  grace  that  meal  was  most  respect 
fully  requested,  and  anxiously  desired. 

Of  this  invitation  Jaqueline  was  not  made  aware 
until  the  apoplectic  invalid  had  been  placed  upon  a 
sofa,  and  contrived  to  catch  hold  of  one  of  her  hands, 
and  pinch  it  sadly.  "Ah!  I'm  quite  well  now!" 
he  exclaimed,  "  it  was  only  a  momentary — ah !  I 
don't  know  what;"  and,  rising  briskly,  he  ordered 
all  present  to  leave  the  room,  as  he  had  something 
particular  to  say  to  the  young  lady.  The  domestics 
instantly  withdrew ;  but  Madame  Rigaud  remained, 
and  whispered  to  Jaqueline  that  the  horses  would 
be  ready  in  ten  minutes,  and  then,  in  a  louder  tone, 
proposed  that  they  should  take  breakfast  together 
immediately. 
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At  this  proposition  Monsieur  Eobert  appeared 
much  shocked,  and  spake  incoherently  about  proper 
respect,  and  the  Comte's  particular  desire,  and  his 
own  most  perfect  devotion  to  the  service  of  Made 
moiselle  ;  to  which  she  replied — "  You  may  as  well 
save  your  breath  to  cool  your  broth,  old  gentleman. 
I've  had  quite  enough  of  the  Comte's  tricks  already 
this  morning ;  and  as  for  your  services,  they're  of 
no  use  to  me." 

"Oh,  cruel!"  groaned  Monsieur  Eobert.  "Did 
you  not  just  now  accept  them,  and  even  condescend 
to  request  me  to  see  you  safe  to  some  place?" 

"  Well,  well,  I  don't  want  you  now,"  said  Jaque- 
line ;  "  I've  got  an  active  young  man,  who  will  do 
a  great  deal  better." 

"  Oh !  how  cruelly  capricious  ! "  he  sighed,  and 
the  great  red  face  was  turned  upward  as  he  clasped 
his  hands  imploringly,  and  he  was  striving,  no  doubt, 
to  concoct  something  very  pathetic,  when  the  young 
Comte  burst  in  upon  them,  and  began,  in  no  mea 
sured  terms,  to  upbraid  Madame  Kigaud  for  her 
misconduct  in  allowing  his  distinguished  visitor  to 
occupy  any  other  than  the  best  apartments.  Ho 
then  apologised  to  Jaqueline,  and  taking  her  hand, 
and  bowing  respectfully,  led  her  out  of  the  room 
toward  the  salle  d  manger,  from  whence  issued  cer 
tain  savoury  odours,  which  operated  more  power 
fully  upon  the  hungry  maiden  than  could  all  the 
fine  speeches  he  continued  to  utter.  So,  deter- 
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mined  to  make  a  good  breakfast,  to  strengthen  Let 
for  her  flight  with  Philippe,  she  allowed  herself  to 
be  conducted  into  the  elegant  apartment,  where  she 
was  received  by  the  company  with  as  much  defer 
ence  as  though  she  had  been  a  princess.  The  party 
consisted  of  half-a-dozen  persons  ;  and  as  there 
were  no  other  ladies  present,  she  was  the  great 
object  of  attention.  The  Comte  gallantly  pressed 
her  to  partake  of  certain  delicacies  at  table ;  and, 
when  si ie  laconically  expressed  her  approbation 
thereof,  seemed  quite  in  ecstasy.  One  gentleman 
complimented  her  upon  patronising  the  dress  of  the 
country,  and  thereby  evincing  a  purity  of  taste  far 
superior  to  that  of  ladies  who  fancy  nothing  becom 
ing  unless  brought  from  Paris.  "Ah!"  sighed 
another,  "  with  such  personal  attractions,  Made 
moiselle  has  little  need  to  trouble  herself  about 
fashions."  —  "No,"  said  Jaqueline  ;  "that's  the 
mantua-makers'  and  milliners'  business,  not  mine  ; 
I  never  trouble  my  head  about  such  things,  not 
I." — "What  elevation  of  mind!"  exclaimed  the 
Comte. — "How  infinitely  above  vulgar  prejudices!" 
ejaculated  one  of  his  companions ;  and  the  rest  ex 
pressed  their  admiration  by  the  epithets  . "  charm 
ing,"  "admirable,"  &c.  &c.  In  short,  everything 
she  uttered  was  declared  to  be  replete  with  wit  or 
sentiment ;  and  the  result  was,  that  by  the  time  sho 
had  finished  a  very  hearty  d<yeune  d  la  fourchette, 
she  began  to  question  whether  she  really  might  not 
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possess  certain  endowments  for  which  she  had  never 
previously  given  herself  credit,  and  had  not  quite 
decided,  when  the  Comte  centrived  to  draw  her 
attention  toward  a  window,  and  so  have  her  to  him 
self.  He  then,  without  loss  of  time,  made  her  a 
regular  offer  of  himself,  his  chateau,  and  his  fortune ; 
and  Jaqueline  replied  with  a  sigh,  "  I  don't  think 
I  shall  do  for  you,  nor  you  for  me  ;  but,  howsomever, 
I  can't  say  nothing  more  about  it  without  asking 
my  father." 

"  I'll  ask  him ! "  exclaimed  the  enraptured  Comte ; 
"  I'll  ride  over  to  him  directly.  I'll  bring  him  back 
to  dinner.  We  have  a  priest  in  the  chateau,"  and 
he  knelt  and  pressed  her  hand  to  his  lips. 

"Well,  upon  my  word'!"  said  Jaqueline,  "some 
people  fancy  they've  only  to  ask  arid  have.  Just 
as  if  my  father  would  give  me  away  like  a  bunch  of 
grapes." 

"  What  an  admirable  simile  ! "  exclaimed  the 
Comte.  "  Yes,  a  bunch  of  grapes,  sound,  ripe,  beau 
tiful  to  the  eye,  exquisite  in  flavour,  blooming,  deli 
cate  to  the  touch " 

"Better  not  try,"  muttered  Jaqueline,  for,  as  he 
spake,  he  rose  up  and  approached  rather  too  near. 
"Paws  off!  as  I  told  you  before,  or  you'll  catch  it 
presently,"  and  she  pushed  him  away  with  a  vigour 
seldom  displayed  by  ladies  of  his  own  rank. 

"  This  is  too  much ! "  exclaimed  one  of  the  party, 
rushing  forward.  "  Monsieur  le  Comte,  you  forget 
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3'ourself  strangely.  No  man  can  stand  tamely  by, 
and  see  such  innocence  and  beauty  annoyed.  You 
must  perceive  that  your  attentions  are  unwelcome, 
and  I  insist  upon  it  that  you  proceed  no  farther. 
Don't  be  alarmed,  Mademoiselle,  I  will  protect  you." 

"  You  insist !"  cried  the  Comte,  scowling  fiercely. 
11  It  is  you  who  forget  yourself,  Monsieur  le  Capi- 
taine,  when  you  dare  to  address  such  language  to 
mo." 

"Dare!"  shouted  the  captain;  "for  this  lady's 
sake  I  would  dare  a  thousand  such  miserables." 

11 1  think  a  walk  into  the  open  air  may  be  of 
service  to  you,"  observed  the  Comte,  pointing  sig 
nificantly  to  the  door. 

"Good!"  replied  the  captain,  and  after  bowing 
respectfully  to  Jaquelino,  he  withdrew,  and  was 
almost  immediately  followed  by  the  Comte  and  two 
more  of  the  party,  leaving  only  a  dapper  thin  little 
gentleman  dressed  in  black,  who  immediately  strut 
ted  up  to  our  heroine,  and,  laying  his  hand  upon 
his  left  breast,  began  to  hem  and  cough,  and  looked 
exceedingly  perplexed  and  miserable.  "What's 
the  matter  with  you?"  thought  Jaqueline ;  "you 
look  as  if  you  had  eaten  something  that  had  dis 
agreed  with  you/' 

"  That  benevolent  glance  has  revived  me  !"  ex 
claimed  the  small  gentleman.  "  Ah,  mademoiselle  ! 

1  have  struggled  hard.     The  Comte  is  my  patron. 
I  would  not  be  ungrateful ;  but — but — I  am  con- 
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vinced  that  a  lady  of  your  delicate  perceptions,  of 
your  incomparable — Oh  !  what  shall  I  say?  I  am 
a  notary,  and  seldom  want  words — but  on  this  oc 
casion  they  seem  to  fail  me.  I  mean  to  say  that  I 
am  firmly  convinced  that  neither  my  friend  the 
Comte  nor  his  boisterous  comrades  are  fit  or  cap 
able  of — ahem  !  In  short,  a  quiet  life,  with  one 
who  would  do  his  utmost  to  secure  your  affections, 
to  merit  your  esteem,  and  to  promote  your  happi 
ness,  is " 

"  Just  the  very  thing  I  should  like,"  said  Jaque- 
line  ;  "  but  the  question  is,  where  to  find  him." 

"  Behold  him  here  !"  exclaimed  the  notary,  drop 
ping  on  his  knees.  "  Never  before  did  this  heart 
surrender  to  beauty.  Hitherto  my  whole  soul  has 
been  given  to  making  money,  without  being  very 
particular  how,  I  must  own ;  but  now,  all  is  changed  ! 
There  is  about  you  an  irresistible  charm " 

"  Ah  !  "  shrieked  Jaqueline,  "  so  there  is  !  I  see 
it  all  now !  It's  all  along  of  that  water  I  drank 
this  morning.  Get  out  of  the  way,  do ! "  and,  rush 
ing  past  him,  she  ran  off  to  the  room  of  Madame 
Kigaud,  whom  she  earnestly  entreated  to  introduce 
her  to  the  priest  of  the  family  without  loss  of  time. 
"I  shall  place  myself  under  his  protection,"  said  she. 

"The  resolution  does  you  great  credit,"  observed 
Madame  Kigaud.  u  He  will  attend  you  here  im 
mediately,  I  am  sure  ;  for  he  is  an  excellent  man, 
and  always  delighted  to  do  good." 
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About  five  minutes  after,  as  Jaqueline  was  stand 
ing  alone  before  a  mirror,  endeavouring  vainly  to 
discover  what  change  in  her  appearance  had  caused 
such  a  marvellous  change  in  the  manners  of  the 
men  toward  her,  the  door  slowly  opened,  and  a 
venerable  grey -haired  ecclesiastic  stood  gazing 
upon  her  in  respectful  silence. 

"Ah !  Father  Dunstan  ! "  she  exclaimed  joyously, 
"  is  that  you  ?  Oh  !  I  am  so  rejoiced  to  see  you  I 
Don't  you  know  me  ?  " 

"  Really,  Mademoiselle/'  said  the  holy  man,  ner 
vously,  "  there  must  be  some  mistake.  If  I  had 
ever  had  the  honour  of  being  introduced  to  you,  I 
am  sure  I  could  not  have  forgotten 

"No,  I  can't  be  mistaken,"  observed  Jaqueline, 
"  only  I'm  grown  a  good  deal  since  you  left  St 
Denis.  Many  a  time  you've  dandled  me  on  your 
knee  ;  but  I  suppose  I'm  too  heavy  for  that  now  ; 
so  come,  sit  down,  and  I'll  take  a  chair  beside  you, 
or  perhaps  I  ought  to  go  upon  my  knees,  for  it  is  a 
sort  of  confession  that  I've  got  to  make,  though 
really  I  didn't  think  there  could  be  any  great  harm 
in  just  drinking  a  little  water.  However,  you'll 
tell  me  what  to  do,  I  know  ;  for  you  were  always 
very  kind  and  indulgent,  though  you  used  to  thump 
me  on  the  back,  and  laugh  at  me  for  romping,  and 
say  that  I  was  too  strong  for  a  girl,  and  ought  to 
have  been  a  boy." 

"Is  it  possible?''  exclaimed  the  bewildered  priest 


THE   BEAUTY    DRAUGHT.  93 

.  "  Perfectly  true,  mon  bon  pere"  said  our  heroine. 
"Look  at  me  again.  There,  I  am  your  old  play 
fellow,  Jaqueline  Triquet." 

"  Is  it  possible  !  "  repeated  the  good  man,  elevat 
ing  his  hands  and  eyes  in  especial  wonder. 

Jaqueline  then  told  her  tale,  and  in  conclusion, 
said,  "  And  now,  my  good  father,  I  place  myself 
under  your  protection,  and  hope  you  will  take  me 
away  from  this  place,  and  all  the  strange  people 
about  it.  I'll  go  anywhere  with  you ;  but  had 
rather  go  to  the  Cock  and  Bottle,  because  there  I 
shall  be  sure  to  find  a  patache  to  take  me  to  Mou- 
lins." 

"  My  dear  child,"  said  the  priest  fervently,  "  I 
will  go  with  thee  ;  I  will  protect  thee  ;  but  while 
I  am  preparing  for  our  departure,  thou  must  leave 
this  room,  where  thou  art  liable  to  intrusions,  and 
I  will  place  thee  in  the  charge  of  good  Madame 
Rigaud."  - 

Jaqueline  was  accordingly  removed  to  a  more 
private  apartment,  where  she  awaited  the  priest's 
summons  in  great  uneasiness,  as  Madame  Rigaud, 
who  was  not  particularly  taciturn,  visited  her  from 
time  to  time  with  strange  accounts  of  what  had 
passed,  and  was  then  going  on  among  the  house 
hold,  all  in  consequence  of  her  untoward  presence 
therein. 

It  seemed  that  the  Comte  had  wounded  his  friend 
the  Captain,  arid  that,  while  he  was  so  laudably 
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engaged,  a  footman,  anxious  to  gaze  upon  the- 
charms  of  the  bewitching  fair  one,  had  peeped 
through  the  opening  of  the  half-closed  door  of  the 
salon,  and  witnessed  the  scene  between  her  and  the 
amorous  notary,  the  particulars  of  which  he  whis 
pered  to  his  master  on  his  triumphant  return.  The 
Comte  thereupon  rushed  furiously  forward,  and, 
discovering  the  luckless  limb  of  the  law  still  iipon 
his  knees,  and  apparently  paralysed  by  Jaqueline's 
abrupt  retreat,  without  any  ceremony  bestowed 
upon  him  sundry  hard  names  and  one  particularly 
ugly  kick,  by  the  latter  of  which  the  little  gentle 
man  was  so  thrown  off  his  guard  as  to  abandon  the 
chance  of  a  lucrative  legal  process,  and  to  demand 
satisfaction  instanter.  It  was  given,  and  the  Comte 
was  wounded ;  and  then  the  notary,  feeling  that 
his  suit  was  in  no  degree  advanced  by  this  display 
of  his  prowess,  and  yet  smarting  under  the  mortifi 
cation  consequent  upon  our  heroine's  style  of  re 
ceiving  his  addresses,  most  unadvisedly  spake  of 
her  after  the  fashion  of  the  fox  in  the  fable,  when 
he  found  that  the  grapes  were  above  his  reach. 
This  produced  certain  sarcastic  observations  from 
another  of  the  party,  which  led  to  a  fresh  encoun 
ter,  that  terminated  by  the  legal  functionary's  being 
disarmed  with  a  violent  sprain  in  his  right  wrist. 

Then,  in  the  lower  department,  much  alter 
cation  had  taken  place.  Monsieur  Kobert  thought 
proper  to  call  Philippe  Rigaud  a  young  puppy ; 
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and  Philippe,  instead  of  acknowledging  his  puppy 
ism,  as  in  duty  bound,  to  his  superior,  vehemently 
apostrophised  him  as  an  old  fool.  The  female  do 
mestics  were  all  scandalised  beyond  measure  at 
the  blindness  and  stupidity  of  their  sweethearts  in 
particular,  and  the  men-servants  generally,  in  ad 
miring  an  awkward  country-girl,  as  some  called 
our  heroine  ;  but  all  agreed  in  pronouncing  her  to 
be  "  no  great  things/' 

At  length  Jaqueline  and  Father  Dunstan  took 
their  departure  through  a  private  road  from  the 
back  of  the  chateau,  and  rode  in  silence,  side  by 
side,  for  nearly  a  league,  when  Jaqueline  expressed 
her  sorrow  for  the  disasters  and  quarrels  that  have 
just  been  related. 

"  It  was  no  fault  of  thine,  my  child,"  observed 
the  priest ;  "  it  is  ever  thus  when  women  are  so 
exceedingly  beautiful.  Men  don't  know  what  to 
do  with  themselves.  Heigho  !  " 

"  La,  Father  Dunstan  ! "  exclaimed  Jaqueline, 
"  what  can  that  have  to  do  with  the  present  case  ? 
I'm  no  beauty,  that's  certain,  or  some  of  our  young 
fellows  would  have  found  it  out  long  ago.  You 
used  to  say  yourself  that  I  was  more  fit  for  a  boy ; 
and  latterly  I've  been  thinking  the  same,  and  had 
a  great  mind,  since  nobody  would  come  a-courting 
to  me,  to  dress  myself  up  like  a  man,  and  try  my 
luck  that  way." 

"  Most   exceedingly  dull  and  stupid  must  the 
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young  men  about  St  Denis  be  in  the  present  gener 
ation  I "  said  Father  Dunstan.  "  But  you'll  find  it 
very  different  at  Moulins.  Heigho  !"  and  they  rode 
on  in  silence  for  a  considerable  distance,  and  then 
Jaqueline  exclaimed,  "  Why,  this  is  the  same  way 
that  I  was  brought  this  morning  I  Yes.  And  there 
I  declare  is  part  of  the  old  castle,  peeping  above 
the  trees.  We  shan't  get  to  the  Cock  and  Bottle 
to-night  at  this  rate  !  But,  bless  us,  mon  Ion  p^re, 
what's  the  matter  with  you  ?  Aren't  you  well?" 

"  Not  exactly,  my  dear,"  replied  the  priest ;  "  I 
feel  a  very  peculiar  sensation  in  my  pericardium, 
and  a  dizziness  about  the  head." 

"  Can  I  do  anything  for  you  ?"  inquired  Jaque 
line. 

"  I  think,"  said  Father  Duustan,  u  nay,  I  am  sure 
that  it  would  do  me  good  to  hear  you  talk  a  little, 
my  dear  Mademoiselle." 

"  Very  well,"  replied  Jaqueline,  "  I  don't  mind 
talking  a  great  deal,  if  that  will  be  of  any  service  : 
but  what  must  it  be  about  ?  " 

"  Anything.     Only  speak  kindly." 

"  Speak  kindly  !  why,  how  can  I  speak  in  any 
other  way  to  such  a  nice  good  old  man  as  you 
are?" 

"  No,  no,  not  very  old.  Don't  talk  so,"  said  the 
priest,  reproachfully. 

"  Well  then,  I  wont,"  continued  Jaqueline — "  for 
I'll  please  you,  if  I  can ;  and,  now  I  look  at  you 
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again,  really  I  shouldn't  have  thought  you'd  been 
so  old  as  you  are,  if  I  didn't  remember  that,  when  I 
was  a  child,  you  looked  much  the  same  as  you  do 
now ;  and  I've  heard  my  father  say " 

"  Never  mind  what,  my  dear.  Don't  mention 
it." 

"  Very  well,  father,  then  I've  done,  though  I  can't 
see  how  it  signifies  about  your  age,  when  you  are 
so  hearty  and  strong  as  you  are." 

"  Do  you  really  think  so  ?"  inquired  the  delighted 
priest. 

"  Why,  of  course.  One  has  only  to  look  at  you, 
and  see  that  plain  enough,"  said  Jaqueline;  and 
then,  perceiving  the  sort  of  talk  that  was  most 
likely  to  be  agreeable  to  her  companion,  she  con 
tinued  to  compliment  him  upon  his  good  looks  till 
they  arrived  at  the  ruins. 

The  old  lady  was  absent;  but  Father  Dunstan  said 
he  knew  her  well,  and  that  she  would  be  very  angry 
if  he  did  not  make  himself  quite  at  home.  So  he 
prevailed  upon  Jaqueline  to  consider  herself  as  his 
guest  till  their  hostess's  return ;  and  bestirring  him 
self  with  the  alacrity  of  a  youth,  he  had  put  up  the 
horses,  spread  the  table-cloth,  lighted  the  fire,  and 
was  beating  up  an  omelet,  before  Jaqueline  had 
finished  her  simple  toilet.  When  she  expressed  her 
wish  to  take  the  culinary  department,  he  gently, 
but  firmly  and  respectfully,  requested  her  to  take  a 
seat,  and  let  him  have  his  own  way,  which  she 
9  T 
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accordingly  did,  marvelling  exceedingly  at  his 
dexterity  and  accurate  knowledge  of  the  contents  of 
the  old  lady's  larder,  and  the  spot  in  which  every 
thing  was  kept. 

In  due  time  they  sate  down  to  dine,  and  his  atten 
tion  to  her  during  the  ineal  was  excessive,  and  there 
fore  tiresome  to  one  unused  to  form  and  ceremony. 
So,  when  it  was  finished,  she  reminded  him  of  his  old 
habit  of  taking  a  nap  in  the  afternoon,  and  recom 
mended  him  to  do  so  on  the  present  occasion,  hint 
ing,  at  the  same  time,  her  hope  that,  when  he  had 
so  refreshed  himself,  he  would  be  ready  to  escort 
her  to  the  Cock  and  Bottle.  But  at  this  last  sug 
gestion  he  shook  his  head,  and  said  something  about 
the  horses  being  tired,  and  then  yawned  and  took 
a  glass  of  wine,  and  then  yawned  again,  and  so  on 
till  he  fell  asleep. 

"  I  think  I'll  go  and  lie  down,  and  do  the  same," 
thought  Jaqueline,  "for  I'm  dreadfully  fatigued 
with  all  this  riding" — and  she  betook  herself  to  the 
little  dormitory  in  which  she  had  been  installed  by 
the  old  lady  on  the  preceding  night;  and  after 
gaping  once  or  twice,  and  wondering  when  she 
should  get  to  the  Cock  and  Bottle,  she  lost  sight  of 
her  cares — and  the  next  question  she  had  occasion 
to  ask  herself  was,  "  How  long  have  I  been  asleep?" 

It  is  a  question  which,  after  fatigue,  we  have 
all  occasionally  found  it  very  difficult  to  answer. 
Jaqueline  rubbed  her  eyes,  and  repeated  it  aloud, 
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and  greatly  was  she  astonished  to  receive  a  reply 
in  the  well-known  tones  of  Father  Dunstan,  who 
was  seated  by  her  bedside.  "  You  have  slept 
soundly,  my  dear.  It  is  now  morning.  I  have 
kept  watch  over  you,  as  I  hope  always  to  be  per 
mitted  to  do  hereafter.  Heigho  ! " 

"La!  Father  Dunstan!"  exclaimed  Jaqueline, 
shrinking  under  the  coverlet — "  surely  this  is  very 
improper  conduct,  although  you  are  such  a  very  old 
man." 

"No,  no/'  cried  the  priest,  "I  am  not  an  old 
man.  I  feel  that  I  am  not.  You  will  be  very  happy 
with  me,  and  without  you  I  cannot  live.  I  have 
not  slept  a  wink  all  night  for  thinking  of  you,  and 
have  made  up  my  mind.  It  is  of  no  use  for  you  to 
refuse,  as  I've  got  you  here  in  the  middle  of  the 
forest.  So  agree  at  once  to  go  with  me  to  England, 
where  priests  are  allowed  to  marry,  and  you  will 
never  repent  it.  Beautiful,  beautiful  creature  as 
you  are,  I  shall  never  cease  to  adore  you !" 

"  You  horrid,  wicked  old  wretch  ! "  shrieked 
Jaqueline,  "  get  along  out  of  the  room  immediately, 
or,  if  you  don't,  mind  I  have  not  taken  off  my  clothes : 
I'll  get  up  and  give  your  old  bones  such  a  shaking 
—I  will.  Eh!  What!  You'd  hold  me  down 
would  you  ?  Let  go  the  clothes,  will  you !  If  I 
do  but  get  my  hands  loose,  I'll  scratch  your  eyes 
out,  I  will,  you  ugly  old — old — old  monster!  What! 
You'd  smother  me,  would  you  ?  Help,  help,  nmr- 
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der!"  and  making  a  violent  effort  as  she  shrieked, 
she  felt  herself  suddenly  released  from  the  incum 
bent  pressure. 

"  Oh,  he's  gone,  is  he  !"  she  exclaimed,  breathing 
hard  after  the  struggle,  and  looking  round  the  room, 
"  better  for  him,  or  else  I'd  have — but  bless  me  1  I 
am  undressed,  after  all !  How  very  strange  that  I 
don't  recollect " 

Here  she  was  agreeably  surprised  by  the  appear 
ance  of  her  kind  hostess,  who  came  running  into  the 
room  in  great  apparent  alarm,  to  inquire  what  was 
the  matter.  The  explanation  that  followed,  con 
sisted  of  the  adventures  which  have  been  related  ; 
and  when  the  old  lady  had  heard  them  to  the  end, 
she  remarked,  with  an  odd  sort  of  smile — "  Well, 
never  mind,  my  dear,  you  are  safe  out  of  their 
clutches  now  ;  so  dress  yourself,  and  come  down  to 
breakfast,  for  it  is  very  near  eight  o'clock ;  but  T 
did  not  call  you  before,  as  you  seemed  so  sound 
asleep ;  and  now  I  know  what's  happened,  I  don't 
wonder." 

CHAPTER    III. 

"  No,  no,  you  may  depend  upon  it  I  shall  not  tell 
anybody  about  it,  for  my  own  sake ;  for  if  it  got 
talked  of,  it  might  come  to  the  ears  of  the  Comte 
and  the  rest  of  them,  and  they'd  be  after  me  again; 
but  I've  had  quite  enough  of  your  gentry,  and  lots 
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of  lovers ;  and  if  ever  I  should  get  another,  I  hope 
he'll  be  a  plain  sort  of  body  like  myself." 

Thus  said  Jaqueline  to  her  kind  hostess  of  the 
castle,  on  their  way  to  the  Cock  and  Bottle,  where 
they  arrived  after  a  pleasant  walk,  and  parted  with 
out  further  adventures. 

On  the  evening  of  that  day  our  heroine  was  safely 
conveyed  in  the  patache  to  the  door  of  Madame  Mar- 
got,  who  was  a  restauratrice  in  the  Cours  Public,  a 
pleasant  open  space  planted  with  trees  in  the  town 
of  Moulins.  Her  reception  was  most  cordial ;  but 
Nicolas  Margot,  who  officiated  as  premier  garqon  in 
the  establishment,  evinced  no  symptoms  of  that  in 
tense  admiration  which  she  had  so  recently  excited. 
In  a  few  days,  however,  they  became  excellent 
friends,  as  she  cheerfully  assisted  him  in  his  voca 
tion  during  the  morning,  and  he  was  consequently 
earlier  at  liberty  to  chaperon  her  about  the  town 
and  environs,  and  all  went  on  smoothly  till  the  last 
day  of  the  first  week,  which  Jaqueline  declared  was 
Sunday. 

How  any  Christian  could  so  err,  appeared  won 
derful — but  she  was  positive,  and  would  not  be 
convinced,  until  the  day  had  passed  by,  and  the 
next  came  and  was  kept  as  Sabbaths  are  wont  to 
be  observed  in  France,  by  unusual  gaiety  all  day, 
something  more  show;'*  than  common  at  the  theatre 
in  the  evening,  and  fireworks  "  superbe  et  mag- 
nifique"  at  night.  Then  she  was  puzzled,  and 
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came  to  the  conclusion  that  townsfolk  and  country 
people  kept  the  calendar  in  two  ways. 

"  They  will  never  persuade  me  to  the  contrary," 
she  repeated  to  herself;  "for  I  never  can  forget 
how  I  spent  last  Tuesday.  But  the  old  lady  was 
right.  It  won't  do  to  tell  Madame  Margot  or  Nico 
las  about  that,  or  I  don't  know  what  they  might 
not  fancy,  although  I  am  sure  it  was  no  fault  of 
mine  that  I  got  among  such  a  pack  of  fools." 

So  she  kept  that  secret;  and  as  time  passed 
merrily  along,  it  somehow  happened  that  she  and 
Nicolas  glided  unawares  into  such  a  degree  of  con 
fidence,  that  it  was  the  only  secret  she  withheld  from 
him. 

The  influence  of  the  moon  upon  disordered  brains 
may  probably  account  for  much  of  the  nonsensical 
talk  that  passes  between  young  persons  of  different 
sexes,  when  walking  in  pairs  on  "a  shiny  night;" 
and  that  or  something  else,  ere  a  month  had  elapsed, 
caused  a  great  alteration  in  the  tone  and  subjects  of 
familiar  chat  between  Jaqueline  and  Nicolas. 

This  was  observed  by  Madame  Margot,  who  there 
upon  also  changed  her  manner,  by  kissing  her  guest 
more  fervently  at  night  ere  she  retired  to  rest, 
while  Nicolas  looked  very  much  as  though  he  should 
like  to  do  the  same. 

"  She  is  a  charming,  good  girl,"  said  the  mother 
to  her  son,  when  they  were  left  together  on  one  of 
these  occasions,  after  Jaqueline's  departure. 
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"  That  she  is  ! "  exclaimed  Nicolas,  stretching 
out  his  legs,  twirling  his  thumbs,  and  looking  down 
into  the  fire. 

"  And  50  good-tempered! "  added  Madame  Margot, 
"  and  so  willing  and  clever  about  a  house !  Why, 
since  she  has  been  here,  she  has  been  as  good  as  a 
waiter  to  us." 

"  Worth  more  than  all  we  ever  had  put  together 
in  a  lump,"  said  Nicolas. 

"She  would  make  an  excellent  wife,"  observed 
the  mother,. looking  archly  at  her  son ;  but  he  would 
not  look  at  her,  being  apparently  watching  some 
change  going  on  among  the  ashes.  "  And  she  will 
bring  her  husband  some  money  too,"  she  added, 
after  a  pause. 

"  The  devil  take  the  money  ! "  exclaimed  Nico 
las,  jumping  up  and  striding  hastily  across  the 
room. 

"Oho!  Is  it  so?"  thought  the  restauratrice ; 
"then  the  omelet's  ready  for  the  pan ;"  and,  in  the 
spirit  of  that  conviction,  she  led  her  son  into  a  con 
versation,  the  result  of  which  was,  that  in  the  course 
of  a  few  days  she  contrived  to  make  an  arrangement 
with  a  neighbouring  traitcur,  whereby  he  engaged 
to  take  charge  of  her  establishment  for  the  space  of 
one  month,  leaving  her  and  her  son  at  liberty  to 
take  a  journey  into  the  country  on  business. 

What  passed  during  those  few  days  between 
Jaqueline  and  Nicolas  need  not  be  told,  except 
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that  he  now  and  then  said  things  which  reminded 
her  of  certain  of  the  speeches  of  the  "pack  of 
fools,"  whom  she  had  encountered  on  the  memor 
able  missing  Tuesday. 

It  was  a  fine  day  in  September,  when  Madame 
Margot,  Jaqueline,  and  Nicolas,  took  their  seats  in 
a  patache,  and  were  safely  conveyed  to  the  Cock 
and  Bottle,  where,  to  our  heroine's  great  surprise, 
they  were  welcomed  by  her  father  and  the  little 
old  lady  of  the  rains. 

The  cause  of  this  surprise  may  as  well  be  told 
here.  The  said  old  lady  was  an  eccentric  good 
body,  and,  having  taken  a  fancy  to  Jaqueline,  re 
solved  to  be  her  friend.  So,  after  her  departure 
from  the  castle,  ehe  went  over  to  St  Denis  to  make 
inquiries,  as  (like  all  benevolent  persons)  she  had 
often  been  deceived.  All  that  she  heard  of  her 
young  protege  was  to  her  heart's  content,  and, 
by  means  of  the  cwre,  with  whom  she  was  ac 
quainted,  she  found  no  difficulty  in  gaining  the 
friendship  of  papa  Triquet,  to  whom  she  related 
the  particulars  of  her  interview  with,  and  intentions 
toward  his  daughter.  She  then,  with  his  consent, 
wrote  a  letter  to  Madame  Margot,  authorising  her, 
in  case  of  inquiry  touching  such  matters  at  Mou- 
lins,  to  state  that  Jaqueline  Triquet  would,  on  her 
wedding-day,  receive  from  her  a  given  quantity  of 
that  dross  which  Nicolas  thought  fit  afterwards 
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to  proffer  to  his  infernal  majesty.  This  circum 
stance  was  not  made  known  to  the  lovers  till  after 
the  marriage,  when  the  promise  was  strictly  ful 
filled. 

And  now,  to  the  reader's  imagination  may  be 
left  all  the  particulars  of  the  journey  homeward — 
how  papa  Triquet  flirted  with  the  fat  widow  and 
the  little  laughing  old  lady — how  Jaqueline  was 
more  envied  by  her  friends,  on  her  return  from 
than  on  her  departure  for  Moulin s — how  Nicolas 
and  she,  having  once  began  each  to  fancy  that 
there  was  something  very  capital  in  the  other,  pro 
ceeded  onward  in  the  delusion  till  each  seemed 
perfect  in  the  other's  eyes,  though  to  the  world 
in  general  there  really  appeared  nothing  very  par 
ticular  in  either  of  them. 

The  wedding-day  passed,  with  accustomed  gai 
ety,  at  St  Denis  ;  and  towards  the  close  thereof, 
when  the  bride  was  allowed  a  short  respite  from 
dancing,  the  good  little  old  lady  took  her  aside, 
and  gave  her  certain  reasons  whereby  to  account 
for  the  missing  Tuesday,  concluding  by  observing 
— "  I  would  not  tell  you  before,  because  I  thought 
it  might  be  a  lesson  to  you  not  to  wish  for  beauty, 
or  think  of  acquiring  attractions  by  the  use  of 
charms  and  such  nonsense.  The  most  powerful 
charm  and  attraction  is  a  good  temper  and  kind 
conduct.  Ha,  ha !  Why,  you  don't  look  above 
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half  convinced  yet :  but,  remember,  you  were  very 
much  fatigued  that  night,  and  it  was  very  sultry 
after  the  storm,  and  you  were  very  thirsty,  I  dare 
say,  and  so  it  is  no  great  wonder  that  water  was 
running  in  your  head."  But,  probably,  she  forgot 
the  long  tales  which  she  herself  told  that  night, 
about  the  olden  times  of  splendour  and  gaiety, 
with  elaborate  descriptions  of  furniture,  liveries, 
&c.  &c.,  which  were  not  a  little  likely  to  have 
some  influence  in  the  affair. 

As  Jaqueline  resolved  to  have  no  secrets  un 
known  to  her  husband,  she  related  the  whole  matter 
to  him  on  the  following  day,  and  then  said,  "It 
seemed  to  me  as  if  I  saw  all  those  people  as  plain 
as  I  see  you  now ;  and  if  all  that  then  happened 
was  a  dream,  how  do  I  know  but  I  am  in  a  dream 
now?" 

"  It  really  seems  to  me  as  if  I  was,  my  dear 
Jaqueline,"  said  her  spouse.  "  But  it  is  a  very 
happy  one,  and  I  am  in  no  hurry  to  wake." 

Our  intended  limits  are  already  exceeded.  We 
shall,  therefore,  only  put  on  record,  for  the  benefit 
of  future  tourists,  that  in  the  Cours  Public  at  Mou- 
lins  they  may  still  find  excellent  accommodation 
for  large  and  small  parties  at  the  house  of  a  restau 
rateur,  whose  buxom,  bustling  wife,  Madame  Jaque 
line,  manages  matters  after  a  fashion  that  induced 
a  gourmand  to  observe  latterly — "  With  such  cook- 
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ing  a  monkey  might  eat  his  own  father."  Her  at 
tentions  are  unremitting — and  the  only  piece  of 
unasked  advice  that  she  is  in  the  habit  of  offering 
to  her  guests  is,  never  to  drink  cold  water,  parti 
cularly  in  hot  weather,  without  tempering  it  pro 
perly  with  good  wine  or  Eau  de  Vie. 
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ANTONIO  DI   CAEAEA. 

A  PADUAN  TALE. 
[MAG A.    OCTOBER  1832.] 

fTlHE  languor  of  Italy  in  climate,  manners,  and 
J-  pursuits,  melts  away  all  individual  character  in 
the  central  southern  divisions  of  the  land.  But  the 
north  boasts  of  manlier  propensities.  The  wind 
blows  vigour  of  mind  and  body  from  the  Alps. 
Beyond  those  hills  lie  Switzerland,  the  country  of 
penury  and  freedom  ;  Germany,  the  country  of  toil, 
mental  and  bodily.  Even  the  rough  mountaineer 
of  the  Tyrol  gives  his  share  to  the  general  activity 
of  the  region ;  and  even  the  Veronese,  though 
glancing  on  the  luxuriant  landscape  that  spreads 
like  the  waves  of  a  summer  sea  to  the  south,  feels 
the  spirit  of  the  hills  and  forests  in  him,  at  every 
breath  from  those  noble  bulwarks  of  the  land. 
The  character  of  the  Italian  is  thus  mingled  of 
contending  elements,  and,  as  chance  directs,  it  is 
10  A 
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propelled  to  the  lavish  indulgence  of  the  Neapoli 
tan,  or  to  the  hardy  habits  of  the  region  that  every 
morning  glitters  with  its  ten  thousand  pyramids  of 
marble,  and  its  ten  times  ten  thousand  pinnacles  of 
eternal  snow  above  his  head,  in  the  north.  The 
Count  Antonio  di  Carara  was  a  Paduan  noble,  de 
scended  from  the  famous  Cararas,  Princes  of  Padua. 
Antonio  was  a  true  Italian,  steeped  to  the  lips  in 
the  spirit  of  the  south,  elegant,  luxurious,  and  lan 
guid.  But  the  vicinage  of  the  north  had  its  share 
in  his  composition.  His  life  was  a  dream.  His 
paternal  opulence  flowed  away  on  singers,  dancers, 
and  dilettanti.  He  wrote  sonnets — he  composed 
cavatinas — he  even  invented  a  new  fashion  of  wear 
ing  the  hat  and  plume — and  was  the  first  authority 
consulted  on  every  new  arrival  of  a  first-rate  maes 
tro  of  the  violin,  the  sword,  dancing  dogs,  anything. 

But  the  spirit  of  the  Alps  was  not  altogether 
extinguishable.  Antonio  began  to  grow  weary  of 
lingering  for  ever  in  the  midst  of  the  squabbles  of 
bullying  priests  and  effeminate  dragoons,  the  ab 
besses  of  rival  convents,  and  opera  singers,  all  per 
fection,  and  all  ready  to  poniard  or  poison  each  other. 
The  Austrian  grasp,  too,  was  heavy  on  the  politics 
of  his  calm  and  venerable  city.  Yet  it  had  charms 
still,  whose  spell  defied  even  the  tooth  of  time,  and 
the  insolence  of  the  Austrian  corporals. 

Padua,  as  all  the  world  knows,  is  the  paradise  of 
the  far  niente,  the  original  Castle  of  Indolence,  the 
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Palace  of  Slumber;  the  soft,  silent,  somnolent  down- 
bed  of  Italy.  The  air  itself  slumbers  ;  the  grape- 
gatherers  nod  011  the  vines  ;  the  mules  tread  as  if 
they  were  shod  with  felt ;  and  though  Padua  pro 
duces  no  longer  the  silk  and  velvet  that  once  made 
her  name  memorable  to  the  ends  of  the  earth,  the 
genius  of  them  both  is  in  everything.  All  is  silky, 
smooth,  and  gravely  superb.  A  drowsy  population 
yawns  through  life  in  a  drowsy  city,  taught  the  art 
of  doing  nothing  by  a  drowsy  university.  The  old 
glories  of  Paduan  science  are  gone  to  sleep ;  her 
thousand  doctors,  once  shedding  wisdom  into  her 
myriad  of  students,  have  sunk  down  into  shedders 
of  poppies — a  few  innocent  old  lingerers  among  the 
shelves  of  her  mighty  libraries,  dry  as  their  dust, 
silent  as  their  authors,  and  not  half  so  active  as  the 
moths  that  revel  in  their  sultry  sunshine.  Life 
creeps  away  in  eating  grapes,  and  drinking  the 
worst  wine  in  the  world ;  in  having  the  Malaria 
fever  in  summer,  and  the  pleurisy  in  winter ;  in  sit 
ting  under  the  shade  of  sunburnt  trees  that  mock 
the  eye  with  the  look  of  verdure,  and  fall  into  dust 
at  a  touch  ;  arid  in  blackening  the  visage  over  wood 
fires  that  make  man  the  rival,  in  odour,  colour,  and 
countenance,  of  the  boar's  ham  that  hangs  in  his 
chimney. 

Antonio  loved  this  velvet  way  of  gliding  through 
the  world,  and  in  this  taste  fulfilled  all  the  duties 
that  the  world  expects  from  a  citizen  of  Padua. 
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But  in  Padua  even  this  graceful  lover  of  his  ease 
was  not  to  be  altogether  tranquil.  One  day  when 
he  was  indulging  in  the  memory  of  cool  air — for  the 
reality  of  it  was  not  to  be  found  in  even  his  marble 
palace,  the  month  being  August,  arid  the  heavens 
burning  over  the  national  head  like  the  roof  of  an 
immense  furnace — the  Count  of  Carara  was  roused 
from  lying  at  his  full  length  on  a  sofa  in  a  veranda 
that  overlooked  his  ample  gardens,  by  the  announce  • 
ment  of  a  stranger  with  letters  of  introduction. 
The  stranger  was  admitted — the  letters  were  from 
a  cousin  of  the  Count,  a  general  in  the  Austrian 
service,  recommending  the  Herr  Maximilian  Balto 
to  his  good  offices,  as  a  Hungarian  of  family  ad 
dicted  to  science,  and  who  was  attracted  to  Italy 
by  his  desire  to  see  the  wonders  and  beauties  of 
the  most  famous  and  lovely  land  of  the  world. 

The  stranger  was  a  man  of  mature  age,  with  a 
form  bowed  by  either  years  or  study,  and  a  pale 
but  highly  intelligent  countenance.  The  Count's 
picturesque  eye  immediately  set  him  down  as  an 
admirable  study  for  a  painter,  and  his  place  in  the 
Titian  gallery  of  the  palazzo  was  fixed  on  before 
he  uttered  a  word.  But  Antonio  was  equally  sus 
ceptible  of  the  charms  of  conversation;  and  the 
stranger's  conversation  was  adapted  to  captivate  a 
man  of  his  skill  in  the  graceful  parts  of  life.  The 
Herr  Maximilian  had  travelled  much — had  seen 
everything  that  was  remarkable  in  the  principal 
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regions  of  the  globe,  and  had  known  or  seen  the 
principal  personages  of  the  time.  His  conversa 
tion  was  admirable — easy,  fluent,  and  various  ;  its 
animation  never  nagged  ;  its  variety  never  degene 
rated  into  trifling,  nor  its  description  into  caricature. 
The  Count,  a  man  of  higher  capacities  than  any  that 
would  be  required  by  the  indolence  of  his  life,  felt 
his  intellectual  consciousness  revived.  He  was,  as 
all  men  are,  delighted  with  the  discovery  ;  entered 
at  once  into  the  full  enjoyment  of  his  awakened 
understanding,  and  began  to  wonder  what  he  had 
been  thinking  of  during  the  last  thirty  years. 

To  suffer  the  friend  who  had  done  him  this  ser 
vice  to  take  his  departure  as  suddenly  as  he  came, 
was  out  of  the  question.  He  pressed  him  to  make 
the  palazzo  his  residence  for  a  week ;  the  week 
passed,  the  request  was  lengthened  to  a  month ; 
the  month  passed  away  only  to  convince  the  Count 
that,  without  the  society  of  the  accomplished  Hun 
garian,  Padua  would  become  dull  to  an  intensity 
beyond  all  human  suffering.  The  request  was  ex 
tended  to  a  year.  His  guest  smiled,  but  told  him 
that  matters  of  importance  compelled  him  to  think 
of  returning  homeward ;  and  that  though  he  was 
determined  to  revisit  Italy  and  the  Count,  some 
years  must  elapse  before  his  return. 

Carara  felt  as  an  Italian  feels  on  every  occasion 
that  thwarts  his  propensities,  be  they  what  they 
will ;  he  was  in  despair.  There  was  but  one  alter- 
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native,  to  leave  Italy  and  travel  with  this  man  of 
accomplishment  round  the  world,  consume  life  thus 
gyrating,  and  die  after  a  prolonged  conversation  of 
fifty  years.  The  Hungarian  argued  strenuously 
against  this  genuine  Italian  romance ;  sat  up  half 
a  night  suffering  himself  to  be  convinced,  gradually 
gave  way  to  all  the  Count's  arguments,  and  even 
pointed  out  the  means  of  making  this  peregrination 
a  much  more  delightful  adventure  than  it  had 
seemed  to  the  fancy  of  the  Count ;  and  at  the  first 
glimpse  of  dawn,  glided  from  his  chamber,  with 
his  valise  on  his  shoulder,  into  the  suburbs.  As 
Padua  would  have  been  asleep  all  day,  it  could 
scarcely  have  eyes  for  the  simple  and  lonely  fugi 
tive,  who  threaded  its  dozing  streets  at  an  hour 
when  no  Paduan  on  record  had  ever  known  whether 
it  was  the  full  blaze  of  sunshine,  or  the  darkness  of 
Erebus.  He  made  his  way  accordingly;  passed 
through  streets  of  palaces  and  walks  of  state  as 
invisible  as  a  spirit ;  wralked  through  magnificent 
gates  where  no  sentinel  challenged,  and  no  Swiss 
kept  the  key,  straight  forward  through  Sousovino's 
bronze  horseman,  and  Barbarini's  ;  and,  unbayed  at 
by  a  solitary  dog,  reached  the  Cemetario  grande ; 
the  true  emblem  of  the  city,  weedy,  calm,  sound 
less,  and  decaying — a  bed  of  but  more  steady  slum 
ber — a  Padua  under  ground. 

A  year  passed  away,  but  not  like  the  years  before. 
The  Hungarian  was  a  philosopher,  and  the  word 
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had  many  meanings  at  the  time.  He  had  seen 
many  nations,  and  the  view  had  not  raised  his  con 
ception  of  human  nature  ;  he  had  lived  under  vari 
ous  governments,  and  his  conception  of  the  wisdom 
of  kings  and  the  happiness  of  their  subjects  did  not 
prevent  him  from  an  occasional  sarcasm  on  both : 
he  was  a  man  of  imagination,  and  one  of  its  employ 
ments  was  the  construction  of  an  Utopia.  He  was 
a  man  of  science,  and  the  sudden  discoveries  of  the 
French  and  German  chemists  in  the  last  century 
had  kindled  him  into  the  reveries  of  the  century 
before,  and  made  him  a  searcher  after  the  philoso 
pher's  stone.  What  must  have  been  the  power  and 
impulse  of  so  much  curious  speculation,  inventive 
skill,  bold  theory,  and  actual  knowledge,  pouring 
suddenly  upon  the  sensitive  spirit  of  an  Italian, 
aroused  for  the  first  time  to  a  feeling  of  his  own 
sensitiveness !  It  was  the  sudden  opening  of  his 
curtains  at  midnight,  to  show  him  the  blaze  of  a 
conflagration  ;  the  sudden  burst  of  sunshine  on  the 
eyes  of  the  blind  ;  the  sudden  perception  that  there 
was  round  him,  not  the  monotonous  luxury  of  an 
Italian  palace,  but  the  vividness,  activity,  and  intel 
lectual  vigour  of  a  world — a  world  all  alive,  vigor 
ous,  stirring,  fierce,  enthusiastic,  brilliant — a  world 
in  which  ambition  might  fly  abroad,  until  it  wearied 
its  wildest  wing ;  in  which  vanity  might  play  its 
most  fantastic  game ;  in  which  philosophy  might 
build  its  noblest  conceptions,  till  they  reached  to 
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the  very  gates  of  heaven ;  in  which  science  might 
explore  the  depth  of  things  until  it  reached  the 
centre ;  a  world  of  grandeur,  beauty,  strength, 
weakness,  life,  immortality ;  a  world  of  wonders. 

The  luxurious  Italian  became  the  philosopher ; 
he  rose  with  the  sun,  he  studied  till  midnight,  he 
plunged  into  the  mysteries  of  science,  he  grew 
recluse,  pale,  and  severe.  But  the  delight  of  dis 
covery  repaid  all  the  labours  of  the  pursuit.  The 
transmutation  of  metals,  that  most  dazzling  dream 
of  science,  which  \\i\\  dazzle  to  the  end  of  time, 
and  be  a  dream  to  the  end  of  time,  led  him  onward, 
with  an  enthusiast's  disregard  of  all  things  but  his 
crucible.  In  the  meanwhile  he  himself  had  become 
an  object  of  attention ;  and  the  Count  Carara  had 
already  marked  the  day  and  hour  when  he  was  to 
become  master  of  the  grand  secret  of  this  world's 
wealth,  when  a  knock  at  his  study  door  disturbed 
him  in  the  midst  of  the  operation,  and  a  corporal 
of  grenadiers  handed  a  paper  to  him,  containing  an 
order  for  his  arrest  on  the  ground  of  freemasonry. 

The  Count  was  indignant  at  the  interruption ; 
the  fire  of  the  Italian  character  blazed  out  in  wrath 
at  the  insolence  of  disturbing  a  noble  in  his  own 
sanctuary ;  but  the  corporal  had  no  ears  for  reason, 
the  bayonets  at  his  back  were  better  arguers  ;  and, 
in  the  midst  of  a  platoon  of  whiskered  giants,  the 
philosopher  was  marched  first  into  the  presence  of 
the  governor — who  informed  him  that  his  estate 
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was  confiscated  to  the  use  of  better  subjects,  of 
whom  the  governor  himself  was  to  be  presumed 
the  most  deserving — and  next  to  the  well-known 
Torre  di  Eccelino.  This  famous  remnant  of  the 
ages  of  blood, — which  every  living  Italian  records 
as  the  ages  of  glory,  when  every  little  town  of 
Italy  had  its  battlements,  its  territory,  its  slaves, 
its  army,  its  despot  as  fierce  as  the  Grand  Turk, 
and  its  enemy  within  half  a  league,  as  inveterate 
as  the  Kalmuc  Tartar ;  its  war  once  a-month, 
bloody,  as  if  the  weal  of  the  world  depended  on 
the  sword ;  and  its  siege,  storm,  and  sack  once 
a-year, — had  been  just  converted  into  a  state  prison. 
Yet  it  was  the  very  spot  which,  if  Carara  had  been 
free  to  choose,  he  would  have  chosen.  From  its 
summit,  Eccelino,  the  most  sanguinary  of  the 
sanguinary,  the  most  subtle,  daring,  and  ambitious 
of  an  age  of  civil  and  martial  ferocity,  watched  the 
movements  of  the  vast  turbulent  city  below,  then 
filled  with  partisans  of  all  the  desperate  feuds  of 
the  day.  From  its  summit  he  too  had  watched  the 
stars,  that  as  they  rose  or  set,  twinkled  above,  or 
flashed  in  constellation,  wrote  in  characters  of 
fire  the  fates  of  heroes  and  empires.  Within  its 
recesses,  too,  the  man  of  power  and  blood  had 
plunged  in  those  forbidden  studies,  which  shook 
sovereigns  from  their  thrones,  disturbed  popes  and 
conclaves  with  new  terrors,  filled  nations  with 
sudden  tumults,  and  laid  waste  the  happiness  of 
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human  nature.  But  here  he  was  declared,  by  the 
tongue  of  all  Italy,  to  have  laid  the  foundations  of 
his  incomparable  success ;  to  have  discovered  the 
means  of  overthrowing  all  resistance  in  the  field, 
and  baffling  all  resolve  in  the  council ;  to  have 
found  wealth  inexhaustible,  knowledge  that  sur 
passed  the  reach  of  the  human  mind,  sagacity  that 
nothing  could  perplex,  and  strength  that  nothing 
could  overwhelm,  and  to  have  paid,  for  all,  the 
fearful  price  of  his  own  soul.  Such  was  the  legend ; 
and  when  Carara  entered  the  cell  where  this  extra 
ordinary  being  had  so  often  trod  that  his  spirit 
seemed  to  haunt  the  place,  he  shuddered  as  he  saw, 
transcribed  upon  the  wall  above  his  head,  the  lines 
of  Ariosto — 

"  Eccelino  ! — Immanissimo  tirrano 
Che  fia  creduto  figlio  del  demonio." 

But  there  is  nothing  which  decays  more  rapidly 
than  the  imagination  in  prison.  The  first  day's 
solitude,  the  second  day's  solitude,  and  the  third 
day's  solitude  drove  every  phantom  from  his  pre 
sence.  The  age  of  poetry  was  no  more ;  the  clank 
of  the  sentinel's  pike,  and  the  rattle  of  the  jailer's 
keys,  reclaimed  him  from  the  dominion  of  magic, 
and  he  began  to  descend  in  thought  to  that  world, 
to  which  he  was  never  likely  to  descend  in  reality, 
but  on  his  way  to  the  scaffold. 

A  prison  strips  off  the  embroidery  of  life  pro- 
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digiously ;    and   in   the  course  of  this   operation 
Carara  discovered  that  he  had  a  wife  and  child. 

That  wife  he  had  purchased  at  the  cost  of  the 
only  struggle  which  had  marked  his  silken  exis 
tence.  Julia  di  Monteleone  had  been  the  most 
celebrated  beauty  of  the  Court  of  Milan,  had  been 
sought  in  sonnets  and  serenades,  in  love,  and  even 
in  marriage,  by  a  hundred  cavaliers  of  the  highest 
grades,  had  laughed  at  all,  scorned  many,  repelled 
some  with  open  contempt,  and  finally  taken  refuge 
from  the  universal  storm  of  sighs  in  the  Palazzo  di 
Carara,  to  which  she  brought  a  large  dower,  a  noble 
alliance,  the  handsomest  face  in  Italy,  and  one  of 
the  highest  hearts  that  ever  spoke  in  coral  lips  and 
diamond  eyes.  The  choice  was  made,  like  all  the 
choices  of  women,  by  the  eye.  Carara  was  the 
finest  figure,  the  best  dancer,  and  the  most  brilliant 
in  his  equipages  of  any  of  the  myriad  who  paid 
their  homage  at  the  shrine  of  the  lady's  loveliness. 
The  point  was  then  decided.  The  prize,  however, 
was  not  to  be  won  in  a  nation  of  swordsmen  and 
dagger-bearers  without  its  hazard.  It  cost  him 
three  duels  with  the  indignant  suitors,  and  had 
nearly  cost  him  his  life,  by  a  sturdy  blow  of  a 
dagger  in  his  side,  as  he  was  in  the  act  of  handing 
his  bride  elect  into  her  chariot  at  the  door  of  the 
Grand  Opera.  He  fell  covered  with  blood,  lan 
guished  for  a  month  on  the  verge  of  death,  was 
cheered  by  the  beautiful  lady's  redoubled  protesta- 
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tions  of  living  or  dying  with  him,  and  recovered 
only  to  be  the  most  envied  husband  from  the  Alps 
to  the  Apennines. 

But  this  was  but  a  thunderbolt  plunged  into  a 
lake ;  it  flashed,  blazed,  and  shook  the  waters  from 
shore ;  it  was  extinguished,  and  the  waters  were 
as  smooth  as  glass  again,  no  breath  disturbing  their 
blue  complacency,  the  quiet  mirror  of  the  quietest 
of  all  skies.  Carara  had  brought  his  noble  bride 
to  his  palazzo,  showed  her  to  the  homage  of  his 
hundred  domestics  in  new  costumes  of  scarlet  and 
gold,  walked  with  her  through  his  spacious  apart 
ments,  marble  floored,  and  glowing  with  the  frescoes 
of  Giorgione  and  Spagnolet ;  had  pointed  out  to  her 
vivid  glance  the  Titians,  the  Kaphaels,  and  the 
Tintorets ;  had  unfolded  the  purple  curtains  which 
concealed  the  virgin  loveliness  of  the  Madonna  of 
Correggio  from  the  profaner  eye ;  had  given  a  con 
cert  to  her  on  her  arrival,  and  a  ball  to  the  podestat, 
and  every  soul  that  called  itself  noble  for  ten  leagues 
round  Padua ;  and  then — returned  quietly  to  his 
tranquil  career,  subsided  out  of  the  world's  hearing, 
lapsed  into  Elysian  slumber ;  listened  to  the  mur 
murs  of  his  fountains,  and  the  cooing  of  his  doves, 
till  they  both  sent  him  to  sleep ;  and,  wrapping  his 
soul  in  more  than  all  the  silks  and  velvets  of  the 
land,  he  prepared  himself  to  dream  through  the 
world. 

The  heart,  stifled  by  the  trappings  of  prosperity, 


ANTONIO   DI   CARARA.  13 

often  learns  to  bear  only  when  the  trappings  are 
plucked  away.  Carara,  the  prisoner  in  his  cell, 
was  a  different  being  from  Carara  the  elegant  but 
weary  voluptuary  in  his  palace.  The  vision  of  his 
wife  and  child  came  before  him,  and  made  him 
often  forget  the  massive  beams  and  iron  stanchels 
that  stood  between  him  arid  those  whom  he  loved. 
He  revolved  the  hours  which  he  had  flung  away, 
the  enjoyments  which  he  had  flung  away  with 
them ;  resolved,  if  his  fortunes  should  turn  again, 
to  disdain  the  silver  stream  of  life,  and  think  of  the 
surge  ;  to  show  himself  fit  for  something  better 
than  the  master  of  French  valets,  and  the  com 
panion  of  Spanish  lap-dogs;  to  take  the  goods  that 
rank,  wealth,  and  nature  gave,  and  be  a  noble,  a 
husband,  and  a  father,  and  worthy  of  the  names. 

But  his  prison-bars  were  still  as  strong  as  ever, 
the  cell  as  high  from  the  ground,  the  jailer  as 
sullen,  and  the  day  as  solitary.  To  bribe  the 
vigilance  of  the  turnkeys  was  hopeless  ;  for  the 
first  act  of  justice  had  been  to  plunder  him  of  every 
ducat.  To  address  the  governor's  reason  was 
equally  hopeless  ;  for  the  strict  order  of  that 
governor  was,  that  the  prisoner  should  have  no 
means  of  making  any  appeal.  To  summon  the 
public  to  the  decision  of  his  rights  and  wrongs, 
must  be  deferred  until  there  was  a  public;  or  until 
he  could  find  any  Italian  in  existence  who  cared  an 
inch  of  macaroni  for  the  rights  and  wrongs  of  any- 
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thing  on  earth.  The  feeling  of  solitude  grew  pain 
ful,  bitter,  agonising,  intolerable.  The  far  niente 
life  never  had  such  a  trial,  and  never  was  more 
torturing.  Carara  would  have  exchanged  his  being 
with  that  of  any  lazzarone  that  begged  and  burned 
in  the  noon  of  any  city  of  hovels  in  the  realm. 
Books,  the  pencil,  music,  all  the  resources  of  a  life 
of  idleness,  of  gracefulness,  or  of  industry,  were 
alike  forbidden  to  him.  He  felt  himself  day  by 
day  more  mercilessly  cut  off  from  mankind,  reced 
ing  hourly  from  existence,  turning  into  a  wild 
beast,  degenerating  into  the  uselessness  of  a  stock 
or  a  stone,  and  regretting  only  that  with  their  use 
lessness  he  had  not  their  insensibility. 

The  sting  of  all  this  wretchedness  was  envenomed 
by  its  uncertainty.  If  his  enemies,  or  their  instru 
ment  the  governor,  had  declared  to  him  that  his 
imprisonment  was  to  last  for  a  year,  or  fifty  years, 
or  to  lay  him  in  the  grave,  he  might  have  prepared 
himself  for  the  duration  ;  he  might  have  braced  up 
his  mind  for  a  calamity  of  which  he  knew  the 
extent ;  he  might  have  said  to  himself,  "  Joy  and 
hope  are  shut  out  for  ever.  I  shall  seek  and 
struggle  for  them  no  more.  My  dungeon  must  be 
looked  on  as  my  final  home.  I  must  sternly  con 
form  myself  to  ruin.  I  must  look  upon  my  im 
prisonment  only  as  a  slower  death,  and  be  contented 
as  I  may."  But  from  the  tower  of  Padua  he  might 
be  released  at  a  moment,  or  never.  He  might 
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return  that  night  to  his  own  roof,  or  never  lie  down 
under  its  shelter.  While  he  was  speaking,  the 
order  might  be  at  his  prison-doors  for  restoring  him 
to  the  arms  of  his  wife  and  child,  or  the  merciless 
spirit  that  had  torn  them  asunder  might  be  darkly 
decreeing  an  eternal  separation  to  them  all.  But 
it  was  the  doubt,  the  near  possibility  of  the  enjoy 
ment,  that  made  him  still  nurture  his  agony.  He 
could  not  heroically  harden  himself  to  endure.  He 
must  tremble,  for  he  must  hope. 

Suspense  and  solitude  like  this  have  driven  many 
a  man  mad,  and  they  were  fast  driving  the  quick 
brain  of  Carara  to  see  phantoms,  and  hold  dialogues 
with  the  creatures  of  the  brain;  when,  one  evening, 
as  the  jailer  paid  his  last  visit  for  the  night,  he 
suddenly  touched  the  Count's  hand.  The  twilight 
was  too  deep  to  allow  of  his  discerning  the  features 
of  the  man  who  stood  before  him ;  but  his  voice, 
lowered  to  a  whisper  as  it  was,  showed  that  he  was 
not  the  rugged  old  Trasteverin,  who  had  hitherto 
so  stubbornly  refused  to  listen  to  a  syllable  from 
him.  Hope  kindled  wildly  in  his  forlorn  heart ;  he 
sprang  on  his  feet,  and  desired  the  jailer  to  name 
the  price  of  his  deliverance.  The  answer  was  a 
plain  one,  and  a  true  one  :  "  That  if  the  Count 
Carara  was  to  escape,  it  was  not  his  money  that 
would  make  it  worth  any  man's  while  to  help  him; 
for  the  Count  Carara  was  for  the  last  three  months 
not  worth  a  sequin  in  the  world."  The  news  smote 
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heavy  on  the  ear  of  the  piisoner ;  but  he  had  not 
heard  it  for  the  first  time.  It  had  been  a  part  of 
the  governor's  insulting  communication  on  his 
arrest.  Yet  it  now  came  with  a  weight  of  which 
he  once  could  have  formed  no  conception.  Money 
had  poured  in  upon  him  in  a  flood  from  his  infancy ; 
and  lie  had  learned  to  think  of  it  no  more  than  of 
the  air  which  he  breathed,  as  a  common  privilege 
of  a  certain  rank,  and  the  easy  pledge  of  the  plea 
sures  of  that  rank.  But  now  it  was  life  or  death. 
The  sum  which  he  had  lavished  on  a  toy  or  a 
trinket  might  make  the  difference  to  him  of  a  career 
of  wretchedness  or  of  peace,  of  a  life  dragged  out 
in  the  bitterness  of  chains,  or  of  calmness,  freedom, 
and  honour. 

He  now  sank  down  upon  his  couch,  in  that 
dejection  of  heart  which  bids  a  man  welcome  the 
worst ;  and  before  he  could  conceive  any  new  mode 
of  softening  his  Cerberus,  the  door  was  closed,  the 
jailer  gone,  and  the  unhappy  prisoner  left  to  his 
despairing  meditations.  The  hours  lingered  on, 
midnight  came,  and  as  Carara  was  beginning  to 
imagine  that  his  mind  had  played  him  false,  and 
that  he  was  still  in  the  hands  of  the  old  taciturn 
Trasteverin,  the  door  opened  again,  the  jailer  stood 
at  his  side,  showed  him  a  soldier's  cap  and  cloak, 
and  bade  him  put  them  on  and  follow  him  without 
a  word.  The  Count  eagerly  followed  his  direction. 
But  in  a  moment  after,  the  singularity  of  secresy 
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in  a  jailer  awoke  his  suspicions.  He  started  back. 
"If  I  am  to  die,  let  me  die  in  the  face  of  my 
countrymen,  by  no  base  and  clandestine  end." 
The  jailer  made  no  reply,  but  by  opening  the  door 
and  pointing  to  the  deep  stair  of  the  tower.  A 
gush  of  fresh  air  that  sprung  up  from  the  bottom 
struck  across  the  Count's  senses  with  a  feeling  of 
freedom.  He  hesitated  no  longer ;  but  step  for 
step  silently  followed  his  grim  guide.  The  gush 
of  air  had  told  the  truth.  The  door  at  the  foot  of 
the  tower  was  open.  The  sentinel  was  either 
drank,  asleep,  or  bribed.  They  passed  as  unchal 
lenged  as  ghosts,  wound  their  way  through  a  dozen 
obscure  streets,  and  at  last  reached  an  inn.  A  low 
whistle  announced  their  coming  ;  a  wicket  was 
opened,  a  head  thrust  out  to  reconnoitre  ;  half  a 
door  unbarred,  and  the  Count  caught  by  the  arm 
and  suddenly  dragged  in.  Carara  was  bold,  and 
his  first  impulse  was  to  retort  this  violence ;  but  a 
voice  at  his  side  at  once  astonished  and  restrained 
him.  The  light  of  a  lamp  that  filled  the  close 
atmosphere  with  the  strongest  effluvia  of  the  Pado- 
vine  oil,  the  strongest  in  the  circuit  of  the  earth, 
glimmered  feebly,  but  sufficiently,  on  the  coun 
tenance  of  his  Hungarian  friend.  The  Herr  Balto 
had  been  his  preserver. 

"  I  owed  you  some  compensation,"  said  the  Hun 
garian,  u  for  bringing  you  within  the  fangs  of  your 
blockhead  of  a  governor.  Philosophy  seems  not  to 
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be  in  fashion  among  your  men  of  macaroni ;  and  it 
would  have  been  better  for  the  Count  Carara  to  have 
taken  a  crocodile  into  his  palace  than  an  unlucky 
stranger,  who  knew  nothing  but  a  little  chemistry." 

The  Count,  delighted  with  his  liberty,  would 
not  suffer  his  friend  to  utter  a  syllable  in  deprecia 
tion  of  either  himself  or  his  science  ;  and  proceeded 
to  express  his  regret  that,  under  the  present  cir 
cumstances,  he  had  nothing  to  offer  but  thanks. 
The  Hungarian  laughed  long  and  loud. 

"Count,"  said  he,  observing  his  look  of  surprise 
at  this  unexpected  mirth,  "  I  must  beg  your  allow 
ance  for  the  odd  way  in  which  the  simplest  things 
sometimes  appear  before  an  odd  being,  such  as  I 
must  acknowledge  that  I  am.  But  the  truth  is, 
that  I  could  not  resist  the  contrast  between  your 
luxuries  in  that  paradise  of  marbles  and  mosaic, 
and  this  rueful  hovel.  However,  I  rejoice  to  find 
in  you  the  vigour  of  mind  that  belongs  to  the  true 
philosopher ;  and  if  the  Grand  Secret  shall  ever  be 
intrusted  to  mortal  man,  you  may  rely  on  it  that  it 
will  be  intrusted  only  to  the  vigorous  and  the  wise, 
to  the  powerful  minds  that  despise  the  chances  of 
the  world,  or  to  the  bold  hearts  that  know  how  to 
force  them,  to  their  own  advantage.  But  what  is 
to  be  done  next?" 

"  Next  I "  exclaimed  the  indignant  Count.  "What, 
but  to  shoot  the  insolent  tool  of  office  who  has  dared 
to  insult  a  nobleman  of  Padua?" 
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"  You  will  get  nothing  by  that,"  said  the  Hun 
garian,  "  but  the  bad  bargain  of  giving  the  life  of 
a  man  of  sense  for  that  of  a  fool  j  sending  a  bullet 
through  the  brains  of  a  simpleton,  and  laying  the 
neck  of  a  man  of  talents  and  honour  on  the  scaf 
fold." 

"  Appeal  to  his  Holiness,  then,"  said  Carara. 

"Appeal  to  a  council  of  a  dozen  old  ladies,  who 
must  be  first  approached  through  a  dozen  clerks 
a-piece,  who  are  accessible  only  through  ten  times 
the  number  of  valets,  nuns,  sbirri,  slaves,  and 
knaves  of  all  dimensions  !  Why,  it  would  be  easier 
to  walk  dryshod  from  Scylla  to  Charybdis,  than 
gain  anything  by  this  mode  but  a  benedicite.  In 
fact,  I  am  perfectly  perplexed  with  every  view  that 
I  can  take  of  the  business." 

Carara' s  spirit  rose  with  the  crisis.  "  Perplex 
ity,"  said  he,  after  a  few  moments  of  silence,  "  may 
check  a  man's  steps  on  ordinary  occasions.  But 
the  worst  that  I  can  forfeit  is  life.  I  must  not  leave 
my  wife  to  famine  and  my  boy  to  shame.  I  shall 
return  to  the  palazzo,  there  collect  my  friends,  and 
by  a  bold  remonstrance,  or,  if  that  fail,  by  force, 
right  myself  with  this  trifling  and  insolent  gover 
nor,  or  die  in  the  attempt." — "  Spoken  like  a  knight 
of  chivalry,"  said  the  Hungarian,  "  and  I  have  no 
doubt  that  you  would  do  just  enough  to  prove  to 
the  world  that  you  were  as  brave  as  a  lion,  and  as 
mad  as  the  maddest  inhabitant  of  the  Ospidale  di  San 
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Gregorio.  But  the  Emperor  has  a  particular  aver 
sion  to  lunatics  of  your  order,  and  the  inevitable 
consequence  would  be  imprisonment  for  life  for 
yourself,  confiscation  for  your  property,  a  new  ten 
ant  for  your  palazzo,  and  a  new  example  in  your 
person  of  the  inconvenience  of  contending  against 
the  powers  that  be.  But  your  mention  of  the  Em 
peror  reminds  me  that  he  is  now  at  Innspruck.  I 
left  him  a  month  ago  at  Vienna  preparing  to  set 
out  on  his  journey,  to  pluck  the  Tyrolese  eagle  of 
some  of  its  feathers.  His  eloquence  or  his  presence 
is  to  persuade  the  Tyrolese  that  goat-shooting  is  a 
crime  against  nature,  that  a  rifle  is  rebellion,  and 
that  a  cock's-feather  in  the  hat  is  something  not 
much  better  than  a  conspiracy  against  Austrian 
church  and  state.  How  likely  he  is  to  succeed,  far 
be  it  from  me  to  doubt.  However,  you  have  struck 
upon  the  only  point  in  our  favour.  Francis  is  ho 
nest  by  nature,  very  much  afraid  of  the  French  by 
habit,  and  very  anxious  to  be  popular  in  Italy  by 
policy."  —  "To  the  Emperor,  then!"  exclaimed 
Carara. — u  There  is  but  one  objection,"  observed 
his  friend.  "  The  winter  has  set  in  roughly  even 
here  ;  what  must  it  be  among  the  mountains  ?  I 
escaped  a  tempest  with  some  difficulty  but  three 
days  ago,  which  I  saw  covering  the  whole  of  the 
Pusterthal.  I  should  not  be  surprised  to  hear  that 
the  Brenner  is  by  this  time  totally  impassable.  As 
for  the  passes  to  the  west,  the  travellers  from  the 
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Splugen  and  the  Helvia  have  reported  them  filled 
up  with  snow  for  the  last  fortnight." 

The  horrors  of  any  attempt  to  cross  the  Brenner 
mountains  forty  years  since,  were  sufficient  to  shake 
the  stout  hearts  even  of  the  carriers  and  contra 
bandists  of  the  Alpine  regions  :  and  Carara  acknow 
ledged  the  little  probability  which  he  could  have  of 
escaping  the  complicated  trials  of  hunger,  house- 
lessness,  and  those  terrible  tempests  which  often 
swept  away  whole  villages,  and  even  huge  portions 
of  the  mountains  themselves.  "  But  let  what  will 
happen,"  said  he,  "  I  must  see  the  Countess  di  Ca 
rara  ;  see  in  what  state  the  tyranny  of  our  wretched 
government  has  left  my  house  and  property,  and 
try  what  can  be  done  to  obtain  justice  on  the  spot." 
—  "Day  is  breaking,"  was  the  reply.  "Your 
escape  from  your  cell  will  be  known  immediately, 
and,  of  course,  vigilance  will  have  all  its  eyes  upon 
your  track.  In  short,  you  must  wait  till  nightfall." 
This  was  undeniable ;  and  Carara  passed  another 
wretched  day — a  day  of  fear,  watching,  and  weari 
ness,  in  which  the  step  of  every  beggar  that  passed 
the  little  inn  was  a  source  of  alarm  j  every  chance 
word  from  the  wild  and  half-naked  reprobates  who 
lingered  out  the  hour,  till  night  sent  them  out  again 
to  starve  or  to  plunder,  sounded  like  detection  ;  and 
every  moment  seemed  lengthened  for  the  mere  pur 
pose  of  putting  him  to  torture. 

At  last  the  shadows  began  to  spread  from  ihe 
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cathedral  towers  ;  the  evening  chimes  announced 
that  the  monks  were  going  to  their  suppers,  and  all 
thei  world  going  to  rest ;  the  Count  revived  with 
the  thickening  twilight,  and  a  low  knock  at  the 
door  announced  the  Hungarian.  He  was  prepared 
for  their  movement,  and  a  cloak  and  a  few  trifling 
changes  of  dress  enabled  the  Count  to  pass  through 
the  dim  streets  without  being  recognised.  Carara's 
heart  beat  with  an  unusual  pulse  as  he  reached  the 
marble  portals  of  his  palace.  All  on  the  outside  was 
as  when  he  had  last  given  it  his  anxious,  departing 
look.  The  massive  gates  emblazoned  with  the 
proud  heraldry  of  his  forefathers ;  the  bronze  lions 
that  had  sat  for  generations,  the  guards  of  a  noble 
house  raised  by  lion  daring,  in  times  of  Italian  valour 
and  hazard  ;  the  whole  magnificence  that  so  splen 
didly  prepares  the  eye  in  the  great  mansions  for  the 
more  than  magnificence  within,  for  the  matchless 
expenditure  of  taste,  wealth,  and  skill,  that  brings 
the  mind  to  the  ages  of  Italian  power  and  prince 
dom  ; — all  were  there  still.  But  the  look  of  the  do 
mestic  who  admitted  them  by  a  side-door,  and  his 
evident  trepidation,  told  at  once  the  history  of  the 
palazzo.  Carara  sprang  forward  with  a  pang  of 
heart.  All  was  spoil.  The  walls  were  stripped  of 
their  pictures  ;  tapestry,  sculpture,  everything  was 
gone.  Monuments  of  the  most  exquisite  art  had 
been  broken  into  fragments  in  the  rough  attempt  to 
tear  them  down.  Where  were  his  vases,  the  por- 
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traits  of  his  ancestors,  the  chefs-d'oeuvre  of  Raphael, 
the  Correggio  Gallery — the  library  of  manuscripts, 
that  had  cost  the  great  Count  Francesco  the  reve 
nue  of  a  principality  ?  All  was  swept  away.  But  a 
dearer  interest  now  made  all  their  loss  compara 
tively  light.  What  was  become  of  the  Countess 
and  his  child  ?  The  single  domestic  had  fled,  pro 
bably  in  terror  at  seeing  the  palazzo  entered  by  his 
master,  whom  he  must  have  taken  for  a  ghost  or  a 
lunatic.  Carara  rushed  on  from  hall  to  hall,  from 
corridor  to  corridor,  from  chamber  to  chamber,  his 
anxiety  growing  wilder  at  every  step,  his  brain 
burning,  his  voice  raised  until  it  startled  him  with 
its  own  violence,  until  he  had  hurried  through  the 
whole  scene  of  spoliation,  and  was  yet  unsuccessful. 
His  friend  attempted  to  soothe,  to  stop,  to  reason 
with  him  ;  all  was  in  vain.  He  raved,  he  called 
vengeance  on  the  head  of  the  governor,  on  the  Em 
peror,  on  mankind.  But  his  frame,  exhausted  by 
the  mingled  force  of  confinement,  fatigue,  and  fever, 
did  what  no  human  appeal  could  have  done  — 
checked  his  furious  career,  and  probably  saved  him 
from  some  desperate  defiance  of  authority,  which 
must  have  speedily  ended  in  ruin.  He  fell  feebly 
on  the  floor,  and  lay  in  a  state  of  insensibility. 

The  Hungarian  was  active  in  the  emergency ; 
he  hastened  to  one  of  the  many  fountains  which 
threw  its  silver  sheet  of  waters  high  in  the  moon 
light  ;  and  at  once  brought  back  a  draught  which 
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revived  him,  and  the  yet  more  reviving  intelligence 
that  his  Countess  and  his  child  were  safe,  and  were 
even  under  the  same  roof  with  him.  The  tidings 
were  soon  realised.  A  pavilion  in  the  ample  gar 
dens,  which  had  escaped  the  sight  of  the  spoilers, 
had  been  their  place  of  refuge.  Their  meeting  once 
more,  even  under  their  calamities,  was  a  source  of 
happiness  ;  and  when  Carara  looked  on  the  loveli 
ness  of  his  lovely  and  noble  wife,  and  the  fine  coun 
tenance  of  his  child,  a  boy  just  emerging  from  in 
fancy,  he  felt,  what  his  life  of  luxury  had  failed  to 
tell  him,  that  there  were  enjoyments  in  the  world 
which  the  highest  rank  and  wealth  could  neither 
give  nor  take  away. 

The  hours  were  now  not  like  the  lingering  hours 
of  his  wonted  day  ;  tli-ey  flew ;  the  night  was  too 
short  for  the  deep  interest  of  the  tale  which  the 
noble  lady  had  to  tell  of  her  perturbations  during 
the  fearful  interval  of  his  absence  ;  for  his  fond  car 
esses  of  his  child;  for  his  own  determinations  to 
obtain  a  full  and  bold  redress,  let  the  risk  be  what 
it  might ;  or  for  the  calm  sagacity  and  experienced 
consolation  of  his  friend. 

At  length  day  began  to  glitter  on  the  tops  of  the 
cedars  and  limes,  and  the  consultation  must  be  at 
an  end,  if  the  Count  would  not  hazard  the  loss  of  all 
chance  of  redress,  by  giving  himself  into  the  hands 
of  his  enemies,  who  would  undoubtedly  first  seek 
him  in  his  palace.  It  was  agreed  upon  that  the 
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Emperor  was  the  only  resource,  but  that,  from  the 
utterly  impassable  nature  of  the  mountains  by  one 
so  little  prepared  for  their  difficulties  as  the  Count, 
his  mission  should  be  sent  by  one  of  the  mountain 
couriers,  while  he  submitted  to  concealment  until 
the  arrival  of  the  answer.  The  Countess  now  re 
tired  to  rest.  His  friend  threw  himself  on  a  sofa. 

But  Carara  had  other  objects  than  sleep.  Taking 
down  a  dagger  and  pistol  which  hung  in  a  private 
recess,  he  began  sharpening  the  one  and  loading 
the  other.  The  Hungarian's  quick  eye  was  in 
stantly  upon  him  ;  springing  from  the  couch,  he 
asked  him  whether  he  could  be  mad  enough  to 
think  of  using  them  against  the  governor. 

"  No,  no,"  was  the  reply.  "  Yesterday  I  might 
have  been  mad  enough  to  use  them  against  him,  or 
against  myself,  or  against  any  one  ;  for  I  had  begun 
to  look  upon  mankind  as  a  wild  beast,  which  it  was 
a  kind  of  duty  to  destroy.  But  the  last  twelve 
hours  have  changed  my  mind  on  that  point,  and 
many  others.  I  have  been  a  cumberer  of  the  earth. 
I  have  lost  thirty  years  of  existence.  I  should  not 
have  been  more  a  blank  in  life,  if  I  had  been  flung 
out  of  my  cradle  into  the  Adige."  The  hearer 
stared.  "  What  is  the  purport  of  all  this  ?  "  was  in 
his  look  of  perplexity.  "  I  had  hoped,"  continued 
the  Count,  "  to  have  escaped  all  question  upon  the 
subject,  and  to  have  kept  my  own  counsel  until  I 
could  show  my  good  and  manly-minded  friend  its 


26 

fruits.  I  am  determined  to  go  on  this  mission 
myself." 

"  What!  you?"  said  the  Hungarian,  with  a  look 
of  double  perplexity.  "  You,  who  know  nothing  of 
the  route,  of  hardship,  of  the  nature  of  the  moun 
tain  storms  ?  You  will  be  swept  away  like  a  butter 
fly,  or  buried  under  some  snow-drift  before  you  have 
gone  a  league  up  the  pass.  This,  too,  is  the  sea 
son  of  the  avalanches  ;  every  blast  loosens  some 
of  them  down,  and  the  very  boldest  of  the  moun 
taineers  will  not  stir  a  foot  from  their  firesides, 
until  at  least  the  equinox  is  over.  It  was  but  last 
week  that  a  train  of  twenty  mules,  coming  from 
Brixen,  were  carried  away,  muleteers  and  all,  to 
the  bottom  of  one  of  the  lakes,  under  a  mountain  of 
snow,  which  will  keep  them  there  till  doomsday/' 

"  The  more  necessity  for  me  to  try,"  said  Carara, 
resolutely,  "  if  I  can  find  no  other  bearer  of  my  des 
patch.  The  plain  fact  is,  that  a  business  like  mine 
cannot  be  intrusted  to  a  letter,  nor  even  the  letter 
to  the  negligence  of  a  courier.  The  Emperor  must 
receive  a  hundred  appeals  a-day  of  the  same  kind, 
which  he  throws  to  his  secretary,  who  throws  them 
into  the  fire.  The  road  may  be  difficult ;  but  a 
man  once  in  earnest,  can  make  his  way  through 
more  than  the  Brenner.  I  am  in  earnest,  and  I 
must  at  all  events  try.  If  I  see  the  Emperor  in 
person,  I  may  succeed.  Half-a-dozen  words  spoken 
by  the  injured  party  himself,  are  often  worth  a 
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volume  coldly  laid  before  the  eye.  Francis  is  a 
man,  and  he  will  understand  the  language  of  a 
man ;  and  by  all  that  is  honest  or  bold  in  man,  he 
shall  hear  it  from  me.  If  I  perish  by  the  way,  I 
perish,  and  that  is  all.  There  is  an  end  of  one 
whose  life  is  a  continual  reproach  to  him.  Apathy 
with  me  is  at  an  end." 

"But  the  Countess!"  expostulated  his  friend — 
"  What  will  she  say  to  this  desperate  experiment?" 

"  The  Countess,"  said  Carara,  with  emotion,  "is 
a  woman  of  a  spirit  that  deserved  a  nobler  compan 
ionship  than  mine.  I  must  retrieve  myself  in  her 
eyes  and  in  my  own.  Let  us  say  no  more  on  the 
subject.  I  wish  to  spare  her  the  useless  pain  of 
parting.  In  half  an  hour  I  shall  be  on  the  road  to 
the  mountains.  In  the  mean  time,  I  have  provided 
for  her  safety."  He  here  wrote  a  few  lines.  "  I 
must  leave  this  part  of  the  business  to  you.  De 
liver  this  note  to  the  old  Marquis  Adelscalchi  of 
Ferrara.  His  friendship  for  me  will  suffer  no  decay 
by  my  fall ;  and  his  relationship  to  the  Countess 
will  insure  her  protection  under  his  roof  until  I 
either  accomplish  my  purpose,  or  am  laid  where 
human  purposes  disturb  no  one.  Farewell." 

His  hearer  caught  him  by  the  cloak  as  he  was 
rushing  out,  and  grasped  his  hand — "Count  Carara," 
said  he,  in  a  grave  tone,  "  I  believe  we  have  not 
known  each  other  until  now.  I  now  recognise  you 
as  the  descendant  of  the  illustrious  founder  of  this 
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palace  in  which  I  stand  I  confess  that  I  too  long 
looked  on  you  as  totally  unnerved  by  the  national 
habits,  for  the  high  duties  of  life.  You  are  now  a 
philosopher ;  and,"  he  added,  with  a  faint  smile, 
"  as  it  is  peculiarly  painful  to  part  with  a  new  and 
agreeable  acquaintance,  I  must  be  suffered  to  con 
tinue  the  intercourse  that  has  begun  within  these 
five  minutes.  Without  a  metaphor,  you  must  let 
me  go  along  with  you." 

The  Count's  turn  to  remonstrate  was  now  come. 
But  his  friend's  zeal  was  resistless.  He  pointed 
out  so  many  advantages  to  the  final  success  of  the 
attempt,  his  knowledge  of  the  road,  his  facilities  of 
approach  to  the  Emperor,  his  personal  habits  of 
court  business,  that,  on  the  ground  of  justice  to  his 
family,  the  Count  found  it  impossible  to  refuse  his 
assistance.  Within  the  half  hour  they  had  passed 
through  the  city,  the  gates,  and  the  suburbs  ;  had 
left  behind  them  the  lazy  nobles,  the  dozing  doc 
tors,  the'  insolent  governor,  and  the  yawning  popu 
lation — seen  the  grey  peaks  of  the  Veronese  Alps 
turning  into  gold  and  silver,  the  clouds  showering 
roses  as  rich  as  ever  Homer  and  Aurora  together 
showered  on  the  camp  by  the  Scamauder ;  and 
with  firm  steps,  whatever  might  be  the  heaviness 
of  their  hearts,  were  vigorously  advancing  on  the 
highroad  to  the  Tyrol. 

The  Hungarian's  winter  predictions  had  not  yet 
been  realised.  Even  the  valley  which  leads  to 
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Botzen  from  the  south,  and  which  is  proverbially 
the  nest  of  the  storm,  exhibited  no  deeper  vestiges 
of  the  coming  season,  than  a  few  streams  turned  to 
solid  crystal  as  they  trickled  down  the  precipices, 
or,  from  time  to  time,  a  larch  rooted  out  from  the 
cliffs  by  the  gale,  and  strewing  its  leafy  glories  at 
full  length  across  the  narrow  road.  Carara  felt  the 
mountain  breeze  breathing  vigour  into  his  frame — 
his  travel  was  already  giving  elasticity  to  his  limbs 
— his  handsome  countenance  was  rapidly  losing  the 
pallid  hue  which  was  essential  to  Italian  elegance, 
and  was  exchanging  it  for  the  better  gift  of  the 
manly  and  florid  healthfulness  of  open  air  and 
active  exercise.  With  his  cloak  flung  over  his 
shoulder,  his  Alpine  staff  in  his  hand,  and  his  vivid 
eye  darting  round  the  immense  horizon,  catching 
every  colour  of  the  autumnal  forest,  every  passing 
cloud,  every  floating  eagle  that  poised  itself  on  its 
pinions  above  the  covers  of  the  chamois  and  deer 
along  the  Talfer,  he  might  be  taken  for  a  prince  of 
the  mountaineers.  But  as  they  rested  for  their 
mid-day  meal  at  the  foot  of  the  Eitter  pyramids, 
and  the  Count's  newly-awakened  curiosity  was 
listening  to  his  fellow-traveller's  account  of  this 
singular  phenomenon,  and  indulging  his  fancy  in 
discovering,  as  so  many  wanderers  had  done  before, 
temples  and  palaces,  pavilions  and  fountains,  in 
their  fretted  and  excavated  masses,  a  sudden  gust 
of  the  most  piercing  cold  rushed  down  from  the 
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hills,  carrying  before  it  a  whole  atmosphere  of 
sleet,  withered  leaves,  and  dried  up  branches  of 
trees.  "  The  trumpet  of  the  winter  is  blowing, 
Count,"  said  the  Hungarian,  "  and  we  must  pre 
pare  for  the  speedy  commencement  of  the  cam 
paign." 

Carara  prepared  for  the  encounter  simply  by 
girding  hiH  hunter's  coat  tighter  round  him,  fas 
tening  his  broad  Alpine  hat  on  his  head  by  the 
clasp  usual  among  the  peasantry,  and  loosening 
the  folds  of  his  cloak.  The  Hungarian,  conversant 
in  the  language  of  the  storm,  looked  to  the  various 
points  of  the  compass  for  those  currents  of  the 
clouds  which  so  strikingly  mark  the  direction  from 
which  the  force  of  the  tempest  comes  in  the  higher 
Alps.  Large  masses  of  rolling  clouds  heavily  burst 
up  from  the  whole  range  of  the  vast  crescent  of  hills 
whicli  form  the  central  barrier  of  the  Tyrol,  and 
each  sent  forth  its  gust ;  but  in  the  north-east 
lay  a  solid  leaden-coloured  pyramid  of  vapour, 
reaching  from  the  earth  to  the  heavens,  on  which 
the  Hungarian  gazed  with  evident  anxiety.  "  The 
weight  of  the  tempest,"  said  he,  "  is  beyond  Mit- 
tenwald  ;  but  it  is,  I  fear,  by  this  time,  coming  up 
through  the  Pusterthal,  and  the  pass  will,  in  that 
case,  be  altogether  blocked  up  before  night." 

"  Then,"  said  Carara,  with  a  smile  which  was 
far  from  an  expression  of  his  feelings,  "  we  must 
attempt  it  by  daylight.  The  ghosts  of  the  Brenner 
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will  not  stand  sunshine,  if  they  are  like  our  Italian 
ghosts.  For  Mitten wald,  then — onward." 

His  companion  answered  only  by  following  his 
stride,  and  they  fought  their  way  together  man 
fully  up  the  side  of  the  mountain.  Fierce  gusts, 
that  seemed  to  burst  less  from  the  clouds  than 
from  the  earth,  frequently  caught  them  in  their 
middle  way,  and  forced  them  to  cling  to  the  shrubs 
and  branches  of  dwarf  oak  that  sheeted  the  glen. 
The  valley,  which  had  been  broad  and  nearly  level 
from  Brixen,  now  began  to  contract,  arid  the  gigan 
tic  pines,  that  hung  and  rooted  upon  the  huge  blocks 
of  granite,  split  by  time  or  thunder  ages  ago,  gave 
a  deeper  shade  to  the  road.  By  this  pass  few  tra 
vellers  ever  attempted  to  enter  the  mountains  but 
in  summer,  and  the  Count  and  his  companion 
scarcely  disturbed  the  falcons  and  wild-goats  that 
through  one  half  of  the  year  possessed  the  un 
questioned  lordship  of  the  soil.  They  gazed  on 
the  struggling  travellers  as  if  they  were  of  their 
own  species,  arid  seldom  moved  foot  or  waved 
wing,  till  they  had  passed. 

The  evening  fell,  and  though  the  centre  of  the 
valley,  which  was  now  narrowed  to  a  ravine,  was 
still  sheltered,  it  was  evident  that  the  storm  was 
making  wild  work  above.  At  length  an  abrupt 
ascent  led  them  to  the  summit  of  the  road,  and  the 
whole  range  of  the  wild  scene  opened  on  them  at  a 
view.  Nothing  could  be  more  magnificent  or  more 
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fearful.  As  far  as  the  eye  reached,  the  whole  hori 
zon  was  filled  with  snow,  assuming  every  fantastic 
form  of  the  mountain  tops,  and  shaping  them  into 
strange  beauty.  Carara's  imagination,  dormant  in 
his  days  of  prosperity,  had  been  gradually  awaking 
since  his  first  step  in  these  wild  regions.  But  now 
all  its  eyes  were  opened  at  once.  Every  trait,  hue, 
and  feature  of  the  scenery,  formed  to  him  an  indis 
pensable  portion  of  the  most  glorious  landscape  that 
he  had  ever  gazed  upon.  "  Look  there,"  he  ex 
claimed,  pointing  to  a  boundless  pile  of  snow-white 
clouds  that  touched  a  distant  mountain  so  closely, 
as  to  seem  a  continued  mountain  ascending  into  the 
heights  of  heaven, — "  There  is  Pelion  upon  Ossa, 
and  both  in  silver!"  Another  enormous  hill,  whose 
covering  of  snow  was  partially  darkened  by  a  thun 
der-storm,  lay  to  the  right.  "  There  is  an  Etna, 
but  ten  times  its  bulk,  pouring  out  immeasurable 
volumes  of  smoke,  and  broken  into  a  thousand 
chasms  of  flame."  The  range  of  pinnacles  that 
shot  up  round  the  horizon,  sheeted  with  the  snow, 
were  fairy  palaces,  turreted  castles  of  ivory,  bowers 
of  amaranth,  magic  palaces  of  steel.  A  last  gleam 
of  the  sun,  as  he  plunged  down  behind  the  Middle 
Alps,  shot  through  a  chasm  of  the  hills,  and  swept 
round  the  whole  range.  It  was  like  the  outpouring 
of  a  stream  of  solid  gold.  It  transmuted  the  whole 
landscape  instantly  ;  the  effect  on  the  scene  was 
indescribable.  Wherever  the  stream  fell,  it  turned 
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the  spot  into  all  the  glorious  hues  of  sky,  flower, 
and  metal.  Boundless  sheets  of  purple  and  -rose 
seemed  to  have  been  suddenly  flung  over  the  enor 
mous  sides  of  the  hills.  Cataracts  of  gold  burst 
down  their  sides,  long  stripes  of  the  most  vivid 
green,  like  valleys  of  emerald,  lay  between  ridges 
of  chrysolite  and  silver.  All  was  splendid,  pris 
matic,  magical.  As  the  sun  descended,  every 
feature  of  this  landscape  of  a  hundred  leagues 
assumed  a  new  and  lovelier  variety ;  azure  fol 
lowed  rose,  and  purple,  richer  than  the  Tyrian 
loom,  mingled  with  azure.  Until  a  moment  be 
fore  he  set,  the  whole  range  became  a  succes 
sion  of  volcanoes  ;  the  base  of  every  mountain 
buried  in  solemn  grey,  the  side  still  tinged  with 
the  fainter  light,  but  the  summit  a  spire  of  living 
flame.  He  sank  at  last,  but  there  was  one  spec 
tacle  left,  as  lovely,  and  almost  as  brilliant,  as  the 
richest  effects  of  the  sunshine.  The  dusk,  which 
now  gathered  round  the  mountains,  rapidly  con 
tracted  their  horizon — the  enormous  crescent  ap 
peared  to  round  itself  into  a  circle,  in  the  centre  of 
which  stood  the  admiring  travellers.  Of  that  circle, 
the  only  portion  visible  was  soon. the  upper  ridge, 
and  even  that  was  pale  ;  but  from  it  stood  up  the 
summits  of  the  pinnacles,  now  divested  of  all  colour, 
but  still  sparkling  with  light,  the  diamond  cusps  of 
a  mighty  crown. 

Carara  stood  entranced  with  this  sight  of  un- 
10  c 
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earthly  beauty,  when  he  was  startled  from  his 
vision  by  a  sound  as  if  of  remote  thunder ;  he 
looked  to  the  cloud  that  still  lowered  on  the  Bren 
ner,  but  it  was  as  leaden  and  solid  as  ever.  No 
flash  broke  from  its  mighty  womb.  If  the  thunder 
lay  there,  it  was  still  to  be  born.  The  whole 
hemisphere  lay  in  the  same  quietude.  The  gusts 
had  fallen,  and  the  tempest  seemed  to  have  gone 
to  rest  with  the  sun.  Again  the  sound  rose,  but 
it  was  now  not  the  low  growl  of  distant  thunder, 
but  the  roar  and  dash  of  ocean,  heavy,  hoarse,  and 
continuous.  He  turned  to  the  Hungarian  for  an 
explanation  of  the  cause.  u  Probably  some  new 
fall  of  snow  among  the  hills,"  said  lie  ;  "  but  at  all 
events,  let  us  not  stop  where  we  are.  The  road 
descends  a  few  hundred  yards  forward,  arid  any 
where  we  shall  be  less  exposed  than  here."  He 
started  with  the  wrords  from  the  summit  of  the 
ridge,  and  hastened  down  the  steep.  Carara  fol 
lowed  ;  but  when  he  found  himself  in  the  spot  thus 
selected  for  safety,  he  could  not  conceal  his  sur 
prise  at  the  selection.  "  I  altogether  give  way  to 
your  knowledge  in  these  matters,"  said  he,  as  the 
Hungarian  turned  to  watch  the  progress  of  the 
storm  ;  "  but  this  spot  strikes  me  as  exposing  us 
to  be, either  buried  in  the  first  snowfall,  or  to  find 
our  road  totally  closed  up."  The  Hungarian  fixed 
on  him  a  look  which,  even  in  the  twilight,  he  could 
discover  to  be  singularly  different  from  his  usual 
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calmness  of  philosophy.  It  was  a  smile,  but  whether 
it  wore  more  of  contempt  or  fear,  more  of  resent 
ment  at  being  thus  questioned,  or  of  that  em 
barrassment  which  the  sight  of  overwhelming 
danger  sometimes  produces  in  the  haughtier  minds, 
was  difficult  to  define  in  the  shade  ;  but  the  im 
pression  was  there,  and  his  respect  for  the  philo 
sopher's  firmness  suffered  no  slight  diminution  for 
the  time. 

But  the  time  for  these  things  was  short.  The 
darkness  had  suddenly  become  complete,  as  if  a 
cloud  had  brooded  on  the  little  valley.  The  sound 
which  before  arrested  the  ear,  had  now  returned, 
but  louder ;  the  storm  rapidly  grew  wilder,  and 
more  appalling  still.  It  began  with  a  broken  and 
unusual  report,  like  the  roar  of  a  signal-gun ;  it 
swelled  in  a  few  minutes  to  the  roar  of  battle  ;  it 
was  now  the  peal  of  a  hundred  cannon,  of  thou 
sands  together,  of  millions.  The  atmosphere  shook; 
the  earth  heaved ;  Carara  instinctively  sprang  to  a 
rock  which  projected  over  the  side  of  the  valley, 
and  as  he  sprang,  seized  his  fellow-traveller's  arm 
to  drag  him  with  him  to  the  place  of  safety  ;  but, 
to  his  utter  surprise  and  dismay,  the  Hungarian 
was  immovable.  The  grasp  which  he  gave  was 
even  returned  by  a  more  stubborn  grasp.  "  Do 
you  want  to  die  here  ?  "  exclaimed  the  Count,  still 
attempting  to  shake  him  from  his  strange  insensi 
bility — "  Or  do  you  want  me  to  die  along  with 
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you  ?  "  The  Hungarian  made  no  answer  ;  but,  as 
if  paralysed  by  fear,  still  firmly  clung  to  the  arm 
that  he  held,  and  his  countenance  exhibited  the 
same  strange  smile.  A  crash  of  the  trees,  a  scream 
of  the  eagles  and  falcons,  an  universal  commotion 
of  the  air,  announced  that  some  extraordinary  de 
vastation  was  at  hand.  "  It  is  an  avalanche," 
shouted  Carara,  labouring  at  once  to  rush  forward 
and  rouse  his  frozen  friend.  But  he  was  evidently 
devoted  to  ruin  —  he  grasped  his  hand  only  the 
more  violently.  u  It  is  an  avalanche,"  he  repeated, 
with  a  low  internal  voice,  and  with  a  laugh  which 
could  bo  attributed  to  scarcely  less  than  sudden 
idiotism  or  insanity. 

But  now  all  struggle  was  useless,  for  now  came 
this  terrible  instrument  of  destruction.  From  the 
side  of  the  mountain,  some  thousand  feet  above, 
same  a  dim  and  mighty  mass,  itself  like  a  loosened 
mountain,  rolling,  bounding,  crashing,  and  at  eveiy 
bound  increasing  in  speed  and  size.  The  largest 
trees  snapped  before  it  like  willow  -  wands ;  the 
solid  crags,  which  had  resisted  the  torrents  and 
the  thunder  of  winters  innumerable,  were  torn  from 
their  ancient  fixtures  like  feathers,  and  whirled 
down  into  the  ravine.  The  light  of  the  snow,  or 
the  rapidity  of  its  course,  threw  a  strange  and 
melancholy  gleam  around,  and  rendered  it  drearily 
visible  as  it  rushed  along.  The  air  was  filled  with 
the  roar,  crashing  and  incessant ;  the  valleys  sent 
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it  back;  every  surrounding  mountain  returned  it, 
like  the  echo  of  a  thunderburst.  At  length  an  im 
mense  cloud  of  mingled  dust,  stones,  snow,  and 
wreck  of  all  kinds,  rushed  into  the  valley,  herald 
ing  its  way.  Carara,  in  blindness,  and  utterly  be 
wildered  by  the  snow,  still  felt  himself  grasped 
with  what  he  thought  the  convulsive  hold  of  death, 
by  his  companion ;  but  he  felt,  at  the  same  instant, 
the  ground  quiver  and  heave  under  his  feet ;  he  in 
vain  attempted  to  cling  to  the  rock;  he  was  caught 
by  the  whirlwind,  and  flung  forward,  where  he 
knew  not.  A  hollow  roar  still  sounded  in  his  ears ; 
he  still  felt  himself  tossed  and  flung  like  a  weed 
upon  a  wave  ;  at  length  a  blow,  a  sensation  of  in 
tolerable  chill,  and  a  sudden  plunge,  as  he  thought, 
ten  thousand  fathoms  deep,  extinguished  all  sounds 
and  sensations  together. 

How  long  he  lay  in  this  state  of  insensibility,  he 
could  judge  only  by  the  scene  that  presented  itself 
to  him  when  he  again  opened  his  eyes.  All  was 
silent,  the  storm  had  passed  away,  or  left  its  only 
traces  in  some  scattered  clouds  that  lay  on  the 
remote  sky  like  remnants  of  a  routed  army.  The 
avalanche  had  run  its  fearful  course,  a  course  which 
was  still  to  be  traced  in  the  stripping  of  the  moun 
tain's  side  of  every  sign  of  vegetation,  and  plough 
ing  it  into  immense  rents  and  chasms.  It  lay  with 
all  its  devastation  quiet  in  the  valley,  at  an  almost 
sightless  depth  below.  Not  a  sound  disturbed  the 
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expanse,  all  was  virgin  white,  a  world  of  snow. 
The  moon  in  her  meridian  was  pouring  down  floods 
of  glorious  light  upon  the  scene,  from  a  heaven  as 
blue  and  solid  as  a  vault  of  lapis  lazuli.  Carara's 
feelings  were  suspended  in  awe  at  this  majesty  of 
night  and  nature.  The  sense  of  his  own  extra 
ordinary  preservation  too  came  upon  his  heart  with 
an  influence  which  surprised  himself.  If  he  had 
known  in  what  words  to  pray,  he  would  almost 
have  prayed ;  his  original  habits  had  not  taught 
him  more  than  the  rest  of  his  class,  and  supersti 
tion,  when  lie  was  inclined  to  comply  with  the 
ceremonial  of  the  land,  or  philosophy,  as  the  beaux 
csprits  called  it,  when  he  was  inclined  to  think  that 
ceremonial  troublesome,  had  made  up  the  sum  of 
his  perceptions  on  the  subject.  But  he  was  now, 
as  any  man  might  be,  at  once  appalled  and  grate 
ful — -at  once  shaken  by  the  consciousness  that  there 
was  something  more  than  his  worldly  creed  had 
told  him  concerned  in  the  government  of  tilings  ; 
and  awakened  by  the  feeling  that  he  had  been, 
however  unaccountably,  the  object  of  its  care.  He 
had  obviously  been  saved  by  what,  at  another  time, 
he  would  have  pronounced  a  most  singular  accident. 
The  whirlwind  raised  by  the  avalanche  had  swept 
him  down  some  fathoms  of  the  mountain's  side ;  and 
when  he  was  on  the  point  of  being  flung  into  the 
valley,  where  he  must  have  been  dashed  to  pieces, 
the  rough  root  of  a  broken  oak  had  checked  his  de- 
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scent;  and  the  violence  of  the  shock,  which  rendered 
him  insensible  at  the  moment,  had  tossed  him  like 
gossamer  under  a  huge  projecting  crag,  which  for 
tunately  lay  a  few  paces  beyond  the  direct  descent 
of  the  snowfall.  The  ground  close  to  the  spot  where 
he  lay  had  been  torn  up,  as  if  a  hundred  thunder 
bolts  had  rifted  it ;  fragments  of  the  crag  had  been 
evidently  splintered  off  by  the  concussion  ;  the 
whole  surface  of  the  mountain  above  had  been 
hurled  into  the  ravine.  If  he  had  been  fli>ng  but 
a  few  paces  nearer,  he  must  have  been  by  this 
time  in  eternity. 

When  his  recollection  had  completely  returned, 
the  state  in  which  his  friend  had  been  seen  for  the 
last  time  recurred  to  him.  What  must  have  become 
of  a  man  who  had  been  palpably  deprived  of  all 
power  to  help  himself,  even  if  he  had  not  stood 
directly  in  the  road  of  a  devastation  that  might 
have  torn  down  a  pyramid  or  buried  a  city  ?  Carara 
looked  round  in  vain,  he  was  nowhere  to  be  seen ; 
he  shouted  his  name  till  the  precipices  re-echoed  it 
on  every  side  ;  it  was  equally  in  vain,  no  voice  of 
man  answered;  he  even  tried  his  way  along  the 
shivered  and  falling  masses  left  clinging  on  the 
face  of  the  precipice,  to  the  spot  where  they  had 
last  stood  together ;  but  all  search  was  in  vain. 
The  whole  aspect  of  the  hill  was  altered,  a  power 
beyond  man  had  been  there ;  and  what  was  man, 
in  such  contact,  but  the  dust  of  the  balance  ?  Car- 
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ara,  almost  subdued,  gave  a  final  look  to  the  spot 
which  must  be  considered  as  the  grave  of  his  eccen 
tric,  yet  zealous  and  sincere  friend,  and  dejectedly 
took  his  way  up  the  little  mountain  road. 

The  caserne  of  Mittenwald,  a  post-house  and 
place  of  rest  for  travellers,  had  been  visible  for 
some  hours  before  the  fall  of  the  avalanche,  and  it 
was  to  this  spot  that  the  Count  now  directed  his 
steps. 

The  caserne  had  its  occupants  even  in  that 
rough  season ;  and  three  or  four  stout  peasants 
from  the  Hertzer  valley,  and  a  nondescript  figure, 
who,  on  his  own  authority,  had  the  courage  of  an 
Alexander,  and  every  virtue  under  the  sun  besides, 
but  whose  short  Ferrarese  sword,  rusty  pistols, 
and  weather-beaten  visage,  strongly  marked  him 
for  either  the  contrabandist  or  the  highwayman,  or 
both  as  occasion  might  serve,  had  taken  up  their 
quarters  with  the  old  soldier  and  his  wife  who  were 
stationed  in  this  winter-buffeted  dwelling.  Carara's 
first  proposal  was,  that  they  should  go  back  with 
him  to  look  for  his  friend,  alive  or  dead.  But  the 
peasants  declared  this  to  be  totally  impossible,  the 
veteran  acknowledged  it  to  be  next  to  hopeless,  and 
the  contrabandist  pledged  him  by  all  the  ghosts  of 
the  mountains  to  be  beyond  the  power  of  man  or 
fiend,  if  the  avalanche  had  but  touched  a  hair  of 
his  unfortunate  associate.  The  project  was  on  all 
hands  pronounced  utterly  impracticable,  and  the 
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Count  had  no  resource  but  to  wait  until  daylight 
should  enable  him  to  continue  his  search  by  him 
self. 

Daylight  came,  but  the  attempt  was  now  more 
hopeless  than  ever.  The  clouds,  which  had  lingered 
so  long  on  the  northern  range,  had  during  the  night 
moved  forward  over  the  whole  extent  of  the  hills, 
and  flooded  them  with  snow.  The  caserne  was 
covered  almost  to  the  roof,  and  all  the  rest,  as  far 
as  the  keen  eye  of  the  mountaineers  could  reach, 
was  an  ocean  of  white  surges.  Another  day  passed 
in  this  lofty  dungeon.  Still  the  tempest  was  un 
abated.  A  week  passed  ;  and  Carara's  impatience 
could  suffer  this  confinement  no  longer.  He  deter 
mined  to  attempt  the  pass  at  all  hazards.  The 
peasants  declined  his  largest  offer  for  their  services 
as  guides  ;  and  he  prepared  desperately  to  set  out 
alone.  He  felt  that  his  anxiety  was  wearing  away 
his  strength ;  that  the  Emperor  might  be  gone  from 
Innspruck ;  that  his  enemy  might  anticipate  his 
appeal  ;  that  chance,  or  barbarity,  or  subtlety, 
might  be  exposing  his  family  to  the  last  miseries, 
while  he  was  lazily  wasting  his  days  in  the  wretch 
edness  of  a  mountain  hovel. 

He  had  already  given  his  farewell  to  the  old 
soldier,  and  was  forcing  his  way  through  the  snow, 
when  he  found  himself  followed  by  the  contraban 
dist.  This  hardy  fellow,  a  native  of  the  Tarentaise, 
had  waited  until  he  saw  the  Count's  resolution 
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wrought  to  its  height :  the  solid  purse  which  had 
been  exhibited  during  the  treaty  with  the  peasants 
appeared  to  him  a  matter  which  should  not  be  care 
lessly  considered;  and,  with  the  intention  of  sharing 
in  it,  amicably,  in  the  way  of  service,  or  if  not,  in 
any  other  way  that  might  be  effectual,  he  now  pro 
posed  to  join  the  Count  as  a  guide.  Carara  was 
glad  to  find  a  companion,  rough  as  he  might  be, 
and  the  travellers  pushed  forward  vigorously.  Two 
days'  toil  at  last  brought  them  within  sight  of  the 
famous  pass  of  the  Brenner,  and  as  bis  guide  pointed 
it  out  to  him  in  the  distance,  rising  sharp  and  boldly 
among  a  wilderness  of  precipices,  that  seemed  less 
a  part  of  this  world  than  the  works  of  a  former  one, 
he  felt  a  new  pulse  of  hope  beat  high  in  his  bosom. 

Night  fell  again;  and,  sleeping  on  the  snow  with 
no  other  canopy  than  a  shelf  of  the  rock,  and  no 
other  shelter  than  the  stunted  foliage  of  a  wild 
pine,  he  felt  a  delight  in  rest,  a  keenness  of  enjoy 
ment  even  in  his  couch  of  snow  and  his  pillow  of 
stone,  that  he  had  never  experienced  in  the  Carara 
Palace.  Keal  hunger  made  the  simplest  food  a 
banquet,  real  fatigue  made  the  rudest  resting-place 
a  couch  of  down.  He  had  discovered  what  the 
Eoman  tyrant  sought  for  in  vain  in  all  his  silken 
luxury, — a  new  pleasure. 

He  was  on  his  feet  by  dawn,  and  prepared  to 
scale  the  mountains  with  a  foot  as  elastic  as  their 
own  chamois.  But  the  contrabandist  hung  back. 
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"  We  had  better  not  be  too  much  in  a  hurry  this 
morning,"  said  he,  pointing  to  the  pass,  "  for  the 
old  brute  there  is  angry.  Look  how  he  raises  up 
his  bristles  like  a  wild  boar,  and  if  we  were  but  a 
league  or  two  nigher,  we  should  hear  him  howling 
and  gnashing  his  teeth.  We  must  stay  where  we 
are  till  the  old  savage  is  quiet."  The  Count's  com 
prehension  of  this  metaphorical  displeasure  was  not 
aided  by  any  further  discussion.  The  contrabandist 
either  would  not,  or  could  not,  explain  farther  than 
by  pointing  to  the  pass,  which  now  certainly  ap 
peared  to  put  on  some  resemblance  to  the  ridgy 
back  of  a  wild  boar,  a  phenomenon  not  uncommon 
in  the  mountain  atmosphere,  and  which  is  under 
stood  universally  to  predict  a  storm.  "  The  weather 
promises  ill.  But  my  business  admits  of  no  delay. 
What  is  to  be  clone  in  case  of  a  ter  pest  ?  "  asked 
the  Count.  "  Eeturn  to  the  or  erne — what  else 
could  be  done?  "  answcrcc1  rr~  Companion,  sullenly. 
"Another  league,"  said  Carara,  "and  your  pay 
shall  be  doubled."  His  guide  hesitated,  but,  sur 
veying  the  Count's  face  of  determination,  and  see 
ing  him  already  striding  onward  through  the  snow- 
rifts,  he  at  length  made  up  his  mind  arid  followed. 
As  they  reached  the  next  ascent,  the  prospect  was 
still  more  gloomy ;  the  wind  had  lulled,  and  except 
now  and  then  a  short  sharp  gust,  there  was  a  death 
like  silence.  Man,  beast,  and  bird,  had  equally 
deserted  the  region.  Above,  the  sky  stooped  al- 
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most  to  the  ridge  of  the  hills,  as  if  unable  to  bear 
its  burthen  of  snow  and  tempest.  A  single  vulture, 
that  started  from  a  pile  of  grey  crags  far  above 
their  heads,  and  continued  sailing  and  wailing  over 
them  like  an  evil  omen,  made  the  scene  of  desola 
tion  still  more  desolate.  Sleet  began  now  to  cover 
the  few  points  of  the  rocks  which  the  gusts  had 
stripped.  The  air  became  intensely  cold,  and  the 
wind  rose,  and  blew  in  bursts,  hollow  and  melan 
choly.  The  guide  again  remonstrated.  But  Carara 
was  not  to  be  deterred  by  the  elements,  much  less 
by  the  selfishness  of  a  hired  guide.  He  still  strode 
onward,  leaving  the  contrabandist  to  complain  to 
the  winds. 

The  tempest  now  palpably  moved  down  the  huge 
ravine,  and  its  roar  was  heard  long  before  its  vio 
lence  was  ne  r  enough  to  be  felt.  The  heavens 
and  earth  were  -^pidly  darkened  by  a  livid  and 
sepulchral  shade  a  i*  came.  Everything  seemed 
to  quiver  through  the  dense  air;  and  the  pinnacles, 
trees,  and  mountain  paths,  shifted  their  places  to 
the  eye,  as  if  they  wavered  in  the  storm.  The 
sleet  now  thickened  into  snow,  and  the  air  became 
a  fleecy  cloud,  through  which  it  was  impossible  to 
see  farther  than  a  few  yards.  Carara  felt  a  strange 
mixture  of  despondency  and  determination  filling 
his  mind.  How  or  where  to  advance  he  knew  not; 
he  was  possessed  of  something  approaching  to  a 
melancholy  conviction  that  the  night  and  the  hour 


ANTONIO  DI   CAKARA.  45 

were  to  be  his  last ;  yet  the  original  vigour  of  his 
soul  was  roused,  and  he  resolved  never  to  return 
but  successful,  or  a  corpse.  The  contrabandist, 
however,  thought  otherwise.  He  had  formed  his 
determination  too,  but  it  was  to  return  to  the  cas 
erne,  and  yet  not  to  return  without  being  a  richer 
man  than  when  he  left  it.  The  Count  was  still 
within  his  reach,  though  wrapped  in  a  snow  sheet, 
that  swept  round  him  like  a  shroud.  The  contra 
bandist  was  not  a  man  to  suffer  any  embarrassment 
where  his  object  lay  straight  before  him.  He  had 
no  appetite  for  the  hazard,  and  was  not  inclined  to 
use  any  unnecessary  ceremony  on  the  occasion. 
He  struggled  forward  to  where  Carara  stood  gazing 
through  the  storm,  and  demanded  the  double  pay 
that  had  been  promised. 

"  Complete  the  league,"  was  the  answer,  "  or 
guide  me  to  the  summit  of  the  pass,  and  you  shall 
have  every  ducat  in  my  possession/' 

"And  that  is  to  be  your  last  speech  to  me?" 
interrogated  the  fellow,  with  a  ferocious  look. 

"  My  last  and  only  one,"  said  the  Count,  "  and 
now  onward." 

"  Your  last,  then,  be  it !  "  exclaimed  the  ruffian, 
and,  plucking  a  pistol  from  his  bosom,  fired  it  at 
Carara's  head.  The  shock  stunned  him,  and  he 
fell.  The  contrabandist,  conceiving  that  he  had 
effected  one  part  of  his  purpose,  proceeded  to  ac 
complish  the  other  without  loss  of  time,  and,  spring- 
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ing  forward,  began  to  rifle  the  supposed  corpse. 
But  his  victim  had  fallen  on  a  fragment  of  one  of 
the  rocks  disengaged  by  the  whirlwind,  the  foot 
ing  was  slippery,  and  while  the  assassin  was 
engaged  in  the  double  operation  of  steadying  his 
steps  and  searching  the  Count's  pockets,  Carara 
returned  to  his  senses ;  his  quick  apprehension 
comprehended  the  whole  at  once  ;  he  started  on  his 
feet,  and  flung  his  entire  strength  into  the  blow 
which  lie  struck  his  intended  murderer.  It  was 
given  with  good  intent,  and  was  tremendous.  The 
assassin  sprang  upward  with  the  pain,  reeled  a  few 
feet  backward  to  the  edge  of  the  precipice,  found 
the  ground  giving  way  with  him,  uttered  a  roar  of 
despair,  and  threw  himself  at  his  full  length,  grasp 
ing  the  ground.  The  effort  was  convulsive,  but  it 
only  prolonged  his  agony.  The  snow  yielded  with 
every  grasp  more  and  more  ;  at  every  new  struggle 
he  approached  closer  to  the  dreadful  declivity, 
until  a  last  despairing  bound  loosened  the  whole 
mass,  and  he  went  headlong.  His  yell  rang  in  the 
air  as  he  shot  downwards.  All  then  was  silence. 
He  was  shattered  into  atoms. 

The  blood  trickling  from  Carara' s  forehead  re 
called  him  from  gazing  with  horror  on  the  depth 
where  this  miscreant  had  plunged,  and  told  how 
nearly  he  had  run  the  chance  of  lying  beside  him. 
But,  as  if  all  the  evils  of  the  day  had  passed  with 
the  last  breath  of  the  treacherous  guide,  the  air 
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began  to  clear,  the  storm  visibly  slackened,  and  by 
one  of  those  changes  so  frequent  in  the  Alpine 
tracts,  the  clouds  rolled  off,  and  a  broad  burst  of 
sunshine  gladdened  earth  and  heaven.  Even  the 
violence  of  the  wind  had  prepared  his  route,  the 
road  had  been  partially  cleared  to  the  summit  of 
the  pass,  the  wild  bare  back  of  the  Brenner  had 
lost  its  ominous  elevation ;  and»  a  long  line  of  silver 
sparkling  among  its  piles  of  eternal  granite,  showed 
where  the  celebrated  cascade  of  the  pass  poured 
down  those  waters,  which  so  singularly  divide  them 
selves  to  the  extremities  of  Europe,  one-half  of  the 
stream  splitting  off  to  the  Adige  and  the  Adriatic, 
and  the  other  to  the  Danube  and  the  Euxine. 

The  pass  was  reached.  Carara  stood  on  the 
summit  of  the  Brenner,  and  when  his  eye  glanced 
back  over  the  frozen  region,  the  kingdom  of  winter 
through  which  he  had  toiled,  the  impression  on  his 
heart  was  gratitude  and  wonder.  But  here  his  toil 
was  at  an  end.  The  Austrian  government  had  pro 
vided  for  the  remainder  of  the  road.  Soldiery  were 
stationed  from  point  to  point  to  clear  the  way  for 
the  Imperial  couriers,  on  the  occasion  of  the 
Monarch's  projected  visit  to  his  Italian  states ; 
and  in  three  days  he  entered  the  time-worn,  and 
heavily-flourished  portals  of  the  "  ancient  and  noble 
inn  of  the  Swartz  Adler"  at  Innspruck,  which 
he  found  crowded  with  aides-de-camp,  dragoons, 
chamberlains,  and  valets  enough  to  have  driven 
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silence  and  sleep  from  the  cavern  of  Morpheus  him 
self. 

Carara  threw  himself  on  a  couch,  which  would 
have  defied  his  most  dexterous  slumbers  in  other 
days,  but  which  now  was  to  his  wearied  limbs  a 
bed  worthy  of  a  Sybarite.  He  slept  with  the 
clamour  of  five  hundred  voices  ringing  in  his  ears ; 
he  defied  them  all,  and  slept.  The  sun  blazing 
through  his  low  chamber  at  last  roused  him.  But 
where  was  the  clamour  of  the  night  before  ?  All 
was  hushed.  No  rough  dragoon  roared  a  camp- 
song  over  his  flagon.  No  rattle  of  the  dice-box 
in  more  polished  hands  was  heard.  No  charger 
champed  and  pawed  in  the  courts.  The  Count 
rose  to  investigate  the  miracle.  It  was  soon  deve 
loped,  to  his  infinite  dismay.  The  crowd  of  Impe 
rial  attendants  were  gone.  Despatches  from  France 
had  reached  the  Emperor  but  twelve  hours  before. 
A  council  had  been  instantly  held,  and  the  result 
was,  that  the  whole  establishment  was  on  the  road 
by  daybreak.  This  was  a  bitter  blow,  and  no  man 
could  feel  it  more  keenly  than  the  husband,  the 
father,  and  the  noble,  united  in  the  person  of  the 
unfortunate  Count.  He  began  to  think  that  fortune 
took  a  peculiar  indulgence  in  crushing  him,  and 
that  he  had  better  have  perished  in  the  Padovine 
dungeons,  or  in  the  Alpine  snows. 

Another  day  of  despondency  succeeded.  He 
wandered  through  empty  streets,  which,  but  tiie 
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day  before,  were  glittering  with  the  train  of  a 
monarch.  He  gave  a  look  of  bitter  disappointment 
as  he  passed  the  proud  old  council-house,  where, 
but  the  day  before,  Francis  had  given  audience  to 
all,  and  received  the  petitions  of  every  rank  of  his 
subjects,  with  the  fatherly  kindness  which  had 
already  so  distinguished  the  reign  of  the  "  good 
Emperor."  Night  fell  on  his  contemplations,  and 
he  returned  to  the  Swartz  Adler  with  a  spirit  as 
dark  as  that  sable  emblem  of  the  House  of  Haps- 
burg.  But  as  he  sate  at  his  solitary  meal,  a  new 
surprise  was  prepared  for  him.  A  stranger,  wrapped 
in  a  cloak,  whose  embroidery  showed  that  its  wearer 
was  a  man  of  rank,  entered  to  discharge  some  of  the 
accounts  remaining  after  the  departure  of  the  Em 
peror.  His  voice  struck  Carara's  ear.  He  looked 
up,  and,  even  under  the  enormous  hat  and  plume 
of  an  officer  of  the  Imperial  staff,  he  recognised  the 
friend  whom  he  had  given  up  for  lost  in  the  Tyro- 
lese  snows.  The  Hungarian  stood  before  him. 

The  enthusiastic  and  astonished  Count  instantly 
rose  and  threw  himself  into  his  arms.  But  the 
astonishment  was  equally  great,  if  more  gravely 
demonstrated,  on  the  side  of  the  Imperial  officer. 
He  gazed  on  Carara's  countenance  with  a  look  of 
fixed  incredulity.  However,  the  recognition  was 
at  last  complete.  The  friends  sat  down  to  table 
together,  and  their  singular  escapes  formed  a  topic 
which  kept  them  in  conversation  for  half  the  night. 
10  D 
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The  sudden  departure  of  the  Emperor  was  now 
explained.  "  The  Republican  French  had  exhi 
bited  symptoms  of  renewing  their  attacks  on  Lom- 
bardy,  of  which  the  Monarchical  French  had  in 
every  age  been  so  fond.  The  time  pressed  :  an  in 
surrectionary  movement  had  been  organised  in  the 
north  of  Italy,  for  the  open  purpose  of  assisting  a 
new  invasion ;  and  the  Emperor  had  gone  at  full 
speed  to  Milan,  to  smite  the  conspiracy,  by  the 
promptest  measures  in  the  power  of  the  sword. 
"  But  this  dress,"  he  added,  "may  tell  you  my  con 
nection  with  the  Court ;  you  must  come  with  me 
to  Milan ;  your  memorial  will  be  forwarded  with 
increased  influence,  by  being  put  into  the  Imperial 
hands  through  me ;  and  I  shall  have  the  satisfac 
tion  of  repaying,  in  the  amplest  manner,  some  por 
tion  of  that  debt  of  hospitality  which  I  owe  to  the 
Count  Carara."  The  Hungarian's  narrative  of  him 
self  was  succinct.  He  had  been  carried  down  by 
the  avalanche,  but  had,  like  his  friend,  been  cast 
into  a  cleft  of  the  rock,  which  preserved  him, 
though  actually  buried  under  some  fathoms  of 
snow,  until  the  peasantry,  in  digging  away  the 
wreck,  had  found  him  still  breathing.  Care,  an 
Alpine  cottage,  and  the  absence  of  all  doctors,  had 
restored  him ;  and  having  accomplished  all  the 
purposes  of  his  Italian  tour,  he  had  returned  to  his 
former  station  of  one  of  the  staff  and  Colonel  of  the 
Royal  Hungarian  Guard.  At  daybreak  the  friends 
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were  on  the  road  to  the  famous  capital  of  the  Lom 
bards. 

If  Carara's  spirit  had  not  been  so  deeply  absorbed 
by  the  momentous  nature  of  his  mission,  his  eye 
might  have  revelled  long  and  richly  among  the 
landscapes  that  lay  before  him  as  he  hurried  along 
the  Milanese.  The  flatness  of  the  territory  enfeebled 
it  to  the  spectator  who  has  but  just  descended 
from  the  grandeur  of  the  Alpine  amphitheatre.  But 
the  joyous  profusion,  the  exuberance  of  colour,  and 
produce  of  harvest  and  fruitage,  and  the  almost  ex 
travagance  of  fertility  that  covers  the  Lombard 
plains,  the  whole  outpouring  of  the  cornucopia  of 
corn,  flowers,  wine,  and  oil,  make  the  approach  to 
this  noble  city  one  of  the  most  delicious  banquets 
ever  offered  to  the  gaze  of  man.  It  was  now  in 
the  full  glow  of  harvest,  robed  in  its  autumnal 
glory.  The  land,  from  east  to  west,  from  north 
to  south,  was  a  vineyard.  Thousands  and  tens  of 
thousands  crowded  every  road  to  the  capital,  with 
the  produce  of  one  of  the  most  luxuriant  harvests 
ever  known  even  in  those  fields  of  plenty.  Carara, 
little  accustomed  as  he  was  to  the  language  of  that 
magnificent  oriental  devotion,  that  high  personifica 
tion  of  feelings  and  impressions,  which,  in  Scripture, 
makes  the  mountains  heave  with  joy,  the  dew  drop 
sweetness,  and  the  valleys  laugh  and  sing,  yet  ac 
knowledged  the  power  of  nature  over  the  human 
heart,  and  wondered  anew  at  the  singular  disregard 


52  TALES  FROM   "  BLACKWOOD." 

of  delight  which  had  made  him  know  the  difference 
of  summer  and  winter  only  by  his  lounging  on  the 
Corso  during  the  one,  and  his  lounging  at  the  Opera 
during  the  other. 

As  they  reached  Monza,  the  road  became  more 
crowded  still.  Couriers  in  the  imperial  livery  flying 
in  all  directions,  gave  evidence  of  the  active  busi 
ness  to  which  the  stagnation  of  the  good  Court  of 
Austria  had  been  at  length  compelled.  The  march 
of  troops  from  different  points  of  the  plain,  all  con 
verging  towards  the  city,  showed  the  imperial  sense 
of  insecurity ;  the  rattle  of  baggage-waggons  and 
field-guns,  the  galloping  of  aides-de-camp,  and  the 
long  lines  of  dust  that  marked  the  advance  of  more 
baggage  -waggons,  more  guns,  and  more  troops,  too 
distant  to  be  more  clearly  discerned,  told  Carara 
that  he  was  at  last  come  into  the  centre  of  the 
whirlpool  of  power ;  the  heart  of  anxious  empire  ; 
the  depth  of  the  mine,  where  all  was  explosive,  and 
which  at  a  touch  might  fling  its  whole  fearful 
charge  in  fire  and  bloodshed  upon  the  land. 

He  had  his  cares  still,  but  his  spirit  had  gained 
unconscious  vigour  from  struggling.  He  felt  the 
force  that  every  mind  gains  from  the  new  sense  of 
an  object  worthy  to  task  all  its  powers.  The  noblest 
of  women  depended  on  him  for  protection ;  the  hopes 
of  a  noble  house  depended  on  him  in  his  child  ;  the 
revival  of  a  great  name  rested  on  his  activity  and 
resolution ;  and  last,  and  not  least,  the  retrieval  of 
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his  own  sense  of  dignity,  the  recovery  of  his  self- 
respect,  the  atonement  for  those  wasted  years, 
wasted  opportunities,  and  wasted  faculties,  whose 
ahuse  he  now  looked  upon  with  pain  and  astonish 
ment  ;  and  which,  in  his  generous  remorse,  he  was 
determined  to  compensate,  if  it  could  be  done  by 
the  most  unhesitating  sacrifice  within  the  means  of 
a  human  being. 

His  companion  gave  him  full  leisure  for  those 
meditations,  for  fatigue  or  his  own  thoughts  kept 
him  unusually  silent,  and  during  the  approach  to 
the  city  he  scarcely  spoke.  The  flourish  of  the 
drums  and  trumpets  of  a  magnificent  regiment  of 
cavalry,  which  had  just  opened  to  let  their  equipage 
pass,  at  last  roused  the  Hungarian.  It  was  his  own 
regiment  of  the  Guard  doing  the  honours  to  their 
colonel  on  the  march.  His  eye  brightened  with  the 
natural  gratification  of  a  soldier  at  the  sight.  Ca- 
rara  was  not  less  delighted  with  so  fine  a  martial 
display.  The  carriage  was  instantly  surrounded  by 
the  officers — compliments  and  congratulations  were 
offered  on  all  sides,  and  the  meeting  ended  by  the 
colonel's  mounting  a  charger,  and  with  his  friend 
riding  at  the  head  of  the  regiment  into  Milan.  A 
supper  at  their  quarters  concluded  the  day.  It  was 
of  course  sumptuous.  The  profusion  of  the  Im 
perial  Guard  was  proverbial.  The  conversation 
was  what  might  be  expected  from  the  elite  of  camps 
and  courts,  easy,  various,  and  animated.  Pleasure, 
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travel,  war,  were  touched  on,  even  politics  found 
their  way  among  the  topics  ;  and  the  Italian,  reared 
in  a  land  of  spies,  was  surprised  to  find  the  fearless 
facility  with  which  matters  that  would  have  shaken 
the  souls  of  an  Italian  city  with  terror,  were  talked 
of  at  this  brilliant  board,  within  hearing  of  the  whole 
train  of  Imperial  chamberlains.  But  among  those 
men  of  grace  and  gaiety,  their  colonel  shone  con 
spicuous.  He  brought  his  admirable  and  almost 
universal  knowledge  to  bear  upon  the  most  passing 
topic,  and  flashed  a  new  light  upon  everything. 
Every  great  transaction  of  Europe  for  the  last 
century  seemed  to  have  passed  in  his  presence  ; 
every  peculiarity  of  every  court  of  Europe  was 
familiar  to  his  taste  for  animated  anecdote  ;  every 
casual  description  was  graphic ;  every  accidental 
trait  characteristic  ;  every  play  of  fancy  keen, 
pointed,  and  luminous.  Yet,  with  that  fine  tact 
which  marks  the  highest  grace  of  accomplished 
society,  he  repressed  no  one,  he  bore  down  none 
by  excessive  display ;  his  chief  skill  was  exerted 
in  drawing  out  whatever  latent  animation  was  to 
be  found  in  the  circle,  and  enabling  every  man 
to  shine  in  turn.  The  Count's  Italian  elegance 
required  only  this  stimulant  to  show  the  native 
lustre  of  a  remarkably  sensitive  and  brilliant  mind. 
He  kindled  at  the  Hungarian's  flame,  until  he  first 
equalled  and  then  surpassed  it.  The  conversation 
at  length  fell  solely  into  their  hands.  No  graceful 
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condescension  to  the  surrounding  board,  no  dexter 
ous  appeal  to  their  opinions  or  experience,  could 
now  draw  them  into  the  sphere  of  this  perpetual 
vividness.  All  were  converted  into  listeners,  but 
delighted  listeners.  The  hours  flew;  all  were  equally 
excited,  amused,  and  admiring.  The  banquet  closed 
at  last,  with  an  universal  expression  that  the  com 
panionship  which  had  thus  gracefully  commenced 
should  not  terminate  with  the  night.  Carara  was 
sounded  as  to  his  inclination  to  take  service  in  the 
Imperial  troops.  He  had  "  nothing  to  disincline 
him,  and  much,"  as  he  frankly  owned,  "  to  make 
the  measure  at  once  useful  and  gratifying."  "  So 
be  it,"  said  the  Colonel,  grasping  his  hand.  The 
officers  rose  and  embraced  him.  His  name  was 
entered  at  the  instant  on  the  books  of  their  regi 
ment,  his  memorial  to  the  Emperor  was  dictated 
by  the  general  voice  of  the  corps,  and,  on  rising 
to  take  his  departure,  a  general  toast  to  the  health 
of  the  "  Count  Carara,  Cornet  of  the  Imperial  Hun 
garian  Guards,"  made  the  ancient  hall  ring,  and 
proudly  finished  one  of  the  most  delightful  and 
cheering  evenings  of  his  existence. 

Morning  brought  its  reflections.  He  felt  that  in 
the  contagious  animation  of  the  night,  he  had  taken 
a  decisive  step,  and  there  were  moments  when  he 
wished  that  he  had  hesitated.  "  Higher  cares  and 
stronger  interests  might  be  compromised  by  his  in 
volvement  in  the  necessary  duties  of  a  soldier.  He 
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L;ul  plunged  into  a  new  career,  too,  without  taking 
the  advice  of  the  woman  to  whose  happiness  he  was 
pledged."  But  the  Hungarian's  arrival  put  to  flight 
the  dreams  of  irresolution  at  once.  He  brought  in 
his  hand  the  Emperor's  signature  to  the  commission. 
"  You  are  now,"  said  he,  "  not  merely  one  of  us, 
but,  what  is  more  important,  you  are  in  a  position 
to  forward  your  own  objects  with  the  Court.  State 
your  grievances  there,  with  whatever  plainness  you 
like.  Francis  is  a  plain  man,  perfectly  honest ;  in 
short,  a  trueborn  Austrian  ;  and,  if  you  but  make 
him  understand  your  case,  he  will  do  you  justice. 
In  the  mean  time,"  he  added,  gravely,  "  I  am  afraid 
that  our  hasty  proceedings  last  night  are  likely  to 
give  you  a  more  sudden  experience  of  service  than 
I  should  have  desired  for  my  friend.  The  news 
from  France  becomes  of  a  still  more  angry  descrip 
tion.  The  republicans,  like  all  lovers  of  license, 
are  running  wild  in  their  zeal  for  every  man's  rights. 
In  their  liberty,  they  are  plundering,  imprisoning, 
butchering,  and  preparing  to  rob  every  nation's  pro 
perty  ;  and  in  their  promises  of  a  golden  age,  pro 
claiming  war  against  every  people  of  Europe.  We 
may  have  some  rough  work  even  in  this  country, 
unless  we  look  to  it  with  more  activity  than  is 
generally  found  in  Aulic  Councils."  —  "  Likely 
enough  ;  but  what  is  all  this  to  me  ?  "  interrupted 
Carara,  with  a  smile.  "I  am  a  soldier,  and  the 
sooner  I  win  my  spurs  the  better.  Welcome  war, 
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or  anything  but  winter  quarters  in  the  good  city 
of  Milan."  The  Colonel  congratulated  him  on  his 
having  so  soon  found  the  tone  of  soldiership ;  and 
the  rest  of  the  day  was  given  up  to  the  details  of 
his  preparation,  his  visits,  his  introductions,  his 
equipment,  his  commission,  and  his  Styrian  charger. 
The  next  day's  levee  was  appointed  for  the  pre 
sentation  of  his  memorial  to  the  Emperor. 

It  was  still  dusk  when  a  knock  at  the  door  of 
his  chamber  roused  him  from  dreams  worthy  of 
Caesar  or  Alexander.  It  was  the  Colon  el's  orderly. 
The  regiment  was  appointed  to  be  on  parade  within 
the  half  hour,  and  to  march  within  the  hour.  The 
news  was  unexpected — but  Carara  was  on  the  spot 
within  the  required  time.  To  the  inquiries  which 
rose  on  all  sides,  the  general  answer  was  total 
ignorance  of  the  purposes  of  this  sudden  movement. 
But  the  appearance  of  a  long  train  of  royal  equi 
pages  moving  from  the  gateways  of  the  Emperor's 
quarters  soon  helped  to  illustrate  the  difficulty. 
The  regiment  drew  up  and  saluted  as  the  Imperial 
carriage  passed ;  an  officer  of  the  staff  rode  up  to 
the  Colonel,  a  few  words  were  exchanged,  and  the 
result  appeared  in  the  Colonel's  sonorous  voice 
ordering  the  right  wing  of  the  regiment  to  fall  into 
the  procession,  and  move  forward  as  the  escort 
The  Hungarian  then  put  himself  at  their  head — a 
courteous  smile  and  a  wave  of  the  sabre  were  the 
only  parting  civilities  allowed  by  the  time  on  either 
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side ;  and  Carara,  as  he  saw  him  plunge  into  the 
retiring  cloud  of  plumage  and  lances,  felt  as  if 
struck  by  some  personal  misfortune. 

Weeks  rolled  along;  the  ground  of  the  Emperor's 
speedy  retreat  was  ascertained  to  be  intelligence  of 
an  armament  preparing  to  invade  the  northern 
Italian  provinces.  Large  bodies  of  troops  had  been 
collected  at  Dijon,  to  be  thrown  over  the  route 
from  Nice,  and  flank  the  Austrian  armies  on  the 
Alpine  frontier.  The  rumour  died,  was  revived, 
died  again  ;  arid  thus  the  winter  wore  away.  The 
division  of  the  Hungarian  guard  left  behind  to 
attend  upon  the  Viceroy  was  continually  harassed 
by  the  minor  details  of  the  most  perplexing  of  all 
services,  a  service  of  peace,  in  the  hourly  expecta 
tion  of  war.  Gaming  is  the  natural  resource  of  the 
foreign  soldier,  on  all  occasions  when  he  cannot 
sleep.  Play  ran  high  among  the  Guard,  quarrels 
were  the  consequence,  and  Carara  was  reluctantly 
compelled  to  exhibit  his  swordsmanship.  The 
sword,  however,  had  been  the  only  exercise  of  his 
luxurious  life  ;  and  as  anything  in  the  hands  of 
the  dexterous  Italian  becomes  superior  to  the  finest 
means  in  those  of  almost  any  man  of  another  nation, 
as  he  excels  in  adroitness  of  touch,  quickness  of- 
eye,  and  elasticity  of  frame,  the  Count  came  off  on 
all  occasions  with  flying  colours.  Still  the  character 
of  the  regiment  had  degenerated,  and  he  would 
have  willingly  abandoned  all  the  honours  that  war 
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had  in  prospect,  to  return  to  his  own  province, 
bury  himself  in  a  hermitage,  and,  with  his  wife  and 
child,  forget  and  be  forgotten  by  the  world. 

Yet  to  adopt  this  plan  was  now  impossible.  He 
was  fairly  bound  to  a  service  which  no  man  could 
abandon  while  a  sword  was  drawn  against  Austria. 
His  only  solace  was  his  correspondence  with  his 
Countess,  and  his  only  feeling  that  his  existence 
was  of  use  to  any  one,  was  in  his  perpetual  urgency 
of  his  case  on  the  Court  through  his  friend.  But 
all  the  hazards  of  a  life  in  a  great  Italian  city  are 
not  to  be  found  in  trials  of  skill  with  the  rapiers  of 
unwieldy  Hungarian  horsemen.  Carara's  handsome 
countenance  had  long  become  a  topic  among  the 
Duchesas  and  Marchesas  of  the  Viceroy's  circle. 
His  animated  elegance,  when  he  was  animated  at 
all,  and  the  graceful  melancholy  which  deepened 
every  feature  of  his  noble  countenance  into  the 
expression  of  an  Antinous,  when  the  hour  of  excite 
ment  was  past,  threw  the  crowd  of  Milanese  faces 
totally  into  the  background.  Letters  and  presents 
from  unknown  hands,  sonnets  in  his  honour,  and 
smiles  for  his  admiration,  found  him  insensible. 
But  the  storm  of  the  tender  passion  continued  not 
the  less  to  assail  the  frozen  heart  of  this  unnatural 
son  of  love-making,  love-breathing,  and  love-talking 
Ausonia.  But  the  scorned  cavalieri  were  not  equally 
blind  to  this  homage.  A  haughty  half-barbarian 
prince  of  the  Frioul  choso  to  feel  insulted  by  a 
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sneer  of  an  equally  haughty,  but  supremely  polished 
princess  of  the  Ferrarese,  who  had  fixed  her  estab 
lishment,  her  lapdogs,  and  her  lovers,  under  the 
wings  of  the  Court.  A  comparison  of  this  ruthless 
Visigoth  with  the  handsome  officer  of  the  Guard, 
marked  him  for  the  direst  vengeance. 

A  heavy  tread  with  the  foot,  in  the  La  Scala,  in 
the  midst  of  one  of  Montalegri's  most  exquisite 
ballets,  and  in  the  moment  when  La  Signora  Sera- 
pliina  Cherubina  was  in  one  of  her  most  aerial 
flights,  pirouetting  over  her  expiring  father  and 
king,  to  the  universal  ecstasy,  first  acquainted 
Carara  that  he  had  an  enemy  in  the  capital.  An 
insult  which  followed,  and  a  rencontre  which  fol 
lowed  the  insult,  satisfied  his  convictions  on  the 
subject,  and  ought  to  have  satisfied  the  indignant 
prince,  who  left  the  garden  behind  the  theatre 
before  the  Signora  had  made  a  second  pirouette, 
with  six  inches  of  the  guardsman's  sabre  through 
his  sword-arm,  and  a  slash  across  the  cheek,  which 
disqualified  him  from  wearing  a  mustache  on  that 
side  for  ever. 

This  tourney  added  to  his  reputation,  his  charms, 
and  his  worshippers,  but  it  added  formidably  to  his 
hazard.  He  was  not  left  long  in  doubt  on  this 
point.  Within  the  next  twenty-four  hours,  as  he 
was  gazing  out  of  his  chamber-window,  inhaling 
the  midnight  air,  after  a  conversazione  of  supreme 
fashion,  intolerable  heat,  and  invincible  ennui,  at 
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the  palazzo  of  the  Minerva  of  Milanese  ladies,  the 
Countess  Atene  Herculaneo,  and  thinking  whether 
such  grave  fooleries  were  transacted  in  the  full 
moon,  which  he  saw  then  pouring  down  its  calm 
effulgence  in  the  gardens  of  the  hotel,  he  was 
startled  from  his  speculation  by  a  carbine-load  of 
bullets  fired  directly  at  the  spot  where  he  stood. 
The  windows  and  walls  returned  the  explosion  with 
an  universal  crash,  but  two  of  the  bullets  reached 
their  mark  in  his  person.  He  was  shot  severely  in 
the  neck  and  the  arm,  and  was  found  by  the  atten 
dants,  who  rushed  in  on  hearing  the  report,  lying 
bleeding  on  the  ground,  and  apparently  dead.  The 
Italian  doctors  are  not  always  more  successful  than 
the  Italian  bravoes,  and  therefore  Carara  recovered; 
but  the  recovery  cost  him  three  months  of  confine 
ment,  and  nothing  but  his  soldiership  could  have 
made  him  remain  an  hour  among  the  conversa 
ziones,  the  countesses,  or  the  cavalieri  of  Milan. 
A  still  more  painful  source  of  anxiety  had  been 
lately  opened  on  him.  Some  of  the  miserable  sus 
picions,  which  make  the  very  atmosphere  of  the 
little  Italian  states,  had  driven  his  friend,  the  old 
Marquis,  from  his  home,  and  with  him  his  wife  and 
child  had  been  forced  to  fly.  The  heart  of  the 
unfortunate  Count  was  weighed  to  the  earth  by 
this  intelligence  ;  but  what  was  to  be  done  ?  All 
correspondence  with  his  family  had  ceased ;  it  had 
probably  been  intercepted,  and  perhaps  involved 
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his  incomparable  and  heroic  wife  and  her  generous 
friend  in  the  severities  exercised  without  delay  on 
every  symptom  of  discontent  with  the  proceedings 
of  power.  His  old  enemy,  the  Governor  of  Pavia, 
was  probably  at  that  moment  the  master  of  all  that 
he  valued  in  the  round  world. 

The  thought  was  madness.  Feeble  as  he  was, 
ho  flung  himself  out  of  his  bed,  demanded  an 
audience  of  the  Viceroy,  obtained  a  month's  leave 
of  absence,  and  set  out,  fevered  and  faint  as  he  was, 
for  Pavia ;  but  as  the  carriage  stopped  at  the  first 
barrier,  for  the  examination  of  his  passports,  he 
heard  his  name  loudly  pronounced  by  a  party 
riding  full  speed  to  the  city.  It  was  the  Hungarian 
coming  with  a  detachment  of  the  Imperial  staff  to 
rejoin  the  garrison.  He  brought  tidings  that 
instantly  put  an  end  to  Carara's  journey.  The 
French  were  in  Lombardy ;  an  unexpected  army 
had  passed  the  Alps  under  the  First  Consul ;  and 
while  the  Austrian  Cabinet  were  idly  intriguing 
in  Pans,  the  Aulic  Council  fixing  all  their  grave 
telescopes  on  a  camp  of  ten  thousand  conscripts  at 
Dijon,  an  army  of  sixty  thousand  of  the  finest 
troops  of  the  Kepublic,  headed  by  their  favourite 
General,  was  pouring  down  from  the  denies  in  all 
quarters,  and  was  at  this  moment  in  full  march 
upon  Milan. 

The  news  was  received  as  all  such  news  must 
be  in  a  vast,  populous,  turbulent,  and  profligate 
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city.  All  was  instant  tumult.  The  French  parti 
sans,  and  they  were  rapidly  increased  by  the  near 
hope  of  prey,  plunder,  and  revenge,  openly  insulted 
the  Austrian  authorities.  The  Austrian  authorities 
made  good  use  of  their  little  day  of  power,  and 
imprisoned,  scourged,  mulcted,  and  hanged  the 
rioters.  The  noble  world  packed  up  their  last 
picture  and  their  last  paul,  and  gallantly  made 
their  way  out  of  the  gates  as  fast  as  they  could. 
There  never  was  such  a  scattering  of  the  "brave 
that  deserved  the  fair,"  and  of  the  fair  that  rewarded 
the  brave.  Countesses  and  conversaziones  were  no 
more.  The  Viceroy's  Court  was  reduced  to  himself 
and  his  valets.  Every  scudo  in  the  treasury  was 
piled  in  boxes,  and  the  boxes  were  ready,  in  the 
baggage- waggons  of  the  artillery,  to  traverse  the 
Peninsula.  The  ancient  magistracy  were  in  des 
pair,  or  refitting  their  perukes  and  gowns  with 
cockades  and  ribbons  ci  la  tricolor.  The  populace 
were,  like  every  rabble  on  earth,  delighted  with 
any  change  which  threatened  to  pull  down  their 
superiors.  The  whole  nameless  and  still  lower 
multitude,  that  live  on  the  vices  of  a  great  city, 
were  instantly  turned  into  red-hot  patriots,  and 
were  virtuously  zealous  for  the  time  to  begin,  when 
they  might  pilfer  with  impunity.  The  whole  tribe 
of  the  dancing  and  singing  heroes  and  heroines, 
fauns,  satyrs,  hamadryads,  and  fiddlers  of  the  La 
Scala,  were  busy  day  and  night  in  rehearsing  a 
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piece  in  honour  of  the  downfall  of  Austria,  the 
triumph  of  France,  and  the  reign  of  purity  all  over 
the  world. 

The  news  still  came  thick  and  formidable.  A 
succession  of  attacks  by  the  various  converging 
columns  of  the  invading  army  were  shaking  the 
Austrians  out  of  Lombardy  by  the  hour.  Buonaparto 
was  within  sight  of  the  Ticino ! — He  had  crossed 
it ! — He  had  routed  the  troops  posted  to  guard  the 
passage  !  and  the  news  was  unequivocally  vouched 
by  the  presence  of  the  beaten  troops,  who  came 
crowding  into  Milan,  flogging  the  peasan^  for 
food,  shooting  those  who  were  stubborn,  and  rail 
ing  at  the  generals  who  had  led  or  left  them  to  be 
culbuted  by  the  Franzosen.  The  enemy  lost  no 
time.  At  midnight  a  courier  arrived  to  the  Viceroy 
from  the  General-in-Chief,  Count  Melas,  announcing 
at  once  the  capture  of  Torbigo,  the  possession  of 
Turin,  and  the  march  of  the  enemy's  main  body 
upon  the  capital. 

Even  Austrian  tardiness  now  felt  that  it  was  time 
to  move.  The  Viceroy  threw  himself  into  his 
britska,  the  whole  tribe  of  employes  provided  for 
themselves  as  they  could,  and  again  at  midnight 
the  Hungarian  guard  were  roused  from  their  slum 
bers,  ordered  to  horse,  and  with  a  blast  of  angry 
trumpets  that  startled  the  dreams  of  the  whole  city, 
the  gallant  escort  moved  out  of  the  gates,  and  took 
the  road  to  Mantua. 
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The  campaign  had  now  fairly  begun.  On  the 
evening  of  the  day  which  saw  the  Viceroy  disap 
pear,  the  French  tirailleurs  were  singing,  dancing, 
and  shouting  in  the  Plaza  Grande  of  Milan.  The 
civic  authorities,  dressed  in  all  the  colours  of  the 
Eepublican  rainbow,  were  preparing  congratulations 
in  the  fullest  civic  trepidation  for  the  conqueror ; 
the  cathedral,  with  all  its  marble  saints,  was  flut 
tering  with  flags  and  banners,  and  St  Carlos  of 
Boromeo  lifted  a  tricolor  standard  in  his  venerable 
right  hand  of  bronze.  Every  pane  in  every  window 
in  Milan  had  its  lamp,  and  in  the  blaze  of  fireworks, 
the  shout  of  the  populace,  the  braying  of  trumpets, 
the  roar  of  artillery,  and  the  terror  of  innumerable 
hearts,  the  Conqueror  himself,  at  the  head  of  a  staff 
of  renowned  names,  was  riding  through  the  streets 
of  the  famous  capital  of  Lombardy. 

This  triumph  decided  the  Austrian  plan  of  opera 
tions.  To  fall  upon  the  rash  invader,  to  concen 
trate  the  whole  Austrian  force  scattered  between 
Piedmont  and  the  Adige,  to  crush  the  enemy,  and 
rescue  the  Milanese,  were  the  romantic  thoughts 
that  entered  the  ancient  brains  of  the  Austrian 
general-in- chief.  An  aide-de-camp  sent  express 
after  the  Hungarians  stripped  the  Viceroy  of  his 
escort,  and  to  the  great  joy  of  the  corps,  who  were 
indignant  at  being  turned  into  a  baggage-guard, 
ordered  them  to  join  the  main  army  in  front  of 
Alessandria. 

10  E 
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"You  shall  now  see,"  said  the  Colonel,  as  he 
rodo  by  Carara,  "  what  you  will  think  possible  in 
no  other  service  since  the  flood.  You  will  see,  in 
the  first  place,  a  fine  army  commanded  by  an  old 
fool  of  eighty,  who  is  much  fitter  for  his  bed  than 
for  a  field  of  battle.  In  the  next,  you  will  see  that 
old  fool  controlled  by  a  Council  still  more  foolish 
than  himself;  and,  in  the  third,  you  will  see  a 
Cabinet  more  foolish  than  either,  first  blundering 
into  war,  then  blundering  out  of  it ;  beaten  into  a 
peace  that  no  defeat  could  justify,  and,  of  course, 
inviting  the  very  war  for  which  it  has  disabled 
itself.  And  all  this  in  the  presence  of  a  young 
general,  in  whom  genius  supplies  the  place  of 
experience,  in  a  contest  with  a  young  government, 
in  which  ferocity  is  the  pledge  of  success,  and  in 
defiance  of  a  nation  of  thirty  millions  of  madmen, 
mad  with  the  determination  to  kill  or  be  killed,  to 
conquer  or  be  conquered,  to  hold  the  sword  to  the 
throat  of  every  kingdom  of  Europe,  or  plunge  it  in 
their  own." 

The  sight  of  the  Austrian  lines  was  superb,  and 
Carara,  with  the  instinct  of  the  warrior,  or  the 
warrior's  horse,  often  the  wiser  animal  of  the  two, 
felt  his  blood  glow  at  the  sound  of  the  trumpets, 
the  flashing  of  steel,  and  the  general  brilliant  dis 
play  of  the  field.  The  sun  at  last  rose  on  the 
memorable  plain  of  Marengo.  The  details  of  this 
great  battle  are  for  history.  The  Hungarian  Guards 
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were  drawn  up.  with  the  division  that  moved  under 
the  gallant  Gloritz,  round  Ceriolo,  to  outflank  the 
enemy's  right.  The  march  continued  two  full 
hours,  while  the  infantry  on  both  sides  were  en 
gaged,  with  dreadful  havoc.  But  the  firing  evi 
dently  advanced ;  the  heights  on  the  route  of  the 
cavalry  showed  the  enemy  retreating  along  the 
whole  extent  of  their  line  ;  and  the  heavy  columns 
of  the  Austrians  came  on,  trampling  down  all 
obstacles.  At  length  the  leading  squadrons  of  the 
Guard,  turning  the  village  of  Ceriolo,  came  within 
view  of  the  battle.  It  was  all  confusion ;  the 
enemy  were  maintaining  a  desultory  fire  from  the 
cottages  and  garden  walls  of  Marengo.  The  Aus 
trians  were  still  pressing  on,  when  a  column  of  the 
enemy's  horse  charged  down  upon  the  advancing 
infantry.  The  cavalry  were  already  within  a  hun 
dred  yards  of  the  line,  which  they  must  have 
trampled  like  dust,  when  Gloritz  gave  the  word  to 
fall  on. 

"  Forward,  gentlemen  of  Hungary,  charge  !  "  was 
the  simple  exclamation  of  their  Colonel.  All  the 
oratory  of  man  could  not  have  been  more  effectual. 
At  the  word,  they  gave  the  spur,  and  dashed  on. 
They  fell  on  the  opposing  cavalry  like  a  thunder 
bolt,  the  weight  of  their  powerful  horses  overturned 
the  enemy's  feeble  chargers,  and  the  sword  in  the 
bands  of  the  athletic  and  highly  disciplined  riders 
soon  stripped  every  saddle.  The  sudden  uncover- 
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ing  of  the  French  flank  now  gave  another  oppor 
tunity  for  the  services  of  this  fine  corps.  The 
division  of  Lannes,  the  conqueror  of  Montebello, 
opened  a  fire  from  all  its  guns,  followed  by  a  hail 
of  musketry.  The  Colonel  was  in  the  act  of  giving 
the  word  to  charge  the  enemy,  who  were  retreating 
by  echelons,  and  whom  it  was  of  the  highest 
importance  to  crush  before  they  could  take  shelter 
under  the  guns  of  the  village.  But  as  he  raised 
his  sabre,  a  shot  from  a  tirailleur  struck  his  arm, 
and  he  fell  on  the  neck  of  his  horse.  The  bone  was 
broken.  "  My  campaigning  is  over  for  the  day," 
said  he,  feebly,  to  Carara.  "  Give  the  word  for  me 
— charge."  The  Italian  gave  it  with  a  spirit-stir 
ring  energy,  that  was  answered  by  a  shout  from 
the  whole  column.  They  rushed  forward.  The 
shock  was  again  irresistible,  the  leading  regiments 
of  the  enemy's  division  were  broken  into  a  thousand 
fragments,  and  Carara  led  his  squadron  up  to  the 
muzzles  of  the  French  batteries.  The  battle  had 
now  continued  to  rage  until  the  sun  was  declining 
over  the  plain.  The  charge  of  the  cavalry  had 
cleared  the  field  of  the  French  right,  and  Carara 
galloped  back  to  find  the  spot  where  he  had  left 
his  friend.  A  field  waggon  was  found,  in  which  he 
was  placed  arid  carried  to  the  camp.  But  as  the 
Count  shook  his  hand  at  parting,  a  new  roar  of 
artillery  opened  from  the  French  position ;  fresh 
columns,  which  seemed  to  have  been  summoned  by 
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magic,  poured  out  from  the  vineyards  in  the  rear ; 
a  charge  of  cavalry  again  endangered  the  Austrian 
advance,  and  the  battle  was  evidently  to  be  fought 
over  again.  "  Another  charge,  and  we  cut  up  the 
leading  brigade,"  exclaimed  Carava,  to  the  officer 
who  now  rode  up  from  the  general's  staff  to  take 
the  command  of  the  corps.  "I  must  wait  for 
orders,"  said  the  officer,  who  was  an  aide-de-camp 
of  Melas,  and  inspired  with  the  lethargy  of  his  chief. 
In  another  moment  it  was  too  late.  The  whole 
body  of  the  French  horse,  thus  unchecked,  had 
fallen  upon  the  Austrian  line  before  it  had  time  to 
throw  itself  into  squares.  The  battalions,  exhausted 
by  long  fighting,  were  broken  by  the  impulse  j  they 
gave  way,  and  the  entire  French  line  advancing, 
with  drums  beating,  pushed  their  late  conquerors 
across  the  plain.  "  Let  us  try  but  one  charge 
more,"  expostulated  Carara  with  his  new  leader. 
"We  may  check  the  enemy,  and  at  least  cover  the 
troops ;  they  may  rally  yet."  He  fixed  his  impa 
tient  eyes  on  the  immovable  aide-de-camp.  "  Bring 
me  the  orders,  sir/'  was  the  solemn  answer.  "  From 
whom?"  burst  out  Carara — "from  whom?  from  the 
enemy,  or  the  devil  ?"  exclaimed  the  gallant  muti 
neer. 

"  From  both,  if  you  please,"  was  the  saturnine 
reply;  '-'in  the  mean  time,  I  order  you  under  arrest." 

Carara's  indignation  mastered  him  ;  he  saw  all 
going  to  ruin.  A  mighty  battle  lost,  perhaps  an 
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empire  broken  down,  by  the  formal  stupidity  of  a 
slave  of  office.  He  turned  round  to  the  regiment, 
exclaiming,  "  Gentlemen,  since  the  General  sends 
us  nothing  but  poltroons,  let  every  brave  man  fol 
low  me."  The  regiment  answered  their  favourite 
officer  with  an  animating  shout,  and  again  rushed 
forward.  Nothing  could  withstand  this  desperate 
charge.  The  leading  brigade  was  cut  through  in 
all  directions,  and  the  column  totally  paralysed. 
In  the  universal  rout,  Carara  galloped  into  the  spot 
where  the  eagle -bearer  was  retreating,  protected  by 
a  confused  crowd  of  lancers  and  infantry.  The 
Count  was  for  the  moment  alone,  he  gave  his 
charger  the  spur,  and,  with  a  bound,  was  in  the 
centre  of  the  throng.  The  conflict  was  keen,  but 
short.  A  sabre  blow  on  the  arm  that  held  the 
standard,  sheared  off  arm  and  standard  together. 
Another  cut  his  way  through  the  confused  mass 
of  pikes  and  bayonets  that  pushed  at  him  in  all 
quarters,  and  with  a  lance-wound  in  his  side,  and 
a  bullet  in  his  shoulder,  both  equally  unfelt  for  the 
time,  he  darted,  eagle  in  hand,  out  of  the  melee, 
and  rejoined  his  regiment,  who  received  him  with 
shouts  of  admiration. 

But  all  was  too  late.  From  the  eminence  which 
the  cavalry  had  reached  in  this  victorious  charge, 
the  whole  Austrian  infantry  was  seen  in  full  re 
treat.  The  French  masses  were  again  covering 
the  plain,  and  the  long  lines  of  smoke  continually 
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advancing  towards  the  camp  of  Melas,  showed  both 
that  the  enemy  was  in  overwhelming  force,  and 
that  the  General  had  given  up  the  day. 

Night  was  falling,  but  the  cannon  still  roared 
far  to  the  west,  and  the  flashing  of  the  infantry 
fire  became  rapidly  visible  as  the  dusk  thickened. 
It  was  evident  that  the  field  was  lost,  and  the 
Hungarian  Guard,  now  left  almost  alone,  looked 
round  for  the  tardy  commandant,  who  was  so  fond 
of  waiting  for  orders.  He  was  nowhere  to  be  found. 
His  orders  had  not  called  him  to  join  in  beating 
the  French  brigade,  and  he  had  left  the  regiment 
to  transact  that  matter  for  themselves,  and  galloped 
back  to  the  camp.  The  only  thing  now  to  be  done 
was  to  reach  the  camp,  and  endeavour  to  cover  the 
retreat.  As  they  moved  off,  Carara's  horse  startled 
at  something  under  his  feet ;  it  was  a  headless  body 
in  the  uniform  of  the  Austrian  staff.  The  tardy 
aide-de-camp  had  better  have  taken  his  chance  even 
in  the  charge.  A  twelve-pound  shot  from  one  of 
the  French  guns  had  rolled  across  his  gallop, 
and  carried  his  head  to  the  foot  of  the  next  tree, 
where  the  head  and  the  ball  now  lay  quietly  to 
gether. 

As  the  regiment  advanced,  the  signs  of  defeat 
grew  more  frequent  and  fatal.  Horse,  foot,  and 
artillery,  crossed  each  other's  way.  Baggage-wag 
gons  were  overthrown,  troops  plundering,  guns 
lying  on  the  ground  with  their  traces  cut,  and 
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their  horses  floundering  to  get  loose,  or  running 
-wild  about  the  field.  The  wounded  were  lying 
by  hundreds,  scattered  over  the  ground,  crying 
vainly  to  be  carried  off.  Generals,  that  seemed  to 
have  lost  their  senses ;  Staff  as  senseless  as  their 
Generals  ;  Colonels  looking  for  their  regiments, 
and  regiments  shouting  out  for  their  Colonels,  were 
hurrying  in  all  directions ; — fury,  folly,  execration, 
frenzy,  misery — all  were  let  loose ;  and,  in  the 
mean  time,  the  whole  mass  of  50,000  men  were  in 
sensibly  pushed  to  the  edge  of  the  Bormida.  The 
confusion  thickened.  There  bad  been  no  lines  of 
retreat  originally  pointed  out  in  the  General's  plan, 
for  he  had  looked  on  the  victory  as  certain.  The 
Bormida  was  a  deep  and  rapid  stream,  impassable 
on  foot  or  horseback,  and  with  but  one  crazy  bridge, 
that  would  have  broken  down  with  the  first  bag 
gage-waggon.  The  army  was  inevitably  ruined. 
The  report  was,  that  the  General-in-chief  was  either 
drunk,  or  asleep,  or  dead.  General  Zach,  the  second 
in  command,  had  been  seen  to  fall  into  the  hands 
of  the  French  dragoons.  Elnitz,  the  most  gallant 
officer  of  the  army,  and  whose  conduct  of  the  cavalry 
had  entitled  him  to  the  highest  praise,  had  lost  an 
arm  by  a  cannon-shot,  and  been  carried  off  the  field 
two  hours  before.  All  was  confusion  beyond  re 
medy. 

But  even  in  the  routed  army  there  were  brave 
spirits  still,  and  a  few  regiments  of  hussars,  en- 
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couraged  by  the  gallant  discipline  of  the  Hunga 
rians,  still  covered  the  confusion  from  the  immediate 
sight  of  the  enemy. 

It  was  now  dark,  and  the  retreat  was  still  pushed 
by  the  French,  evidently  with  the  design  of  throw 
ing  the  whole  Austrian  army  into  the  Bormida. 
By  the  flash  of  one  of  the  batteries,  which  had 
just  commenced  its  fire  on  the  retreating  cavalry, 
Carara  saw  the  countenance  of  a  man  struggling 
his  way  towards  him  through  the  crowd.  With  a 
mixture  of  grief  and  gladness  he  recognised  his 
friend,  the  Colonel,  who,  on  hearing  the  tumult 
approach  the  camp,  had  torn  himself  out  of  the 
surgeon's  hands,  mounted,  and  come  to  share  the 
fate  of  his  regiment.  There  was  no  time  for  further 
explanation;  for  a  rush  of  the  whole  French  cavalry 
upon  the  broken  battalions,  drove  them  like  one 
vast  surge  to  the  brink,  arid  another  rush  drove 
them  in.  Garara  felt  himself  helplessly  whirled 
along  in  this  living  earthquake,  and  the  Colonel 
had  only  a  moment  to  grasp  his  friend's  bridle, 
and  lead  him  along  with  him,  when  they  were  both 
plunged  in  the  centre  of  the  Bormida. 

The  torrent  was  covered  with  men,  screaming, 
plunging,  struggling  for  life,  stabbing  each  other, 
and  drowning.  By  what  fortune  Carara  escaped 
from  this  scene  of  horror,  he  could  not  tell.  But 
he  at  last  found  himself  sitting  steedless,  on  the 
opposite  shore,  with  the  Colonel  by  his  side.  "You 
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have  saved  my  life,  Colonel,"  said  he,  "but  to  what 
purpose?  It  was  my  wish  to  have  died  in  that  field, 
or  in  that  stream,  but  your  friendship  was  too  ac 
tive." —  "I  feel  that  I  am  dying,  Count  Carara," 
said  the  Colonel ;  "  it  was  I  who  disentangled  you 
from  your  charger  and  drew  you  upon  the  bank. 
No  acknowledgments,"  said  he,  with  a  melancholy 
wave  of  his  hand,  "  I  am  more  than  rewarded.  If 
I  have  a  consolation  at  this  hour,  it  is  that  I  can 
disburden  my  mind  of  the  load  of  wretchedness 
that  has  bowed  me  for  years.  Look  upon  me, 
Count!  Have  you  no  recollection  of  these  fea 
tures  in  earlier  life  ?"  Carara  looked  in  vain. 
"  Have  you  no  remembrance  then  of  the  name 
of  Count  Alexander  Torriano?"  His  hearer  started. 
He  had  known  him  for  one  of  the  most  distin 
guished  of  his  rivals,  and  one  with  whom  he  had 
even  disputed  the  Lady  Julia's  hand  at  the  point 
of  the  sword.  "  You  knew  so  much  then,"  said 
the  Colonel,  with  a  faint  smile,  "  but  you  do  not 
know  all.  I  am  no  Hungarian.  I  loved  the  in 
comparable  woman  who  is  now  your  wife.  You 
risked  your  life  for  her,  and  you  deserved  her ; 
but  the  curse  of  Italy  was  upon  me,  and  I  swore 
revenge.  I  could  not  in  honour  call  to  the  field 
again  a  man  who  had  given  me  my  life.  But  my 
fiendish  revenge  must  be  fed.  Do  you  remember 
the  night  when  you  were  attacked  coming  from 
the  fete  in  Pavia  ? — the  dagger  that  broke  in  your 
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side  ?  That  dagger  was  mine  I"  Carara  half  sprang 
from  the  ground,  but  the  deep  dejection  of  the 
countenance  that  now  looked  on  him,  disarmed  all 
resentment. 

"  You  may  well  scorn  the  baseness  of  the  act," 
said  the  dying  man  ;  "  but  no  scorn  of  yours  could 
equal  my  own.  The  moment  I  gave  the  blow,  I 
would  have  given  worlds  to  retract  it.  I  was  fran 
tic  when  I  struck  it.  I  was  still  more  frantic  when 
I  saw  you  fall.  I  cursed  myself  in  my  agony.  I 
would  have  plunged  the  weapon  into  my  own 
heart ;  but  I  then  thought  that  I  had  left  it  in 
yours.  I  was  overwhelmed  with  so  bitter  a  sense 
of  the  baseness  of  my  crime,  that  I  must  have  pro 
claimed  my  infamy  to  justice,  but  for  the  loss  of 
my  senses.  I  became  a  lunatic.  My  family,  for  the 
double  purpose  of  my  recovery,  and  absence  from 
scenes  where  every  hour  threatened  insanity  again, 
sent  me  into  Hungary,  where  a  noble  branch  of  our 
house  had  been  long  settled.  I  entered  the  Impe 
rial  service,  and  in  that  service  I  was  unhappily 
compelled,  in  the  course  of  a  diplomatic  mission,  to 
visit  Italy  once  more.  My  revenge  flamed  again. 
It  was  a  canker  in  my  heart;  a  devil  that  possessed 
me  night  and  day.  I  determined  on  your  destruc 
tion.  To  prevent  any  compunctious  change  of 
mind,  I  pledged  myself  by  a  vow  at  the  altar, 
strange  mockery  !  to  accomplish  your  destruction. 
But  not  by  the  pistol  or  the  dagger.  Not  by  my 
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own  hand.  I  had  too  fierce  a  consciousness  of  the 
agony  of  my  first  attempt,  the  scorpion-sting  of 
self-reproach  was  too  venomous  still  for  me  to 
hazard  a  new  torture.  I  salved  my  conscience  by 
determining  to  make  you  the  instrument  of  your 
own  ruin.  You  remember  our  studies  in  chemis 
try?" 

Carara  assented.  He  "  even  remembered  them 
with  extraordinary  admiration  for  the  various  talent 
of  his  teacher." 

11  The  time  for  compliment  is  past,"  said  his 
friend.  "  I  found  you  a  quick  scholar  ;  but  all  my 
science  was  for  the  purpose  of  tempting  you  into 
studies  that  must  bring  you  under  the  eye  of  our 
jealous  government.  I  succeeded.  But  the  gov 
ernment  foiled  me,  and  I  found  that  a  temporary 
surveillance  would  be  your  highest  infliction.  I 
desired  more.  I  prompted  you  to  seek  the  Empe 
ror  at  a  season,  and  by  a  route,  which,  to  your 
habits,  rendered  death  almost  inevitable.  Careless 
of  my  life,  if  I  could  extinguish  yours,  I  led  you 
into  the  very  region  of  the  avalanches.  We  both 
escaped  by  miracle  ;  and  I  found  that  my  work 
was  to  be  begun  once  more.  I  set  to  it  subtilely. 
I  involved  you  in  the  obligations  of  a  service  which 
abounded  in  all  the  chances  of  ruin  to  a  man  of 
spirit  and  fashion,  of  susceptibility  and  genius. 
The  hazard  table  or  the  sword,  the  dissipations  of 
a  prodigal  regiment,  and  the  vices  of  a  profligate 
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city,  the  dagger  of  the  bravo,  or  the  risks  of  the 
field,  all  lay  in  wait  for  the  man  whom  I  honoured, 
esteemed,  and  even  loved,  but  whose  death  I  had 
sworn  by  all  the  solemn  vows  that  could  pledge  the 
resolution  of  a  human  being." 

His  voice  sank  at  the  words ;  a  tear  broke  down 
his  cheek,  and  he  fell  into  Carara's  arms.  "  I  have 
but  a  few  words  more  to  say,"  said  he,  recovering, 
"and  I  feel  it  something  like  a  sign  of  Heaven's 
mercy,  that  I  am  permitted  thus  to  atone  by  my 
shame  for  my  crime.  Angry  at  your  continued 
escape,  yet  delighted  at  your  continued  advance  in 
honour  j  outrageous  with  myself  for  my  designs 
against  your  life,  but  still  desperately  bound  by 
my  vow,  I  entered  the  field  this  day  with  the  de 
termination  that  neither  of  us  should  survive.  But 
it  was  to  be  otherwise.  The  sabre  was  already 
raised  in  my  hand  to  strike  the  blow,  when  the 
Frenchman's  bullet  struck  me.  Thank  Heaven  for 
my  fall."  Carara's  countenance  showed  the  aston 
ished  feeling  with  which  he  listened  to  this  recital 
on  the  part  of  his  fellow- soldier.  "  I  cannot  die 
without  your  forgiveness,  Count,"  said  the  Colonel, 
weakly,  endeavouring  to  clasp  his  hand,  "  I  know, 
and  abhor  the  whole  treachery  of  the  deed.  But  I 
was  born  an  Italian — I  was  reared,  as  we  all  are, 
in  the  midst  of  treachery.  Eevenge  was  inculcated 
into  my  frame  from  my  first  hour,  as  it  is  into  us 
all.  The  night  which  we  passed  together  in  your 
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palace,  desolated  as  it  was,  in  the  presence  of  your 
admirable  wife,  who  did  not  know  the  changed  fea 
tures  of  the  man  whom  she  had  scorned;  even  that 
night  was  a  new  fount  of  fire  in  my  soul — it  roused 
the  undying  worm  again  in  me — it  shed  deadly 
poison  in  every  vein  ;  but  all  is  at  an  end.  And  now 
let  me  do  one  last  act  of  justice  to  myself.  While  I 
lay  in  the  agony  of  a  wound  this  day,  which  I  knew 
to  be  mortal,  I  heard  that  the  regiment  was  retir 
ing,  and  that  all  was  lost.  My  revenge  was  gone. 
A  brighter  spirit  had  dawned  upon  my  mind,  even 
on  that  bed.  I  rose,  against  all  remonstrance,  with 
a  determination  to  expend  the  last  wreck  of  a 
worthless  and  unhappy  life  in  rescuing  yours.  I 
forced  my  feeble  way  through  the  rout  with  that 
sole  purpose.  I  found  you  in  a  spot  which  must 
have  been  your  grave.  At  the  moment  when  the 
French  battery  were  preparing  to  throw  in  a  fire 
which  must  have  torn  every  man  within  range  to 
pieces,  I  turned  your  horse's  head  into  the  stream. 
There  was  but  the  choice  of  hazards,  and,  thank 
Heaven,  I  chose  fortunately  for  my  gallant  and 
generous  friend."  His  voice  faded  away  into  a 
whisper  as  he  spoke ;  he  attempted  a  few  inarticu 
late  words  more,  and  lay  clasping  Carara's  hand. 
The  roar  of  the  French  guns,  as  they  drove  the  last 
remnant  of  the  unfortunate  army  over  the  bridge 
of  the  Bormida,  were  the  requiem  to  the  warrior. 
Carara  caught  his  last  breath,  and  bore  him  in  his 
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arms  to  the  little  church,  which  stood  like  an  asylum 
of  peace  in  the  midst  of  the  turbulence  and  horrors 
of  war.  The  solitary  priest  who  remained,  laid 
him  in  an  honourable  grave. 

The  French  victory  instantly  changed  the  face 
of  affairs  in  the  north  of  Italy.  Buonaparte,  eager 
to  conciliate  all  parties,  and  fond  of  popularity 
among  his  countrymen,  commanded  that  all  the 
injuries  done  by  the  preceding  government  should 
cease,  all  the  losses  be  compensated,  and  all  the 
exiles  restored.  Padua  came  under  the  general 
change,  and  the  Count  Carara  saw  himself  once 
more  a  proud  husband,  a  happy  father,  and  the  lord 
of  an  inheritance  worthy  of  his  trials  and  his  name. 
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WE  had  been  nearly  five  weeks  at  sea,  when  the 
captain  found,  by  a  nautical  observation, 
that  we  were  within  one  hundred  and  thirty  miles 
of  the  north  side  of  Jamaica.  Favourable  winds 
and  smooth  seas  had  hitherto  been  our  constant 
attendants,  and  everything  on  board  conspired  to 
render  the  confinement  and  monotony  of  a  long 
voyage  less  annoying  than  they  usually  are.  The 
cabin  passengers  consisted  of  Major  and  Mrs  L  -  , 
a  new-married  couple  ;  Miss  P  --  ,  sister  to  the 
latter  ;  Mr  D  -  ,  a  young  Irishman  ;  and  myself. 
Our  captain  was  a  man  of  pleasing  manners  and 
liberal  ideas,  and  formed  an  important  acquisition 
to  our  party,  by  joining  in  all  its  recreations,  and 
affording  every  facility  to  the  indulgence  of  them. 
Much  of  our  time  was  spent  in  conversation,  and 
in  walking  on  deck  ;  and  when  the  dews  of  evening 
obliged  us  to  descend  to  the  cabin,  the  captain 
would  often  entertain  us  with  a  relation  of  the 
various  dangers  which  he  and  other  persons  had 
encountered  at  sea,  or  detail,  with  great  gravity, 
some  of  the  prevailing  superstitions  of  sailors. 
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Although  he  possessed  more  general  information 
than  usually  falls  to  the  lot  of  seafaring  persons, 
his  mind  was  tinctured  with  some  of  their  weak 
nesses  and  prejudices.  The  ladies  of  our  party 
had  a  great  taste  for  natural  history,  and  wished  to 
obtain  specimens  of  all  the  most  interesting  kinds 
of  sea-birds.  They  had  several  times  requested 
the  captain  to  shoot  one  of  Mother  Carey's  chickens, 
that  they  might  take  a  drawing  from  it ;  however, 
he  always  declined  doing  so,  but  never  gave  any 
satisfactory  reason  for  his  unwillingness  to  oblige 

them  in  this  respect.  At  last,  Mr  D killed 

two  of  the  birds,  after  having  several  times  missed 
whole  flocks  of  them.  The  captain  seemed  very 
much  startled  when  he  saw  the  animals  drop  on 
the  waves.  "Will  you  have  the  goodness  to  let 
down  the  boat  to  pick  up  the  game?"  said  Mr 

D .  "  Yes,  sir,"  replied  he,  "  if  you'll  go  off  in 

her,  and  never  return  on  board  this  vessel.  Here 
is  a  serious  business.  Be  assured  we  have  not  seen 
the  end  of  it."  He  then  walked  away  without 
offering  to  give  any  orders  about  lowering  the 
boat ;  and  the  seamen,  who  witnessed  the  transac 
tion,  looked  as  if  they  woiald  not  have  obeyed  him 
had  he  even  done  so. 

Though  we  saw  no  land,  everything  proved  that 

we  were  in  the  West  India  seas.     The  sky  had, 

within    a   few   days,    begun    to   assume    a   more 

dazzling  aspect,  arid  long  ranges  of  conical-shaped 

10  F 
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clouds  floated  along  the  horizon.  Land  birds,  with 
beautiful  plumage,  often  hovered  round  the  vessel, 
and  we  sometimes  fancied  we  could  discover  a 
vegetable  fragrance  in  the  breezes  that  swelled 
our  sails. 

One  delightful  clear  morning,  when  we  were  in 
hourly  expectation  of  making  the  land,  some  dol 
phin  appeared  astern.  As  the  weather  was  very 
moderate,  the  captain  proposed  that  we  should  fish 
for  them  ;  and  a  great  many  hooks  were  imme 
diately  baited  for  that  purpose  by  the  seamen. 
We  caught  large  quantities  of  dolphin,  and  of 
another  kind  of  fish,  and  put  the  whole  into  the 
hands  of  the  steward,  with  orders  that  part  should 
be  dressed  for  dinner,  and  part  distributed  among 
the  crew. 

When  the  dinner-hour  arrived,  wo  all  assembled 
in  the  cabin,  in  high  spirits,  and  sat  down  to  table. 
It  being  St  George's  day,  the  captain,  who  was  an 
Englishman,  had  ordered  that  everything  should 
be  provided  and  set  forth  in  the  most  sumptuous 
style,  and  the  steward  had  done  full  justice  to  his 
directions.  We  made  the  wines,  which  were  exqui 
site  and  abundant,  cimilate  rapidly,  and  every 
glass  increased  our  gaiety  and  good  humour,  while 
the  influence  of  our  mirth  rendered  the  ladies  addi 
tionally  amusing  and  animated.  The  captain  re 
marked  that,  as  there  were  two  clarionet-players 
among  the  crew,  we  ought  to  have  a  dance  upon 
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the  quarter-deck  at  sunset.  This  proposal  was 
received  with  much  delight,  particularly  by  the 
females  of  our  party ;  arid  the  captain  had  just 
told  the  servant  in  waiting  to  bid  the  musicians 
prepare  themselves,  when  the  mate  entered  the 
cabin,  and  said  that  the  man  at  the  helm  had 
dropped  down  almost  senseless,  and  that  another 
of  the  crew  was  so  ill  that  he  could  scarcely  speak. 

The  captain,  on  receiving  this  information,  grew 
very  pale,  and  seemed  at  a  loss  what  to  reply.  At 
last  he  started  from  his  chair,  and  hurried  up  the 
gangway.  Our  mirth  ceased  in  a  moment,  though 
none  of  us  appeared  to  know  why ;  but  the  minds 
of  all  were  evidently  occupied  by  what  they  had 

just  heard,  and  Major  L remarked,  with  a 

faltering  voice,  that  seamen  were  very  liable  to  be 
taken  suddenly  ill  in  hot  climates. 

After  a  little  time,  we  sent  the  servant  to  inquire 
what  was  going  forward  upon  deck.  He  returned 
immediately,  and  informed  us  that  the  two  sailors 
were  worse,  and  that  a  third  had  just  been  attacked 
in  the  same  \vay.  He  had  scarcely  said  these 

words,  when  Mrs  L gave  a  shriek,  and  cried 

out  that  her  sister  had  fainted  away.  This  added 
to  our  confusion  and  alarm  ;  and  the  major  and  Mr 

D trembled  so  much,  that  they  were  hardly 

able  to  convey  the  young  lady  to  her  state-room. 

All  conversation  was  now  at  an  end,  and  no  one 
uttered  a  word  till  Mrs  L returned  from  her 
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sister's  apartment.  While  we  were  inquiring  how 
the  latter  was,  the  captain  entered  the  cabin  in  a 
state  of  great  agitation.  "  This  is  a  dreadful  busi 
ness,"  said  he.  "The  fact  is — it  is  my  duty  to 
tell  you — I  fear  we  are  all  poisoned  by  the  fish  we 
have  ate.  One  of  the  crew  died  a  few  minutes 
since,  and  five  others  are  dangerously  ill." 

"Poisoned!  my  God!  Do  you  say  so?  Must 

we  all  die?"  exclaimed  Mrs  L ,  dropping  on 

her  knees.  "What  is  to  be  done?"  cried  the 
major,  distractedly  ;  "  are  there  no  means  of  coun 
teracting  it?" — "  None  that  I  know  of,"  returned 
the  captain.  "All  remedies  are  vain.  The  poison 
is  always  fatal,  except — but  I  begin  to  feel  its 
effects — support  me — can  this  bo  imagination?" 
He  staggered  to  one  side,  and  would  have  fallen 
upon  the  floor,  had  not  I  assisted  him.  Mrs 

L ,  notwithstanding  his  apparent  insensibility, 

clung  to  his  arm,  crying  out,  in  a  tone  of  despair, 
"Is  there  no  help — no  pity — no  one  to  save  us?" 
and  then  fainted  away  on  her  husband's  bosom, 
who,  turning  to  me,  said,  with  quivering  lips, 
"  You  are  a  happy  man ;  you  have  nothing  to 
embitter  your  last  moments — Oh,  Providence  !  was 
I  permitted  to  escape  so  many  dangers,  merely  that 
I  might  suffer  this  misery  ?" 

Mrs  L soon  regained  her  senses,  and  I  en 
deavoured  to  calm  her  agitation  by  remarking,  that 
we  might  possibly  escape  the  fatal  influence  of  the 
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poison,  as  some  constitutions  were  not  so  easily 
affected  by  it  as  others.  "  Is  there  then  a  little 
hope  ?"  she  exclaimed.  "  Oh  !  God  grant  it  may 
be  so !  How  dreadful  to  die  in  the  midst  of  the 
ocean,  far  from  friends  and  home,  and  then  to  be 
thrown  into  the  deep  1" — "  There  is  one  thing," 
said  the  captain  faintly,  "  I  was  going  to  tell  you, 
that — but  this  sensation — I  mean  a  remedy." — 
u  Speak  on,"  cried  the  major,  in  breathless  sus 
pense.  "  It  may  have  a  chance  of  saving  you," 
continued  the  former;  "  you  must  immediately" 

He  gave  a  deep  sigh,  and  dropped  his  head 

upon  his  shoulder,  apparently  unable  to  utter  a 
word  more.  "  Oh,  this  is  the  worst  of  all !"  cried 

Mrs  L ,  in  agony ;    "  he  was  on  the  point  of 

telling  us  how  to  counteract  the  effects  of  the 
poison — Was  it  heavenly  mercy  that  deprived  him 
of  the  power  of  speech  ?  Can  it  be  called  mercy  ?" 
— "  Hush,  hush  !  you  rave,"  returned  her  husband. 
"We  have  only  to  be  resigned  now — Let  us  at 
least  die  together." 

The  crew  had  dined  about  an  hour  and  a  half 
before  us,  and  consequently  felt  the  effects  of  the 
poison  much  earlier  than  we  did.  Every  one,  how 
ever,  now  began  to  exhibit  alarming  symptoms.  Mr 

D became  delirious  ;   the  major  lay  upon  the 

cabin  floor  in  a  state  of  torpidity  ;  and  the  captain 
had  drowned  all  sense  and  recollection  by  drinking 
a  large  quantity  of  brandy.  Mrs  L watched 
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her  husband  and  her  sister  alternately,  in  a  state 
of  quiet  despair. 

I  was  comparatively  but  little  affected,  and  there 
fore  employed  myself  in  assisting  others  until  they 
seemed  to  be  past  all  relief,  and  then  sat  down, 
anticipating  the  horrid  consequences  which  would 
result  from  the  death  of  the  whole  ship's  company. 

While  thus  occupied,  I  heard  the  steersman  call 
out,  "  Taken  all  aback  here."  A  voice,  which 
I  knew  to  be  the  mate's,  immediately  answered, 
"  Well,  and  what's  that  to  us  ?  Tut  her  before 
the  wind,  and  let  her  go  where  she  pleases."  I 
soon  perceived,  by  the  rushing  of  the  water,  that 
there  was  a  great  increase  in  the  velocity  of  the 
ship's  progress,  and  went  upon  deck  to  ascertain 
the  cause. 

I  found  the  mate  stretched  upon  the  top  of  the 
companion,  and  addressed  him,  but  he  made  no 
reply.  The  man  at  the  helm  was  tying  a  rope 
round  the  tiller,  and  told  me  he  had  become  so 
blind  and  dizzy,  that  he  could  neither  steer  nor 
see  the  compass,  and  would  therefore  fix  the  rudder 
in  such  a  manner,  as  would  keep  the  ship's  head  as 
near  the  wind  as  possible.  On  going  forward  to 
the  bows,  I  found  the  crew  lying  motionless  in 
every  direction.  They  were  either  insensible  of 
the  dangerous  situation  in  which  our  vessel  was, 
or  totally  indifferent  to  it ;  and  all  my  representa 
tions  on  this  head  failed  to  draw  forth  an  intelli- 
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gible  remark  from  any  of  them.  Our  ship  carried 
a  great  deal  of  canvass,  the  lower  studding-sails 
being  up,  for  we  had  enjoyed  a  gentle  breeze  di 
rectly  astern,  before  the  wind  headed  us  in  the 
way  already  mentioned. 

About  an  hour  after  sunset  almost  every  person 
on  board  seemed  to  have  become  worse.  I  alone  re 
tained  my  senses  unimpaired.  The  wind  now  blew 
very  fresh,  and  we  went  through  the  water  at  the 
rate  of  ten  miles  an  hour.  The  night  looked  dreary 
and  turbulent.  The  sky  was  covered  with  large 
fleeces  of  broken  clouds,  and  the  stars  flashed 
angrily  through  them,  as  they  were  wildly  hurried 
along  by  the  blast.  The  sea  began  to  run  high,  and 
the  masts  showed,  by  their  incessant  creaking,  that 
they  carried  more  sail  than  they  could  well  sustain. 

I  stood  alone  near  the  stern  of  the  ship.  Nothing 
could  be  heard  above  or  below  deck,  but  the  dash 
ing  of  the  surges  and  the  moanings  of  the  wind. 
All  the  people  on  board  were  to  me  the  same  as 
dead ;  and  I  was  tossed  about,  in  the  vast  expanse 
of  waters,  without  a  companion  or  fellow-sufferer. 
I  knew  not  what  might  be  my  fate,  or  where  I 
should  be  carried.  The  vessel,  as  it  careered 
along  the  raging  deep,  uncontrolled  by  human 
hands,  seemed  under  the  guidance  of  a  relentless 
demon,  to  whose  caprices  its  ill-fated  crew  had  been 
mysteriously  consigned  by  some  superior  power. 

I  was  filled  with  dread  lest  we  should  strike  upon 
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rocks,  or  nm  ashore,  and  often  imagined  that  the  clouds 
which  bordered  the  horizon  were  the  black  cliffs  of 
some  desolate  coast.  At  last  I  distinctly  saw  a  light 
at  some  distance — I  anticipated  instant  destruction 
— I  grew  irresolute  whether  to  remain  upon  deck, 
and  face  death,  or  to  wait  for  it  below.  I  soon  dis 
covered  a  ship  a  little  way  ahead — I  instinctively 
ran  to  the  helm,  and  loosed  the  rope  that  tied  the 
tiller,  which  at  once  bounded  back,  and  knocked 
me  over.  A  horrible  crashing,  and  loud  cries,  now 
broke  upon  my  ear,  and  I  saw  that  we  had  got  en 
tangled  with  another  vessel.  But  the  velocity 
with  which  we  swept  along  rendered  our  extri 
cation  instantaneous  ;  and,  on  looking  back,  I  saw 
a  ship,  without  a  bowsprit,  pitching  irregularly 
among  the  waves,  and  heard  the  rattling  of  cord 
age  and  a  tumult  of  voices.  But,  after  a  little 
time,  nothing  was  distinguishable  by  the  eye  or 
by  the  ear.  My  situation  appeared  doubly  hor 
rible,  when  I  reflected  that  I  had  just  been  within 
call  of  human  creatures,  who  might  have  saved  and 
assisted  all  on  board,  had  not  an  evil  destiny  hur 
ried  us  along,  and  made  us  the  means  of  injuring 
those  who  alone  were  capable  of  affording  us  relief. 
About  midnight  our  fore-topmast  gave  way,  and 
fell  upon  deck  with  a  tremendous  noise.  The  ship 
immediately  swung  round,  and  began  to  labour  in 
a  terrible  manner,  while  several  waves  broke  over 
her  successively. 
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I  had  just  resolved  to  descend  the  gangway  for 
shelter,  when  a  white  figure  rushed  past  me  with  a 
wild  shriek,  and  sprang  overboard.  I  saw  it  strug 
gling  among  the  billows,  and  tossing  about  its  arms 
distractedly,  but  had  no  means  of  affording  it  any 
assistance.  I  watched  it  for  some  time,  and  ob 
served  its  convulsive  motions  gradually  grow  more 
feeble;  but  its  form  soon  became  undistinguish- 
able  amidst  the  foam  of  the  bursting  waves.  The 
darkness  prevented  me  from  discovering  who  had 
thus  committed  himself  to  the  deep,  in  a  moment 
of  madness,  and  I  felt  a  strong  repugnance  at 
attempting  to  ascertain  it,  and  rather  wished 
that  it  might  have  been  some  spectre,  or  the  off 
spring  of  my  perturbed  imagination,  than  a  human 
being. 

As  the  sea  continued  to  break  over  the  vessel  I 
went  down  to  the  cabin,  after  having  closely  shut 
the  gangway  doors  and  companion.  Total  dark 
ness  prevailed  below.  I  addressed  the  captain  and 
all  my  fellow-passengers  by  name,  but  received  no 
reply  from  any  of  them,  though  I  sometimes  fancied 
I  heard  moans  and  quick  breathing,  when  the  tumult 
of  waters  without  happened  to  subside  a  little.  But 
I  thought  that  it  was  perhaps  imagination,  and  that 
they  were  probably  all  dead.  I  began  to  catch  for 
breath,  and  felt  as  if  I  had  been  immured  in  a  large 
coffin  along  with  a  number  of  corpses,  and  was 
doomed  to  linger  out  life  beside  them.  The  sea 
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beat  against  the  vessel  with  a  noise  like  that  of 
artillery,  and  the  crashing  of  the  bulwarks,  driven 
in  by  its  violence,  gave  startling  proof  of  the  danger 
that  threatened  us.  Having  several  times  been 
dashed  against  the  cabin  walls  by  the  violent 
pitching  of  the  ship,  I  groped  for  my  bed,  and 
lay  down  in  it,  and,  notwithstanding  the  horrors 
that  surrounded  me,  gradually  dropped  asleep. 

When  I  awaked  I  perceived,  by  the  sunbeams 
that  shone  through  the  skylight,  that  the  morning 
was  far  advanced.  The  ship  rolled  violently  at 
intervals,  but  the  noise  of  winds  and  waves  had 
altogether  ceased.  I  got  up  hastily,  and  almost 
dreaded  to  look  round,  lest  I  should  find  my  worst 
anticipations  concerning  my  companions  too  fatally 
realised. 

I  immediately  discovered  the  captain  lying  on 
one  side  of  the  cabin  quite  dead.  Opposite  him 

was  Major  L ,  stretched  along  the  floor,  and 

grasping  firmly  the  handle  of  the  door  of  his  wife's 
apartment.  He  had,  1  suppose,  in  a  moment  of 
agony,  wished  to  take  farewell  of  the  partner  of 
his  heart,  but  had  been  unable  to  get  beyond  the 
spot  where  ho  now  lay.  He  looked  like  a  dying 

man,  and  Mrs  L ,  who  sat  beside  him,  seemed 

to  be  exhausted  with  grief  and  terror.  She  tried 
to  speak  several  times,  and  at  last  succeeded  in 
informing  me  that  her  sister  was  better.  I  could 
not  discover  Mr  D anywhere,  and  therefore 
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concluded  that  he  was  the  person  who  had  leaped 
overboard  the  preceding  night. 

On  going  upon  deck,  I  found  that  everything 
wore  a  new  aspect.  The  sky  was  dazzling  and 
cloudless,  and  not  the  faintest  breath  of  wind  could 
be  felt.  The  sea  had  a  beautiful  bright  green  col 
our,  and  was  calm  as  a  small  lake,  except  when  an 
occasional  swell  rolled  from  that  quarter  in  which 
the  wind  had  been  the  preceding  night ;  and  the 
water  was  so  clear  that  I  saw  to  the  bottom,  and 
even  distinguished  little  fishes  sporting  around  the 
keel  of  our  vessel. 

Four  of  the  seamen  were  dead,  but  the  mate  and 
the  remaining  three  had  so  far  recovered  as  to  be 
able  to  walk  across  the  deck.  The  ship  was  al 
most  in  a  disabled  state.  Part  of  the  wreck  of  the 
fore-topmast  lay  upon  her  bows,  and  the  rigging 
and  sails  of  the  mainmast  had  suffered  much  in 
jury.  The  mate  told  me  that  the  soundings,  and 
almost  everything  else,  proved  we  were  on  the 
Bahama  banks,  though  he  had  not  yet  ascertained 
on  what  part  of  them  we  lay,  and  consequently 
could  not  say  whether  we  had  much  chance  of  soon 
falling  in  with  any  vessel. 

The  day  passed  gloomily.  We  regarded  every 
cloud  that  rose  upon  the  horizon  as  the  forerunner 
of  a  breeze,  which  we  above  all  things  feared  to  en 
counter.  Much  of  our  time  was  employed  in  prepar~ 
ing  for  the  painful  but  necessary  duty  of  interring 
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the  dead.  The  carpenter  soon  got  ready  a  suffi 
cient  number  of  boards,  to  each  of  which  we  bound 
one  of  the  corpses,  and  also  weights  enough  to  make 
it  sink  to  the  bottom. 

About  ten  at  night  we  began  to  commit  the 
bodies  to  the  deep.  A  dead  cairn  had  prevailed 
the  whole  day,  and  not  a  cloud  obscured  the  sky. 
The  sea  reflected  the  stars  so  distinctly,  that  it 
seemed  as  if  we  were  consigning  our  departed  com 
panions  to  a  heaven  as  resplendent  as  that  above 
us.  There  was  an  awful  solemnity,  alike  in  the 
scene  and  in  our  situation.  I  read  the  funeral  ser 
vice,  and  then  we  dropped  the  corpses  overboard, 
one  after  another.  The  sea  sparkled  around  each, 
as  its  sullen  plunge  announced  that  the  waters 
were  closing  over  it,  and  they  all  slowly  and  suc 
cessively  descended  to  the  bottom,  enveloped  in  a 
ghastly  glimmering  brightness,  which  enabled  us 
to  trace  their  progress  through  the  motionless  deep. 
When  these  last  offices  of  respect  were  performed, 
we  retired  in  silence  to  different  parts  of  the  ship. 

About  midnight,  the  mate  ordered  the  men  to 
put  down  our  anchor,  which,  till  then,  they  had 
not  been  able  to  accomplish.  They  likewise  man 
aged  to  furl  most  of  the  sails,  and  we  went  to  bed, 
under  the  consoling  idea  that,  though  a  breeze  did 
spring  up,  our  moorings  would  enable  us  to  wea 
ther  it  without  any  risk. 

I  was  roused  early  next  morning  by  a  confused 
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noise  upon  deck.  When  I  got  there,  I  found  the 
men  gazing  intently  over  the  side  of  the  ship,  and 
inquired  if  our  anchor  held  fast? — "Ay,  ay,"  re 
turned  one  of  them,  "  rather  faster  than  we  want 
it."  On  approaching  the  bulwarks,  and  looking 
down,  I  perceived,  to  my  horror  and  astonishment, 
all  the  corpses  lying  at  the  bottom  of  the  sea,  as  if 
they  had  just  been  dropped  into  it.  We  could  even 
distinguish  their  features  glimmering  confusedly 
through  the  superincumbent  mass  of  ocean.  A 
large  block  happened  to  fall  overboard,  and  the 
agitation  which  it  occasioned  in  the  sea  produced 
an  apparent  augmentation  of  their  number,  and  a 
horrible  distortion  of  their  limbs  and  countenances. 
A  hundred  corpses  seemed  to  start  up  and  struggle 
wildly  together,  and  then  gradually  to  vanish 
among  the  eddying  waters,  as  they  subsided  into 
a  state  of  calmness. 

We  were  now  exempted  from  the  ravages  and 
actual  presence  of  death,  but  his  form  haunted  us 
without  intermission.  We  hardly  dared  to  look 
over  the  ship's  side,  lest  our  eyes  should  encounter 
the  ghastly  features  of  some  one  who  had  formerly 
been  a  companion,  and  at  whose  funeral  rites  we 
had  recently  assisted.  The  seamen  began  to  mur 
mur  among  themselves,  saying  that  we  would  never 
be  able  to  leave  the  spot  where  we  then  were,  and 
that  our  vessel  would  rot  away  as  fast  as  the  dead 
bodies  that  lay  beneath  it. 
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In  the  evening  a  strong  breeze  sprung  up,  and 
filled  us  with  hopes  that  some  vessel  would  soon 
come  in  sight,  arid  afford  us  relief.  At  sunset,  when 
the  mate  was  giving  directions  about  the  watch, 
one  of  the  seamen  cried  out,  "  Thanked  be  God, 
there  they  are."  And  the  other  ran  up  to  him, 
saying,  "  Where,  where  ?  "  He  pointed  to  a  flock 
of  Mother  Carey's  chickens  that  had  just  appeared 
astern,  and  began  to  count  how  many  there  were  of 
them.  I  inquired  what  was  the  matter,  and  the 
mate  replied,  il  Why,  only  that  we've  seen  the 
worst,  that's  all,  master.  I've  a  notion  we'll  fall  in 
with  a  sail  before  twenty  hours  are  past." — "Have 
you  any  particular  reason  for  thinking  so  ?  "  said  I. 
"  To  be  sure  I  have,"  returned  he ;  "  aren't  them 
there  birds  the  spirits  of  those  brave  fellows  we 
threw  overboard  last  night?  I  knew  we  never 
would  be  able  to  quit  this  place  till  they  made 
their  appearance  above  water.  However,  I'm  not 
quite  sure  how  it  may  go  with  us  yet,"  continued 
he,  looking  anxiously  astern  ;  "  they  stay  rather 
long  about  our  ship."  —  "I  have  always  under 
stood,"  said  I,  "  that  these  birds  indicate  bad  wea 
ther,  or  some  unfortunate  event,  and  this  appears 
to  me  to  be  true." — "  Ay,  ay,"  replied  he,  "  they 
say  experience  teaches  fools,  and  I  have  found  it 
so ;  there  was  a  time  when  I  did  not  believe  that 
these  creatures  were  anything  but  common  birds, 
but  now  I  know  another  story.  Oh,  I've  witnessed 
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such  strange  things  ! — Isn't  it  reasonable  to  sup 
pose  that  these  little  creatures,  having  once  been 
such  as  we  are,  should  feel  a  sort  of  friendliness 
towards  a  ship's  crew,  and  wish  to  give  warning 
when  bad  weather  or  bad  fortune  is  ahead,  that 
every  man  may  be  prepared  for  the  worst?" — "Do 
you  conceive,"  said  I,  "  that  any  people  but  seamen 
are  ever  changed  into  the  birds  we  have  been  talk 
ing  of?  "  —  "  No,  for  certain  not,"  answered  the 
mate  ;  "  and  none  but  the  sailors  that  are  drowned, 
or  thrown  overboard  after  death.  While  in  the 
form  of  Carey's  chickens  they  undergo  a  sort  of 
purgatory,  and  are  punished  for  their  sins.  They 
fly  about  the  wide  ocean,  far  out  of  sight  of  land, 
and  never  find  a  place  whereon  they  can  rest  the 
soles  of  their  feet,  till  it  pleases  the  Lord  Almighty 
to  release  them  from  their  bondage  and  take  them 
to  himself." 

Next  morning  I  was  awakened  by  the  joyful 
intelligence  that  a  schooner  was  in  sight,  and  that 
she  had  hoisted  her  flag  in  answer  to  our  signals. 
She  bore  down  upon  us  with  a  good  wind,. and  in 
about  an  hour  hove  to,  and  spoke  us.  When  we 
had  informed  them  of  our  unhappy  situation,  the 
captain  ordered  the  boat  to  be  lowered,  and  came 
on  board  of  our  vessel,  with  three  of  his  crew.  He 
was  a  thick,  short,  dark-complexioned  man,  and  his 
language  and  accent  discovered  him  to  be  a  native 
of  the  Southern  States  of  America.  The  mate 


96  TALES  FROM 

immediately  proceeded  to  detail  minutely  all  that 
happened  to  us,  but  our  visitor  paid  very  little  at 
tention  to  the  narrative,  and  soon  interrupted  it,  by 
asking  of  what  our  cargo  consisted.  Having  been 
satisfied  on  this  point,  he  said,  "  Seeing  as  how 
things  stand,  I  conclude  you'll  be  keen  for  getting 
into  some  port." — "  Yes,  that  of  course  is  our  ear 
nest  wish,"  replied  the  mate,  "  and  we  hope  to  be 
able,  by  your  assistance,  to  accomplish  it." — u  Ay, 
we  must  all  assist  one  another,"  returned  the  cap 
tain.  "  Well,  I  was  just  calculating  that  your  plan 
would  be  to  run  into  New  Providence — I'm  bound 
for  St  Thomas's,  and  you  can't  expect  that  I  should 
turn  about,  and  go  right  back  with  you — neither 
that  I  should  let  you  have  any  of  my  seamen,  for 
I'll  not  be  able  to  make  a  good  trade  unless  I  get 
slick  into  port.  Now  I  have  three  nigger  slaves  on 
board  of  me, — curse  them,  they  don't  know  much 
about  sea  matters,  and  are  as  lazy  as  hell,  but  keep 
flogging  them,  mister, — keep  flogging  them,  I  say, 
— by  which  means  you  will  make  them  serve  your 
ends.  Well,  as  I  was  saying,  I  will  let  you  have 
them  blacks  to  help  you,  if  you'll  buy  them  of  me 
at  a  fair  price,  and  pay  it  down  in  hard  cash/' — 
"  This  proposal,"  said  the  mate,  "  sounds  strange 
enough  to  a  British  seaman; — and  how  much  do 
you  ask  for  your  slaves  ?" — "  I  can't  let  them  go 
under  three  hundred  dollars  each/'  replied  the 
captain  ;  "  I  guess  they  would  fetch  more  in  St 
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Thomas's,  for  they're  prime,  I  swear." — "Why, 
there  isn't  that  sum  of  money  on  board  this  vessel, 
that  I  know  of,"  answered  the  mate ;  "  and  though 
I  could  pay  it  myself,  I'm  sure  the  owners  never 
would  agree  to  indemnify  me.  I  thought  you  would 
have  afforded  us  every  assistance  without  asking 
anything  in  return, — a  British  sailor  would  have 
done  so  at  least." — "  Well,  I  vow  you  are  a  strange 
man,"  said  the  captain.  "  Isn't  it  fair  that  I  should 
get  something  for  my  niggers,  and  for  the  chance  I'll 
run  of  spoiling  my  trade  at  St  Thomas's,  by  making 
myself  short  of  men  ?  But  we  shan't  split  about  a 
small  matter,  and  I'll  lessen  the  price  by  twenty 
dollars  ahead." — "  It  is  out  of  the  question,  sir/' 
cried  the  mate,  "I  have  no  money." — "  Oh,  there's 
no  harm  done,"  returned  the  captain,  "  we  can't 
trade,  that's  all.  Get  ready  the  boat,  boys — I  guess 
your  men  will  soon  get  smart  again,  and  then,  if  the 
weather  holds  moderate,  you'll  reach  port  with  the 
greatest  of  ease." — "You  surely  do  not  mean  to 
leave  us  in  this  barbarous  way  ?  "  cried  I ;  "  the 
owners  of  this  vessel  would,  I  am  confident,  pay  any 
sum  rather  than  that  we  should  perish  through 
your  inhumanity." — "  Well,  mister,  I've  got  owners 
too,"  replied  he,  "  and  my  business  is  to  make  a 
good  voyage  for  them.  Markets  are  pretty  change 
able  just  now,  and  it  won't  do  to  spend  time 
talking  about  humanity — money's  the  word  with 
me." 

10  a 
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Having  said  this,  he  leaped  into  the  boat,  and 
ordered  his  men  to  row  towards  his  own  vessel. 
Whenever  they  got  on  board,  they  squared  their 
topsail,  and  bore  away,  and  were  soon  out  of  the 
reach  of  our  voices.  We  looked  at  one  another  for 
a  little  time  with  an  expression  of  quiet  despair, 
and  then  the  seamen  began  to  pour  forth  a  torrent 
of  invectives  and  abuse  against  the  heartless  and 
avaricious  shipmaster  who  had  inhumanly  deserted 

us.  Major  L and  his  wife,  being  in  the  cabin 

below,  heard  all  that  passed.  When  the  captain 
first  came  on  board,  they  were  filled  with  rapture, 
thinking  that  we  would  certainly  be  delivered  from 
the  perils  and  difficulties  that  environed  us ;  but  as 
the  conversation  proceeded,  their  hopes  gradually 
diminished,  and  the  conclusion  of  it  made  Mrs 

L give  way  to  a  flood  of  tears,  in  which  I  found 

her  indulging  when  I  went  below. 

The  mate  now  endeavoured  to  encourage  the  sea 
men  to  exertion.  They  cleared  away  the  wreck  of 
the  fore-topmast,  which  had  hitherto  encumbered 
the  deck,  and  put  up  a  sort  of  jurymast  in  its  stead, 
on  which  they  rigged  two  sails.  When  these  things 
were  accomplished,  we  got  up  our  moorings,  and 
laid  our  course  for  New  Providence.  The  mate  had 
fortunately  been  upon  the  Bahama  seas  before,  and 
was  aware  of  the  difficulties  he  would  have  to 
encounter  in  navigating  them.  The  weather  con 
tinued  moderate,  and  after  two  days  of  agitating 
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suspense,  we  made  Exuma  Island,  and  cast  anchor 
near  its  shore. 

The  arrival  of  our  vessel,  and  all  the  circum 
stances  connected  with  this  event,  were  soon  made 
known  upon  the  island ;  and  a  gentleman,  who 
resided  on  his  plantation,  sent  to  request  our  com 
pany  at  his  house.  We  gladly  accepted  his  hospi 
table  offers,  and  immediately  went  ashore. 

Those  only  who  have  been  at  sea  can  conceive 
the  delight  which  the  appearance  of  trees  and  ver 
durous  fields — the  odours  of  fruits  and  flowers — 
and  the  sensations  of  security  and  freedom  that 
arise  from  treading  on  the  earth,  produce  in  the 
mind,  at  the  termination  of  a  long  voyage.  Every 
step  we  took  seemed  to  infuse  additional  vigour 
into  our  limbs.  Our  host  met  us  at  the  door  of  his 
mansion,  and  immediately  introduced  us  to  his  wife 
and  family,  and  likewise  to  several  persons  who 
were  visitors  at  the  time.  We  were  ushered  into 
an  airy  hall,  the  window  curtains  of  which  had 
just  been  sprinkled  with  water  and  the  juice  of 
limes.  The  odour  of  the  fruit,  and  the  coolness 
produced  by  the  evaporation  of  the  fluid,  exerted  a 
most  tranquillising  influence  upon  the  mind,  and 
made  the  distressing  scenes  I  had  recently  wit 
nessed  pass  from  my  remembrance  like  a  dream. 
We  were  soon  conducted  into  another  apartment, 
where  an  elegant  banquet,  and  a  tasteful  variety  of 
the  most  exquisite  wines,  awaited  us.  Here  we 
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continued  till  evening,  and  then  returned  to  the 
hall.  From  its  windows  we  beheld  the  setting 
sun,  curtained  by  volumes  of  gloriously-coloured 
clouds,  and  shedding  a  dazzling  radiance  upon  the 
sea,  which  stretched  in  stillness  to  the  horizon. 
Ojir  vessel  lay  at  a  little  distance;  and  when  a 
small  wave  happened  to  break  upon  her  side,  she 
seemed,  for  a  moment,  to  be  encircled  with  gems. 
The  dews  had  just  begun  to  fall,  and  that  compos 
ing  stillness,  which,  in  tropical  climates,  pervades 
all  nature  at  such  a  time,  was  undisturbed  by  the 
slightest  murmur  of  any  kind.  Two  young  ladies 
sat  down  to  a  harp  and  a  piano,  and  a  gentleman 
accompanied  them  upon  the  flute.  The  harmony 
was  perfected  by  the  rich  gushing  voice  of  one  of 
the  females  of  our  party ;  and  the  flushed  cheeks 
and  trembling  eyelids  of  the  charming  Bahamians, 
showed  that  the  music  affected  their  hearts,  as  much 
as  it  delighted  their  ears. 

When  the  night  was  advanced,  we  retired  to 
sleep,  lulled  by  the  pleasing  consciousness  of  being 
secure  from  those  misfortunes  and  dangers,  to  the 
invasion  of  which  we  had  of  late  been  so  cruelly 
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"  In  the  horror  of  a  vision  by  night,  when  deep  sleep  is  wont  to  hold 
men,  fear  seized  upon  me,  and  trembling,  and  all  my  bones  were  affrighted  ; 
and  when  a  spirit  passed  before  me,  the  hair  of  my  flesh  stood  up." — The 
Book  of  Job. 

THE  last,  and  perhaps  the  most  renowned  of  the 
Eosicrucians,  was,  according  to  a  historical 
insinuation,  implicated  in  that  notorious  juggle  of 
the  Diamond  Necklace,  which  tended  so  much  to 
increase  the  popular  hatred  towards  the  evil-doomed 
and  beautiful  Marie  Antoinette.  Whether  this  im 
putation  were  correct,  or  whether  the  Cardinal  Due 
de  Rohan  was  the  only  distinguished  person  deluded 
by^the  artifices  of  the  Countess  de  la  Motte,  it  is  cer 
tain  that  Joseph  Balsamo,  commonly  called  Alexan- 
dre,  Count  de  Cagliostro,  was  capable  of  any  knavery, 
however  infamous.  Guile  was  his  element ;  auda 
city  was  his  breastplate  j  delusion  was  his  profes- 
10  H 
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sion  ;  immorality  was  his  creed ;  debauchery  was 
his  consolation ;  his  own  genius — the  genius  of 
cunning — was  the  god  of  his  idolatry.  Had  Cag 
liostro  been  sustained  by  the  principles  of  rectitude, 
ho  must  have  become  the  idol  as  well  as  the  wonder 
of  his  contemporaries ;  his  accomplishments  must 
have  dazzled  them  into  admiration,  for  ho  pos 
sessed  all  the  attributes  of  a  Crichton.  Beautiful 
in  aspect,  symmetrical  in  proportions,  graceful  in 
carriage,  capacious  in  intellect,  erudite  as  a  Bene 
dictine,  agile  as  an  acrobat,  daring  as  Scocvola, 
persuasive  as  Alcibiades,  skilled  in  all  manly  pas 
times,  familiar  with  the  philosophies  of  the  scholar 
and  the  worldling,  an  orator,  a  musician,  a  courtier, 
a  linguist, — such  was  the  celebrated  Cagliostro. 
In  his  abilities,  ho  was  as  capricious  as  Leonardo, 
and  as  subtle  as  Macchiavelli ;  but  ho  was  without 
the  magnanimity  of  the  one,  or  the  crafty  prudence 
of  the  other.  Lucretius  so  darkened  the  glories  of 
nature  by  the  glooms  of  his  blasphemous  imagina 
tion,  that  he  might  have  described  this  earth  as  a 
golden  globe  animated  by  a  demon.  Fashioned  in 
a  mould  as  marvellous  as  that  golden  orb,  and  ani 
mated  in  like  manner  by  a  devilish  and  wily  spirit, 
was  Balsamo  the  Rosicrucian. 

Between  the  period  of  his  birth  in  1743,  and  that 
of  his  dissolution  in  1795,  when  incarcerated  in  a 
dungeon  of  San  Leo,  at  Rome,  Cagliostro  rendered 
himself  in  a  manner  illustrious  by  practising  upon 
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the  credulity  of  his  fellow-creatures.  Holstein  had 
witnessed  his  pretended  successes  in  alchemy. 
Strasburg  had  received  him  with  adulation,  as  the 
evangelist  of  a  mystic  religion.  Paris  had  re 
sounded  with  the  marvels  revealed  by  his  perform 
ances  in  Egyptian  freemasonry.  Molten  gold  was 
said  to  stream  at  pleasure  over  the  rim  of  his  cru 
cibles  ;  divination  by  astrology  was  as  familiar  to 
him  as  it  had  been  of  yore  to  Zoroaster  or  Nostra 
damus  ;  graves  yawned  at  the  beck  of  his  potent 
finger ;  their  ghostly  habitants  appeared  at  his  pre 
ternatural  bidding.  The  necromantic  achievements 
of  Dr  Dee  and  William  Lilly  dwindled  into  insig 
nificance  before  those  attributed  to  a  man  who,  al 
though  apparently  in  the  bloom  of  manhood,  was 
believed  to  have  survived  a  thousand  winters. 

Accident  had  supplied  Cagliostro  with  an  ac 
complice  of  suitable  depravity.  In  the  course  of 
his  eccentric  peregrinations  among  the  continental 
cities,  he  had  formed  the  acquaintance  of  a  female, 
remarkable  for  her  consummate  loveliness  and  her 
boundless  sensuality.  Married  to  this  Circe,  the 
adventurer  began  to  thrive  beyond  his  most  san 
guine  anticipations.  It  must  be  remembered,  how 
ever,  that  in  his  nefarious  proceedings,  Balsamo  was 
aided  by  a  faculty  of  invention  almost  miraculous 
in  its  fruitfulness,  and  occasionally  almost  sublime 
in  its  audacity.  By  these  means  he  ultimately 
became  the  most  astonishing  impostor  the  world 
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had  ever  beheld,    with  the  solitary  exception  of 
Aloharmned. 

As  a  forerunner  of  a  disastrous  revolution,  the 
appearance  of  this  fantastic  personage  in  the  capital 
of  civilisation  was  at  once  dismal  and  prophetic. 
Unconsciously,  he  was  the  prophet  of  disaster. 
Unconsciously,  lie  was  the  prelude — half-solemn, 
half-grotesque — of  a  bloody  and  diabolical  satur 
nalia.  History,  both  profane  and  inspired,  tells  us 
that  when  the  Euphrates  forsook  its  natural  chan 
nel,  and  the  hostile  legions  trampled  under  its  gates 
at  nightfall ;  when  the  revellers  of  Belshazzar, 
drunk  with  prolonged  orgies  and  haggard  with  the 
shadow  of  an  impending  doom,  staggered  through 
the  marble  vestibules  and  out  upon  the  marble 
causeways,  rending  their  purple  vestures  in  the 
moonlight,  there  was  weeping  among  the  lords  of 
Chaldea, — "Wo!  wo!  wo!"  was  wailed  in  the 
streets  of  Babylon.  A  similar  destiny  awaited 
Paris,  but  as  yet  a  different  spectacle  was  visible ; 
as  yet  the  carousals  of  the  metropolis  were  at  their 
zenith  ;  as  yet  the  current  flowed  in  its  ancient 
channel ;  as  yet  the  woes  of  the  empire  were  not 
written  on  the  wall  of  the  palace.  Festivities  were 
never  conducted  with  more  magnificence  than  im 
mediately  before  the  downfall  of  the  monarchy  and 
the  general  desolation  of  the  kingdom.  The  pomps 
of  the  religion,  the  pageantries  of  the  court,  and 
the  munificence  of  the  nobility,  were  never  before 
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characterised  by  so  much  grandeur  and  profusion. 
The  church,  the  sovereign,  and  the  oligarchy,  were 
crowning  themselves  for  the  sacrifice. 

Opposite  the  Kue  de  "Luxembourg,  and  parallel 
with  the  Eue  de  Caumartin,  there  stood,  in  the 
year  1782,  a  little  villa-cottage  or  rustic  pavilion. 
It  was  separated  from  the  Boulevard  de  la  Madeleine 
by  a  green  paddock,  and  was  concealed  in  a  nest  of 
laurustinus  and  clematis.  Autumn,  that  generous 
season,  which  seems  in  its  bounty  to  impart  a  smell 
of  ripeness  to  the  very  leaves,  had  already  scat 
tered  dyes  of  gold  and  vermilion  over  the  verdure 
of  this  shrubbery.  A  night-breeze,  impregnated 
with  vegetable  perfumes,  and  wafting  before  it  one 
of  these  leaves,  stole  between  the  branches,  over 
the  fragrant  mould — across  a  grass-plot — through 
an  open  window  of  the  cottage.  The  leaf  tinkled. 
It  had  fallen  upon  the  pages  of  a  volume  from  which 
a  man  was  reading  by  a  lamp.  At  that  moment 
the  clock  of  the  Capuchins  tolled  out  a  doleful  TWO  ; 
it  was  answered  by  the  numerous  bells  of  Paris. 
Solemn,  querulous,  sepulchral,  quavering,  silvery, 
close  at  hand,  or  modulated  into  a  dim  echo  by  the 
distance,  the  voice  of  the  inexorable  hours  vibrated 
over  the  capital,  and  then  ceased. 

Alas,  for  the  heart  of  Cagliostro ! 

The  solitary  watcher  shuddered  as  the  metallic 
sounds  floated  in  from  the  belfries.  Although 
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startled  by  the  dropping  of  the  leaf,  he  closed  the 
volume,  leisurely  placing  it  between  the  pages  as 
a  marker — it,  so  brittle!  so  yellow!  so  typical  of 
decay  and  mortality !  The  book  comprised  the 
writings  of  Sir  Cornelius  Agrippa.  Having  tossed 
the  old  alchemist  from  him  with  an  air  of  over 
whelming  dejection,  the  student  abandoned  himself 
to  the  most  sorrowful  reflections. 

lie  had  but  recently  returned  from  a  masked  ball, 
and  a  domino  of  salmon-coloured  satin  still  hung 
loosely  over  his  shoulders.  As  the  feeble  light  of 
the  lamp  glimmered  upon  the  jet  bugles  and  steel 
spangles  of  his  costume,  there  was  visible  the  per 
petual  contrast  of  his  destiny, — a  mingling  of  the 
most  abstruse  researches  and  the  most  extravagant 
frivolities.  Jewels  sparkled  upon  his  hands  and 
bosom  ;  the  varicose  veins  on  his  temples  throbbed 
with  a  feverish  precision ;  the  fumes  of  the  wine- 
cup  flushed  his  cheek  and  disordered  his  imagina 
tion. 

"  Death,"  thought  the  Eosicrucian,  "  fills  me 
with  abhorrence ;  and  yet  life  is  totally  devoid  of 
happiness.  Happiness !  0  delusive  phantom  of 
humanity,  how  art  thou  attainable?  Through 
Fame  ?  Fame  is  mine,  and  I  am  wretched.  Over 
the  realms  of  civilisation  my  name  is  noised  abroad  ; 
in  the  populous  cities  the  glory  of  my  art  resounds  ; 
when  my  barge  glided  among  the  palaces  of  Venice, 
the  blue  Adriatic  was  purpled  with  blossoms  in  my 
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honour. — Fame  ?  Fame  brings  not  happiness  to 
Cagliostro.  Wealth?  Not  so.  Ducats,  pistoles, 
louis-d'or,  have  brought  no  panacea  to  the  sorrows 
of  Balsamo.  Beauty  ?  Nay ;  for,  in  the  profligate 
experience  of  capitals,  the  sage  is  saddened  with 
the  knowledge  that  comeliness,  at  best,  is  but  an 
exquisite  hypocrisy.  I  have  striven  also,  vainly, 
for  contentment  in  the  luxuries  of  voluptuous  living. 
The  talisman  of  Epicurus  has  evaded  my  grasp — 
the  glittering  bauble  !  *  The  ravishing  ideal  JOY, 
has  been  to  me  not  as  the  statue  to  Pygmalion :  I 
have  grovelled  down  in  adoration  at  its  feet,  and 
have  found  it  the  same  immobile,  relentless,  unre 
sponsive  image.  Youth  is  yet  mine,  but  it  is  a 
youth  hoary  in  desolation.  Centuries  of  anguish 
have  flooded  through  my  bosom,  even  in  the  hey 
day  of  existence.  The  tangible  and  the  intangible, 
the  visible  and  the  invisible,  the  material  and  the 
immaterial,  have  been  at  deadly  strife  in  my  conjec 
tures.  The  present  has  been  to  me  an  evasion,  the 
future  an  enigma ;  the  earth  a  delusion,  the  heavens 


*  B£ranger  has  already  conveyed  this  truth  through  the  melody 
of  his  delicious  verse  : — 

"Le  vois-tu  Men,  la-bas,  la-bas, 
La-bas,  la-bas  ?  dit  1'Esperance ; 
Bourgeois,  manants,  rois,  et  prelats 
Lui  font  de  loin  la  reverence. 
C'est  le  Bonheur,  dit  L'Esperance. 
Courons,  courons  ;  doublons  le  pas, 
Pour  le  trouver  la-bas,  la-bas, 

La-bas,  la-bas." 
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a  doubt.  Even  the  pomp  of  those  inexplicable 
stars  is  a  now  agony  of  indecision  to  iny  recoiling 
fancy* — so  impassive  in  their  unchangeableness,  so 
awful  in  the  quiescence  of  their  eternal  grandeur. 
Supreme,  too,  in  my  bewilderment,  remains  the 
problem  of  their  revolutions — the  cause  of  their 
impulsion  f  as  well  as  of  their  creation.  Baffled  in 
my  scrutiny  of  the  sublime  puzzle  which  is  domed 
over  the  globe  at  nightfall,  dizzy  with  the  contem 
plation  of  such  abysses  of  mystery,  my  thoughts 
have  reverted  to  this  earth,  in  which  pleasure 
sparkles  but  to  evaporate.  No  solace  in  the  inves 
tigation  of  those  infinitudes,  which  are  only  fathom 
able  by  a  system  revolting  to  my  judgment — the 
system  of  a  theocratic  philosophy ;  no  consolation 
in  the  dreamings  evoked  by  the  lore  of  the  stupend 
ous  skies  :  my  heart  throbs  still  for  the  detection 
and  the  possession  of  happiness.  Nature  has  en 
dowed  me  with  senses — five  delicate  and  susceptible 
instruments — for  the  realisation  of  bodily  delight. 
Sights  of  unutterable  loveliness,  tones  of  surpassing 
melody,  perfumes  of  delicious  fragrance,  marvellous 
sensibilities  of  touch  and  palate,  afford  me  so  many 

*  "  I  did  not  dare  to  breathe  aloud  the  unhallowed  anguish  of 
my  mind  to  the  majesty  of  the  unsympathising  stars."  —  See 
FALKLAND. 

•f*  "  Motus  autem  siderum,"  such  is  the  reverent  and  sententi 
ous  remark  of  Grotius,  "  qui  eccentrici,  quique  epicyclici  dicun- 
tur,  manifesto  ostendunt  non  vim  material,  sed  lileri  agentis  ordi- 
nationem."—SeQ  De  Veritate  Rd.  Christ,  Lib.  i.  §  7. 
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channels  for  enjoyment.  Still  the  insufficiency  of 
the  palpable  and  appreciable  is  paramount;  still 
the  everlasting  dolor  interposes :  the  appetite  is 
satiated,  the  aroma  palls  upon  the  nostrils,  the 
nerves  are  affected  by  irritability,  the  harmony 
merges  into  dissonance  ;  even  the  beautiful  becomes 
so  far  an  abomination  that  man  is  '  mad  for  the  sight 
of  his  eyes  that  he  did  see.'  Such  is  the  sterile  and 
repulsive  penalty  of  the  searcher  after  happiness. 
Happiness !  0  delusive  phantom  of  humanity, 
how  art  thou  attainable  ?" 

A  thrill  pervaded  the  frame  of  the  visionary  as 
he  paused  in  his  meditations.  Subtle  as  the  birth 
of  an  emotion — solemn  as  the  presage  of  a  disaster 
— terrible  as  the  throes  of  dissolution,  was  the  pang 
that  agonised  the  Eosicrucian.  His  flesh  crept 
upon  his  bones  at  the  consciousness  of  a  preter 
natural  but  invisible  presence — the  presence  of  an 
unseen  visitant  in  the  dead  of  the  midnight !  His 
heart  quaked  as  it  drank  in,  like  Eliphaz,  u  the  veins 
of  ITS  whisper"  *  There  was  no  sound  or  reverber 
ation,  and  yet  the  language  streamed  upon  the 
knowledge  of«the  listener  with  a  distinctness  be 
yond  that  of  human  articulation.  The  stillness  of 
his  solitude  was  only  broken  by  the  rustling  of  the 
night-breeze  among  the  laurustines,  and  yet  in  the 

*  "  Now,  there  was  a  word  spoken  to  me  in  private,  and  my 
ears,  by  stealth  as  it  were,  received  the  veins  of  its  whisper." — - 
Job,  iv.  12. 
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ears  of  Cagliostro  there  was  tLe  utterance  as  of  un 
substantial  lips — the  sense  as  of  a  divine  symphony 
— "the  thunder,  and  the  music,  and  the  pomp"  of 
an  unearthly  Voice.* 

"Balsamo!"  it  cried,  "  thy  thoughts  are  blas 
phemy;  thy  lamentations  are  foolishness;  thy  mind 
is  darkened  by  the  glooms  of  a  most  barren  dejec 
tion.  Away!  vain  Sceptic,  with  the  syllogisms  of 
infidelity.  The  glory  of  the  immortal  WILL  evades 
thy  comprehension  in  the  depths  of  infinitude. 
When  in  its  natural  brightness,  the  spiiitual  being 
of  man  reflects  that  glory  as  in  a  mirror.  Thine  is 
blurred  by  sensuality.  Tranquillity  is  denied  thee, 
because  of  the  concupiscence  of  thy  ambition.  A 
profligate  and  venal  career  has  troubled  thy  soul 
with  misgivings.  Thou  hast  scorned  even  the  five 

*  "  There  is  a  roaring  in  the  bleak-grown  pines 
When  Winter  lifts  his  voice  ;  there  is  a  noise 
Among  immortals  when  a  god  gives  sign 
With  hushing  finger,  how  he  means  to  load 
His  tongue  with  the  full  weight  of  utterless  thought, 
With  thunder,  and  with  music,  and  with  pomp." 

Such  are  the  majestic  syllables  which  preface  the  speech  of 
Saturn  in  Hyperion.  Keats  was  ridding  himself  of  the  puerili 
ties  of  Cockaigne  when  he  wrote  that  fragment'of  an  epic— a  frag 
ment  which  is  unsurpassed  by  any  modern  attempt  at  heroic 
composition.  In  reading  it,  the  very  earth  seems  shaking  with 
the  footsteps  of  fallen  divinities.  Even  Byron,  who,  like  our 
selves,  had  no  great  predilection  for  the  school  in  which  the 
poetic  genius  of  John  Keats  was  germinated,  has  emphatically 
said  of  Iljierlon  that  "  it  seems  actually  inspired  by  the  Titans, 
and  is  as  sublime  as  JSschylus."— See  BYRON'S  Worts,  vol.  xv., 
p.  92. 
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senses — those  golden  portals  of  humanity  !  Know, 
0  dreamer,  that  in  them  alone  consists  the  enjoy 
ment  of  a  finite  existence  :  know  that  through  the 
virtuous  use  of  those  Jive  senses,  earthly  happiness  is 
attainable  !  Dost  thou  still  tremble  in  thy  unbelief? 
Arise,  Balsamo,  and  behold  the  teachings  of  eter 
nity!" 

As  the  last  sentence  resounded  in  the  heart  of 
Cagliostro,  up  into  the  air  floated  the  Eosicrucian 
and  the  Voice. 

TIBERIUS. 

Time  and  distance  seemed  to  be  conquered  in 
that  mysterious  ascension,  and  an  impenetrable 
darkness  enveloped  the  impostor  as  he  felt  himself 
carried  swiftly  through  the  atmosphere.  When  he 
had  somewhat  recovered,  however,  from  his  aston 
ishment,  the  motion  ceased,  and  the  light  of  an 
Italian  evening  beamed  upon  him  from  the  heavens. 
A  scene  then  revealed  itself  around  Cagliostro,  the 
like  of  which  his  eyes  had  never  before  beheld,  or 
his  imagination,  in  its  wildest  mood,  conceived. 

He  was  standing  in  a  secluded  grove  in  the  island 
of  Capreee.  Fountains  sparkled  under  the  branches ; 
blossoms  of  the  gaudiest  colours  flaunted  on  the 
brambles,  or  enamelled  the  turf;  laughter  and 
music  filled  the  air  with  a  confusion  of  sweet  sounds; 
and  among  the  intricacies  of  the  trees,  bands  of 
revellers  flitted  to  and  fro,  clad  in  the  antique  cos- 
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tumes  of  Rome.  Under  the  shadow  of  a  gigantic 
orange-bush,  upon  a  couch  of  luxurious  softness 
and  embroidered  in  gorgeous  arabesques,  there  re 
clined  the  figure  of  an  old  man.  His  countenance 
was  hideous  with  age  and  debauchery.  Sin  glim 
mered  in  the  evil  light  of  his  eyes — those  enormous 
and  bloodshot  eyes  with  which  (prcegrandibus  oculis) 
the  historian  tells  us  he  could  see  even  in  the  night 
time.*  Habitual  intemperance  had  inflamed  his 
complexion,  and  disfigured  his  skin  with  disgusting 
eruptions  ;  while  his  body,  naturally  robust  in  its 
proportions,  had  become  bloated  with  the  indolence 
of  confirmed  gluttony.  A  garment  (the  toga  virilis) 
of  virgin  whiteness  covered  his  limbs  ;  along  the 
edge  of  the  garment  was  the  broad  hem  of  Tyrian 
purple  indicative  of  the  imperial  dignity ;  and 
around  the  hoary  brow  of  the  epicurean  was  woven 
a  chaplet  of  roses  and  aloe-leaves. 

Cagliostro  recoiled  in  abhorrence  before  a  spec 
tacle  at  once  so  austere  and  lascivious.  His  spirit 
quailed  at  the  sight  of  a  visage  in  which  appeared 
to  be  concentrated  the  infamy  of  many  centuries. 
His  soul  revolted  at  the  sinister  and  ferocious  ex 
pression  pervading  every  lineament,  and  lurking  in 
every  wrinkle.  As  he  gazed,  however,  a  blithe 

*  Thus  writes  Suetonius — "  Prsegrandibus  oculis,  qui,  quod 
minim  esset,  noctu  etiam  et  in  tenebris,  viderent,  sed  ad  breve, 
et  quum  primum  a  somno  patuissent ;  deinde  rursum  hebesce- 
bant." — Tib,  cap.  Ixviii. 
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sound  startled  him  from  the  umbrage  of  the  boughs. 
Quick,  lively,  jocund,  to  the  clashing  of  her  cymbals, 
there  bounded  forth  an  Italian  maiden  in  the  garb 
of  a  Bacchante.  Her  feet  agile  as  the  roe's,  her 
eyes  lustrous  and  defiant,  her  hair  dishevelled,  her 
bosom  heaving,  her  arms  symmetrical  as  sculpture, 
but  glowing  with  the  roseate  warmth  of  youth,  the 
virgin  still  rejoiced,  as  it  were,  in  the  tumult  of  the 
dance.  Grapes  of  a  golden-green,  relieved  by  the 
ruddy-brown  of  their  foliage,  clustered  in  a  garland 
about  her  temples,  and  leaped  in  unison  with  her 
movements.  Around!  with  her  raven  tresses  stream 
ing  abroad  in  ringlets — around  !  with  her  sandals 
clinking  on  the  gravel  to  the  capricious  beat  of  her 
cymbals  —  around !  with  her  light  robes  flowing 
back  from  a  jewelled  brooch  above  the  knee — sing 
ing,  sparkling,  undulating,  circling,  rustling,  the 
Bacchante  entranced  the  heart  of  the  Kosicrucian. 
She  gleamed  before  him  like  the  embodiment  of 
enthusiasm.  She  was  the  genius  of  motion,  the 
divinity  of  the  dance ;  she  was  Terpsichore  in  the 
grace  of  her  movements,  Euterpe  in  the  ravishing 
sweetness  of  her  voice.  A  thrill  of  admiration  suf 
fused  with  a  deeper  tint  even  the  abhorred  cheek  of 
the  voluptuary. 

By  an  almost  imperceptible  degree,  the  damsel 
abated  the  ardour  of  her  gyrations,  her  cymbals 
clashed  less  frequently,  the  song  faded  from  her 
lip,  the  flutter  of  her  garments  ceased,  the  vine-fruit 
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drooped  upon  her  forehead.  She  stood  before  the 
couch  palpitating  with  emotion,  and  radiant  with  a 
divine  beauty.  In  another  instant,  she  had  pro 
strated  herself  upon  the  earth,  for  in  the  decrepit 
monster  of  Capreoe  she  recognised  the  lord  of  the 
whole  world — Tiberius. 

"  Arise,  maiden  of  Apulia,"  he  said,  with  an  im 
mediate  sense  that  he  beheld  another  of  those  inno 
cent  damsels,  who  were  stolen  from  their  pastoral 
homes  on  the  Peninsula  to  become  the  victims  of 
his  depravity.  "  Arise,  and  slake  my  thirst  from 
yonder  goblet.  The  tongue  of  Tiberius  is  dry  with 
the  avidity  of  his  passion." 

An  indescribable  loathing  entered  into  the  im 
agination  of  the  Bacchante  even  as  she  lay  upon 
the  grass;  yet  she  rose  with  precipitation  and  filled 
a  chalice  to  the  brim  with  Falernian.  Tiberius 
grasped  it  with  an  eager  hand,  and  his  mouth 
pressed  the  lip  of  the  cup  as  if  to  drain  its  ruby 
vintage  to  the  bottom.  Suddenly,  however,  the 
eyes  of  the  old  man  blazed  with  a  raging  light;  the 
scowl  of  lust  was  forgotten  ;  the  vindictiveness  of  a 
fiend  shone  in  his  dilated  eyeballs,  and,  with  a  yell 
of  fury,  he  cast  the  goblet  into  the  air,  crying  out 
that  the  wine  boiled  like  the  bowl  of  Pluto.  He  was 
writhing  in  one  of  those  paroxysms  of  rage,  which 
justified  posterity  in  regarding  him  as  a  madman. 
The  howling  of  Tiberius  resounded  among  the  ver 
dure,  as  the  rattle  of  a  snake  might  do  when  it 
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raises  its  deadly  crest  from  its  lair  amoDg  the 
flowers.  Quick  as  thought  at  the  first  sound  of 
those  inexorable  accents,  the  grove  was  thronged 
with  the  revellers.  They  jostled  each  other  in 
their  solicitude  to  minister  to  the  cruelty  of  the 
despot ;  and  that  cruelty  was  as  ruthless,  and  as 
hell-born,  as  it  was  ingenious  and  appalling. 

Obedient  to  a  gesture  of  Tiberius,  the  Bacchante 
was  placed  upon  a  pedestal.  For  a  moment  she 
stood  before  them  an  exquisite  statue  of  despair — 
exquisite  even  in  the  excess  of  her  bewilderment. 
For  a  moment  she  stood  there  stunned  by  the  sud 
denness  of  the  commotion,  and  frantic  with  the  con 
sciousness  of  her  peril.  For  a  moment  she  gazed 
about  her  for  aid,  wildly  but,  alas !  -vainly.  No 
pity  beamed  upon  her  in  that  more  horrible  Go 
morrah.  The  marble  trembled  under  her  feet — a 
sulphurous  stench  shot  through  its  crevices — the 
virgin  shrieked  and  fell  forwards,  scorched  and 
blackened  to  a  cinder.  She  was  blasted,  as  if  by  a 
thunderbolt*  Cagliostro  looked  with  horror  upon 

*  Those  who  are  familiar  with  the  classic  historians,  will  see 
in  this  description  no  exaggeration  whatever.  Instruments  for 
the  destruction  of  life  yet  more  awful  and  mysterious,  were  em 
ployed  by  many  of  the  predecessors,  and  many  of  the  successors 
of  Tiberius,  as  well  as  by  Tiberius  himself  :  and  modern  science 
has  shown  that  these  devices,  instead  of  being,  as  was  originally 
conjectured,  the  result  of  black-magic,  were,  in  reality,  the  effect 
of  hydraulic,  pneumatic,  and  mechanical  contrivances.  Even  the 
most  marvellous  feats  of  the  Egyptian  sorcerers  have  been  latterly 
explained  by  the  revelations  of  natural  philosophy,  and  a  multi- 
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the  ashes  of  the  Bacchante.  He  had  seen  youth 
stricken  down  by  age  ;  he  had  seen  virtue  anni 
hilated,  so  to  speak,  at  the  mandate  of  vice ;  he 
had  seen — and  even  his  callous  heart  exulted  at 
the  thought — he  had  seen  innocence  snatched  from 
pollution,  when  upon  the  very  threshold  of  an 
earthly  hell.  While  rejoicing  in  this  reflection,  he 
was  aroused  by  the  stertorous  breathing  of  the 
emperor.  The  crowned  demon  of  the  island  was 
being  borne  away  to  his  palace  upon  the  shoulders 
of  his  attendants.  Although  maddened  by  an  in 
satiable  thirst,  and  by  a  gloom  that  was  becoming 
habitual,  the  monster  lay  upon  his  cushions  as  im 
potent  as  a  child,  in  the  midst  of  his  diseases  and 
iniquities.* 

tude  of  these  explanations  may  be  found  by  the  reader  in  the 
learned  work,  DCS  Sciences  Occtdtcs,  &c.,  written  by  M. 
Eusebe  Salverte,  and  published  in  Paris  as  recently  as  1843.  In 
that  remarkable  volume,  M.  Salverte  proves  that  natural  pheno 
mena  are  more  startling  than  necromantic  tricks,  and  that,  in 
the  words  of  Roger  Bacon,  "  non  igitur  oportet  nos  magicis  illu- 
sionibitf  vti,  cum  potestas  philosophica  doceat  operari  quod  sufficit." 
That  Tiberius  was  capable  of  atrocities  yet  more  terrific,  and 
that  murders  of  the  most  inhuman  kind  were  the  consequence  of 
almost  every  one  of  his  diabolical  whims,  those  acquainted  with 
the  picturesque  narrative  of  Suetonius  already  know.  They 
will  remember  not  only  how  he  caused  his  nephew  Gennanicus  to 
be  poisoned  by  the  governor  of  Syria,  but  how  he  ordered  a  fisher 
man  to  be  torn  in  pieces  by  the  claws  of  a  crab,  simply  because 
he  met  him,  in  one  of  his  suspicious  moods,  when  strolling  in  a 
sequestered  garden  of  Caprese. — SUE.,  Tib.,  c.  Ix. 

*  Suetonius  assures  us  (cap.  Ixviii.)  that  the  muscular  strength 
of  Tiberius  Claudius  Nero  was,  in  the  prime  of  his  manhood. 
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At  the  feet  of  the  Rosicrucian  were  huddled  the 
bones  of  the  virgin  of  Apulia  ;  and  the  babbling  of 
the  fountains  was  alone  audible  in  the  solitude. 

"  Such,"  said  the  mournful  Voice,  as  Cagliostro 
again  felt  himself  carried  through  the  darkness — 
"  such,  BalsamOj  are  the  miseries  of  a  debauched 
appetite." 

AGRirPA. 

In  another  instant,  the  impostor  was  standing 
upon  the  floor  of  a  gigantic  am  phi  theatre  in  Pales 
tine.  The  whole  air  was  refulgent  with  the  light 
of  a  summer  morning,  and  through  the  loopholes 
of  the  structure,  the  eye  caught  the  blue  shimmer 
of  the  Mediterranean.  Banners,  emblazoned  with 
the  ciphers  of  Rome,  fluttered  from  the  walls  of  the 
amphitheatre.  Its  internal  circumference  was 
thronged  with  a  vast  concourse  of  citizens  ;  and, 
immediately  about  the  Rosicrucian,  groups  of 
foreign  traders,  habited  as  if  for  some  unusual 
ceremony,  were  scattered  over  the  arena.  Expec 
tation  was  evinced  in  every  movement  of  the 
assemblage,  in  every  murmur  that  floated  round 

almost  as  supernatural  as  his  crimes  ;  that  ho  could  with  his  out 
stretched  finger  bore  a  hole  through  a  sound  apple  (integrum 
malum  digito  terebraret),  and  wound  the  head  of  a  child  or  even  a 
youth  with  a  fillip  (caputpueri,  vel  etiam  adolescentis,  talitro  vulnera- 
ret).  His  excesses  must,  however,  have  enervated  his  frame 
long  before  his  death  by  suffocation. 

10  I 
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the  benches.  The  worshippers  were  there,  it 
seemed,  arid  were  awaiting  the  high-priest.  That 
high -priest  was  approaching,  and  more  than  a 
high-priest;  for  Herod  Agrippa,  the  tetrarch  of 
Jndea,  had  descended  from  Jerusalem  to  Caesarea, 
for  the  celebration  of  warlike  games  in  honour  of 
the  Emperor  Claudius,  and,  on  the  completion  of 
those  festivities,  the  deputed  sovereign  had  con 
sented,  at  the  intercession  of  Blastus,  to  receive  a 
deputation  of  certain  Phenician  ambassadors,  who 
were  solicitous  for  an  assurance  of  his  clemency. 
Those  envoys — the  merchant  princes  of  Tyre  and 
Sidon — were  tarrying  in  the  public  theatre  of  the 
city  for  the  promised  interview  in  the  presence  of 
the  people  of  Samaria. 

Cagliostro  marvelled,  as  he  scanned  the  scene 
before  him,  whether  it  were  all  a  reality  or  a  delu 
sion  of  his  fancy ;  but  the  lapping  of  the  surge  upon 
the  adjacent  beach,  and  the  perfume  of  Oriental 
spices  which  impregnated  the  breezes  from  the 
Levant,  and  even  the  motes  that  swarmed  about 
him  like  phosphoric  atoms,  proved  that  it  was  no 
juggle  of  a  distempered  imagination. 

Suddenly  the  air  was  rent  with  acclamations ; 
the  crowd  rose  as  if  by  a  single  impulse ;  trumpets 
sounded  in  the  seven  porches  of  the  amphitheatre ; 
again  the  plaudits  shook  the  air  like  the  concus 
sion  of  enthusiasm,  and  the  deputation  in  the  arena 
prostrated  themselves  in  the  dust.  Balsamo  saw 
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at  once  the  reason  of  this  rejoicing ;  he  saw  the 
tetrarch  of  Judea  seated  upon  a  throne  of  ivory. 
The  crown  of  Agrippa  glittered  upon  his  forehead 
with  an  unnatural  brightness — it  was  of  the  purest 
gold,  radiating  from  the  brow  in  spikes,  and  flecked 
with  pearls  of  an  uncommon  size.  Silent — erect — 
inflated  with  pride  at  his  own  grandeur,  and  the 
adulation  of  the  rabble,  sat  the  King  of  Palestine. 
Silent,  awe-stricken,  uncovered  before  the  majesty 
of  the  representative  of  Claudius,  stood  the  people 
of  Samaria  and  Phenicia.  Extreme  beauty  of  an 
elevated  and  heroic  character  shone  upon  the  fea 
tures  of  Herod,  although  his  beard  was  grizzled 
with  the  passage  of  fifty-four  winters.  In  the 
midst  of  the  silence  of  the  populace,  the  morning 
sun  rose,  almost  abruptly,  above  the  topmost  arches 
of  the  edifice,  and  darted  his  beams  full  upon  the 
glorious  garments  of  Agrippa.  It  played  in  sparkles 
of  intense  lustre  upon  the  jewels  of  his  diadem  j 
and  upon  the  outer  robe,  which  was  of  silver  tissue 
woven  with  consummate  skill  and  powdered  with 
diamonds,  the  refraction  of  the  sunlight  produced 
an  intolerable  splendour.*  The  Samaritans  shield 
ed  their  eyes  from  its  magnificence  ;  they  were 
dazzled  ;  they  were  blinded ;  they  thrilled  with 
admiration  and  astonishment. 

*  His  garb,  writes  Josephns,  "was  so  resplendent  as  to  spread 
a  horror  over  those  that  looked  intently  upon  him." — Lib.  xix. 
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Agrippa  spoke. 

At  the  first  sound  of  his  accents,  there  was  a 
whisper  of  awe  among  the  multitude — it  increased 
— it  grew  louder — it  arose  to  the  heavens  in  one 
prolonged  and  jubilant  shout  of  adoration. 

"  It  is  a  God  !  "  they  cried— "  it  is  a  God  that 
speaketh,  not  a  man  !  " 

As  the  language  of  that  impious  homage  saluted 
the  ears  of  Herod,  his  mouth  curled  with  a  smile  of 
satisfaction,  his  soul  expanded  with  an  inexpres 
sible  tumult  of  emotions,  he  drank  in  the  blasphe 
mous  flatteries  of  the  rabble,  and  assumed  to  himself 
the  power  and  the  dignity  of  the  Most  High  God. 
Yet  in  the  very  ecstasy  of  those  sensations,  his 
countenance  became  ghastly,  his  lips  writhed,  his 
eyes  beheld  with  unutterable  dismay  the  omen  of 
his  dissolution — the  avenging  phantom  of  a  visible 
Nemesis.*  He  staggered  from  his  throne,  crying 
aloud  in  the  extremity  of  his  anguish  j  a  sudden 
corruption  had  seized  upon  his  body — he  was  being 
devoured  by  worms. 

The  heart  of  Cagliostro  quailed  within  him  at 
the  lamentations  of  the  people  of  Samaria,  as  they 
beheld  their  idol  smitten  down  by  death  in  the 
midst  of  his  surpassing  pomp.  Even  the  Jewish 
hagiographer  tells  us,  with  pathetic  simplicity, 

t  "  An  owl,"  says  Joseplius  (xix.  8) ;  "  an  angel  of  the  Lord," 
&-yyf\os  Kvplov,  say  the  Scriptures  (Acts  xii.  23)— in  either  caso 
a  spectral  illusion. 
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that  King  Agrippa  himself  wept  at  the  wailings  of 
the  adoring  mob. 

Again  the  Alchemist  found  himself  enveloped  in 
darkness,  again  the  unearthly  Voice  stole  into  his 
brain. 

"  Lo !  "  it  said,  "  how  the  frame  rots  in  the 
ermine  :  how  the  body  and  soul  are  polluted  by 
vicious  passions  !  Such,  Balsamo,  are  the  penalties 
of  the  lusts  of  the  flesh." 


MILTON. 

Another  scene  then  revealed  itself  to  the  Kosi- 
crucian,  but  one  altogether  different  from  those  he 
had  already  witnessed.  Instead  of  being  in  an 
Oriental  amphitheatre,  he  was  standing  in  a  rural 
lane ;  instead  of  tumult  he  found  tranquillity  ;  in 
stead  of  regal  pageantries  an  almost  primitive 
simplicity.  He  inhaled  the  sweet  smells  of  "clover 
and  newly-turned  mould  with  a  zest  hitherto  unex 
perienced.  The  gurgling  of  a  brook  by  the  way 
side  saluted  his  ears,  as  it  struggled  through  the 
rushes  and  tinkled  over  the  pebbles,  with  a  sound 
more  agreeable  than  he  ever  remembered  to  have 
heard  from  the  instruments  of  court  musicians. 
For  the  first  time  nature  seemed  to  disclose  her 
real  loveliness  to  his  comprehension.  Everywhere 
she  appeared  to  abound  with  beauties  :  in  the  bee 
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that  lit  upon  the  nettle  and  sucked  the  honey  out 
of  its  blossom  ;  in  the  nettle'  that  .nodded  under  the 
weight  of  the  bee  ;  in  the  dew  that  dropped  like  a 
diamond  from  the  alder-bough  when  the  thrush 
alighted  on  its  stem  ;  in  the  thrush  that  warbled 
till  the  speckled  feathers  on  its  throat  throbbed  as 
if  its  heart  were  in  its  song  ;  in  the  slug  that  trailed 
a  silver  track  upon  the  dust ;  in  the  very  dust  itself 
that  twirled  in  threads  and  circles  on  the  ground 
as  the  wind  swerved  round  the  corner  of  the  hedge 
row.  Cagliostro  was  entranced  with  the  most 
novel  and  pleasurable  emotions,  as  he  strolled  on 
towards  the  building  he  had  already  observed. 
From  the  elevation  of  the  ground  which  he  was 
traversing,  his  glance  roved  with  admiration  over  a 
wide  and  diversified  extent  of  country  ;  over  a  pro 
spect  richly  wooded  arid  teeming  with  vegetation  ; 
over  orchards  laden  with  fruit  and  knee-deep  in 
grass  ;  over  fields  of  barley  bristling  with  golden 
ripeness ;  over  distant  mills,  churning  the  water 
into  foam,  and  driving  gusts  of  meal  out  through 
the  open  doorway  ;  over  meadows  where  the  sheep 
cropped  the  cool  herbage,  and  the  cattle  lay  in  the 
sunshine  sleeping  ;  over  village  steeples,  over 
homesteads  brown  with  age,  or  hid  amongst  the 
verdure.  The  worldling  scanned  the  profusion  of 
the  panorama  with  an  amazement  that  was  exquisite 
from  its  newness.  He  marvelled  at  the  charms 
that  strewed  the  earth  in  such  abundance,  at  the 
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almost  unnumbered  forms  and  colours  of  her  vitality, 
at  the  wonderful  harmony  that  subsisted  amidst  all 
those  various  hues  and  shapes.  Never  had  the 
joys  derivable  from  the  sense  of  vision  appeared  of 
so  much  value  as  now  that  he  gazed  into  the  deep 
and  delicious  magnificence  of  nature.  His  sight, 
with  a  sort  of  luxurious  abandonment,  strayed  over 
the  contrasts,  and  penetrated  into  the  distances  of 
the  landscape ;  his  bosom  swelled  with  the  conscious 
ness  of  a  sympathy  with  that  creation  of  which  he 
felt  himself  to  be  but  a  kindred  unit,  or,  at  best,  a 
sentient  atom. 

It  was  while  absorbed  in  these  sensations,  that 
Cagliostro  paused  before  the  rustic  dwelling-house 
towards  which  his  steps  had  been  involuntarily 
directed.  The  building  was  situated  at  a  few  paces 
from  the  pathway.  There  was  nothing  about  it  to 
arrest  the  attention  of  the  passer-by,  except,  per 
haps,  an  appearance  of  extreme  but  picturesque 
humility.  The  walls  were  riveted  together  with 
iron  bands  in  crossbars  and  zigzags  ;  the  brickwork 
was  decayed  and  crumbling  away  in  blotches ;  the 
roof  was  low  and  thatched.  Yet,  in  spite  of  these 
evidences  of  poverty,  the  scholar  regarded  the 
structure  with  a  reverential  aspect,  with  such  an 
aspect  as  he  might  have  presented  had  he  contem 
plated  the  hut  of  Baucis  and  Philemon. 

The  threshold  of  this  obscure  edifice  formed  of 
itself  a  bower  of  greenery,  thickly  covered  with  the 
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blooms  of  the  honeysuckle.  Under  the  porch  was 
seated  a  man  of  a  most  venerable  countenance. 
He  was  muffled  in  a  grey  coat  of  the  coarsest  tex 
ture,  and  his  legs  being  crossed,  a  worsted  stocking 
and  a  slipper  of  untanned  leather  betrayed  the 
meanness  of  his  under  garments.  His  hair,  bril 
liant  with  a  whiteness  like  that  of  milk,  was  parted 
in  the  centre  of  the  forehead,  and  fell  over  his 
shoulders  in  those  negligent  curls  called  oreillcs  de 
chien,  which  became  fashionable  long  afterwards, 
during  the  days  of  the  French  Directory.  Had  the 
Alchemist  remained  profoundly  ignorant  as  to  the 
identity  of  the  old  man,  ho  must  still  have  observed 
with  interest,  features  which  were  equally  charac 
terised  by  the  pensiveness  of  the  student  and  the 
paleness  of  the  valetudinarian.  He  knew,  however, 
instinctively,  as  he  had  done  upon  the  two  preced 
ing  occasions,  that  he  beheld  a  personage  of  illus 
trious  memory.  And  he  knew  rightly,  for  it  was 
Milton.  While  the  great  plague  was  desolating 
the  metropolis,  he  had  escaped  from  his  residence 
in  the  Artillery  Walk,  and  sought  security  from 
the  contagion  by  a  temporary  sojourn  in  Bucking 
hamshire. 

Opposite  the  immortal  sage  stood  a  person  of 
about  the  same  years,  but  of  a  very  different  de 
portment — it  was  the  dearest  of  his  few  friends, 
and  the  most  ardent  of  his  many  worshippers, 
Bichardson.  The  latter  was  leaning  against  the 
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trunk  of  a  great  maple-tree  that  grew  close  to 
the  parlour-lattice,  stretching  forth  its  enormous 
branches  in  all  directions,  and  mingling  its  foliage 
with  the  smoke  that  issued  from  the  chimney. 
Richardson  had  been  reading  aloud  but  a  moment 
before,  from  a  volume  of  Boccaccio  ;  he  had  placed 
the  book,  however,  upon  the  window-sill,  in  obe 
dience  to  a  movement  from  his  companion,  and 
continued,  with  his  arms  folded  and  his  eyelids 
closed,  a  silent  and  almost  inanimate  portion  of  the 
domestic  group.  The  quietude  which  ensued  was 
so  contagious  that  Cagliostro  remarked  with  a 
feeling  of  listlessness,  the  details  and  accessories 
of  the  spectacle — the  silk  curtains  of  rusty  green 
festooned  before  the  open  window,  the  tobacco-pipe 
lying  among  the  manuscripts  upon  the  table,  even 
the  slouched  hat  hanging  from  the  back  of  an  arm 
chair.  The  rambling  meditations  of  Balsamo  were 
soon  concentrated  upon  a  loftier  theme,  by  the 
voice  of  Milton  singing  in  a  subdued  tone  the 
antistrophe  of  a  favourite  ode  of  Pindar.  As  the 
noble  words  of  the  Greek  lyrist  rolled  with  an  in 
describable  gusto  from  the  lips  of  Milton,  it  seemed 
to  the  Kosicrucian  that  he  had  never  before  com 
prehended  the  true  euphony  of  the  language.  And 
the  visage  of  the  old  bard  responded  to  the  strain 
of  Pindar  ;  it  was  illumined  with  a  certain  majesty 
of  expression  that  imparted  additional  dignity  to  a 
countenance  at  all  times  beaming  with  wisdom. 
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In  appreciating  the  Pagan  poet,  the  poet  of  Christi 
anity  appeared  to  glow  with  enthusiasm  like  that 
which  entranced  his  whole  soul  in  the  moments  of 
his  own  superb  inspiration.*  Nor  was  the  grandeur 
of  the  head  diminished  in  any  manner  by  the  un- 
poetical  proportions  of  the  body,  for,  according  to 
the  acknowledgment  of  his  most  partial  biographer, 
Richardson,  the  stature  of  Milton  was  so  much 
below  the  ordinary  height,  and  so  much  beyond 
the  ordinary  bulk,  that  he  might  almost  be  described 
as  "  short  and  thick/'  Yet,  notwithstanding  these 
peculiarities  of  the  frame,  an  august  radiance  seemed 
to  envelope  the  brow — a  brow,  hoary  alike  from 
years  and  from  misfortunes — and  to  invest  with  a 
sublime  air  the  figure  of  that  old  man  huddled  in 
that  old  grey  coat.  Cagliostro  gazed  with  profound 
interest  upon  Milton  as  the  rolling  melody  of  Pindar 
streamed  into  his  ears,  when  suddenly  the  song 
ceased,  and  the  face  of  the  singer  was  raised  to  the 
resplendent  light  of  the  heavens.  Alas  1  those  eyes 
turned  vacantly  in  their  sockets — those  eyes  which 
had  once  looked  so  sorrowfully  on  the  sightless 


*  It  is  impossible  for  any  one  devoted  to  the  study  of  Para 
dise  Lost,  of  Comut,  even  of  Sampson  Agonistes,  and  especially 
of  11  Pensoroso  and  L' Allegro,  to  doubt  that  their  writer  was 
carried  away  at  times  by  the  ash-urn,  or  divine  afflatus,  al 
though  Dr  Johnson  discredits  "  these  bursts  of  light,  and 
involutions  of  darkness,  these  transient  and  involuntary  ex 
cursions  and  retrocessions  of  invention." — See  Lives  oftJie  Poets, 
vol.  i.  p.  188. 
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Galileo — those  eyes  which  had  mourned  over  the 
ashes  of  Lycidas,  and  rained  upon  them  tears  trans- 
routed  by  poetry  into  a  shower  of  precious  stones  ! 
The  misery  of  his  blindness  recurred  to  Milton 
himself  at  that  same  instant.  A  cloud  of  grief 
descended  upon  his  countenance.  He  experienced 
one  of  those  poignant  feelings  of  regret  which, 
in  our  own  day,  occasionally  oppressed  the  heart 
of  Augustin  Thierry — for  with  the  sensibility  of  a 
poet  he  knew  that  the  hour  was  beautiful.  Never 
had  Cagliostro  seen  human  face  express  such  ex 
quisite  but  patient  suffering ;  it  seemed  to  be  listen 
ing  to  the  loveliness  of  the  earth  ;  it  seemed  to  be 
inhaling  the  glories  of  nature,  as  it  were,  through 
those  channels  which  were  not  obliterated.  The 
stirring  of  the  leaves,  the  scent  of  the  woodbine, 
the  pattering  of  the  winged  seeds  of  the  maple 
upon  the  pages  of  Boccaccio,  the  fitful  twittering 
of  the  birds — all  ascended  as  offerings  of  recom 
pense  to  the  blind  man,  but  they  only  tended  to 
enhance  the  sense  of  his  affliction.  He  caught  but 
the  skirts  of  the  goddess  of  that  creation  whose 
glories  he  had  chanted  in  his  celestial  epic ;  and 
yet  no  murmur  escaped  from  the  dejected  lip  of 
Milton ! 

Again  darkness  surrounded  the  Eosicrucian — 
again  the  awful  Voice  resounded  in  his  imagina 
tion. 

"Behold!"   it  said,    "the  sorrows  of  the  great 
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and  virtuous  when  the  light  is  quenched  :  behold 
the  divine  prerogative  of  those  who  see !  And  know, 
Balsamo,  that  such  are  the  boons  thou  hast  con 
temned — such  are  the  faculties  thou  hast  polluted." 


MIRABEAU. 

After  a  scarcely  perceptible  pause,  the  Voice  re 
sumed  :  "  The  miseries  of  those  who  have  abused 
or  lost  the  powers  of  seeing,  of  tasting,  or  of  feel 
ing,  have  been  revealed  to  tbee,  0  sceptic  !  Tlrino 
eyes  have  penetrated  into  the  dim  retrospections  of 
the  past.  Look  onwards,  Balsamo,  and  thou  shalt 
discern  the  tilings  that  are  germinating  in  the 
womb  of  the  future." 

Cagliostro  had  scarcely  heard  this  assurance 
when  the  curtain,  hitherto  impenetrable  to  mortal, 
was  raised — the  dread  shadows  of  the  future  were 
dispelled.  He  found  himself  in  the  upper  apartment 
of  one  of  the  most  distinguished  mansions  in  Paris. 
The  chamber,  which  was  lofty  and  spacious,  was 
enriched  with  the  most  costly  furniture  and  the 
most  gorgeous  decorations.  Pilasters,  incrusted 
with  marble,  and  enamelled  with  lapis-lazuli,  broke 
the  monotony  of  the  walls,  and  supported  the  ceil 
ing  with  their  capitals.  Between  these  pilasters 
were  pedestals  surmounted  with  statuary  and  busts; 
and  these,  again,  were  reflected  in  the  mirrors  hung 
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about  the  room  in  profusion.  An  almost  Oriental 
luxury  characterised  the  Turkish  carpets,  as  soft  as 
the  greensward,  and  the  draperies  of  velvet  which 
concealed  the  windows,  and  fell  in  graceful  folds 
about  a  bed  at  the  opposite  end  of  the  apartment. 
An  antique  candelabrum  stood  upon  the  mantel 
piece  and  shed  a  rosy  and  voluptuous  light  over  this 
domestic  pomp,  while  some  odorous  gums  crackled 
in  a  chafing-dish  upon  the  hearth  and  loaded  the 
air  with  their  fragrance. 

Familiar  as  the  Kosicrucian  was  with  splendour, 
his  glance  roved  over  these  appurtenances  with 
delight,  for  lie  had  never  before  seen  the  evidences 
of  wealth  so  enhanced  by  the  evidences  of  refine 
ment.  He  thought  that  the  possession  of  such  a 
dwelling  would  be  something  towards  the  realisa 
tion  of  happiness.  In  the  very  conception  of  that 
ignoble  thought,  however,  he  received  a  solemn  and 
effectual  admonition.  Before  him,  in  the  silent 
chamber,  on  either  side  of  it  groups  of  attendants 
and  men  robed  in  the  costumes  of  the  court  and  the 
barracks,  was  a  deathbed.  It  was  the  deathbed  of 
an  extraordinary  being,  the  owner  of  all  this  gran 
deur.  It  was  the  deathbed  of  Honore-Gabriel  de 
Mirabeau. 

The  patrician  demagogue  reposed  upon  the  pil 
lows  in  the  final  stage  of  dissolution,  and  his  broad 
forehead  was  already  damp  with  the  sweat  of  his 
last  agony.  Cagliostro  surveyed  the  dying  tribune 
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with  emotion,  for  in  the  very  hideousness  of  his 
countenance  there  was  a  subtle  and  indefinable 
fascination.  The  gigantic  stature  which  had  so 
often  awed  the  tumults  of  the  National  Assembly 
was  prostrate.  The  voice,  whose  brazen  tones  had 
sounded  like  a  trumpet  over  the  land,  was  hushed 
— that  voice  which  had  exclaimed  with  such  sub 
lime  significance  to  the  Marseillais — "  When  the 
last  of  the  Gracchi  expired,  he  flung  dust  towards 
heaven,  and  from  this  dust  sprang  Marius  !" — that 
voice  which  had  conquered  the  aversion  of  Made 
moiselle  de  Marignan  with  its  seductive  melody — 
that  voice  which  had  been  at  once  the  oracle  of 
the  king  and  the  law  of  the  rabble.  Mirabeau  lay 
before  the  Rosicrucinn,  with  his  natural  ugliness 
rendered  yet  more  repulsive  by  the  tokens  of  a 
terrible  malady.  The  touch  of  death  imparted  addi 
tional  .horror  to  the  massive  deformity  of  his  skull, 
to  the  coarseness  of  his  pock-marked  features,  to 
his  sunken  eyeballs,  to  his  cheeks  seared  by  disease, 
to  his  hair  bristling  and  dishevelled  like  that  of  a 
gorgon.  Still,  through  all  these  unsightly  and 
almost  loathsome  peculiarities,  there  was  percep 
tible  a  sort  of  masculine  susceptibility.  It  was  that 
susceptibility  which  gave  zest  to  his  debaucheries, 
and  occasionally  subdued  into  pathos  the  storms  of 
his  dazzling  and  sonorous  eloquence. 

Never  was  a  solitary  life  prized  by  so  many  mil 
lions,    as  that  which  was  then  ebbing   from   the 
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breast  of  Mirabeau.  He  seemed  to  be  the  only 
guarantee  for  the  solid  adjustment  of  the  Kevolu- 
tion.  With  his  disappearance,  all  hope  of  tran 
quillity  and  good  government  was  prepared  to 
vanish.  His  was  the  intellect  in  which  the  ex 
tremes  of  that  momentous  epoch  were  united.  He 
was  the  antithesis  of  public  opinion.  Noble  by 
birth  and  plebeian  by  accident,  a  democrat  in  prin 
ciple  arid  a  dictator  in  ambition,  the  shield  of  the 
monarch  and  the  sword  of  the  people,  he  was 
placed  exactly  between  the  contending  powers  of 
the  age.  He  was  the  arbiter  between  royalty  and 
revolt :  on  the  one  side  he  acquired  the  obedience  of 
the  sovereign  through  his  fears,  and  on  the  other 
he  obtained  the  allegiance  of  the  multitude  through 
their  aspirations.  His  supremacy  occupied  at  the 
same  moment  the  palace,  the  legislative  chamber, 
and  the  market-place  ;  for  all  recognised  in  him  the 
omen  of  their  good  fortune,  and  through  him  the 
realisation  of  their  wishes.  Flattered  by  the  minions 
of  the  monarchy,  applauded  by  the  members  of  the 
National  Assembly,  and  idolised  by  the  mob,  his 
influence  rested,  as  it  were,  upon  a  triple  founda 
tion.  And  yet,  by  a  contradiction  as  remarkable 
as  the  anomalies  of  his  own  character,  all  parties 
were  disposed  to  rejoice  at  the  probability  of  his 
departure.  The  King  was  gratified  at  the  thought 
of  his  removal,  forasmuch  as  Mirabeau  was  the  im 
personation  of  a  formidable  sedition  ;  the  political 
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adventurers  exulted  in  the  prospect  of  his  decease, 
because  he  monopolised  popularity,  and  rendered 
them  insignificant  by  the  contrast  of  his  colossal 
genius ;  the  people,  in  like  manner,  were  not  alto 
gether  displeased  at  the  notion  of  his  extinction, 
because  he  appeared  to  them  the  only  obstacle  be 
tween  themselves  and  the  supreme  authority.  All 
valued  him  as  their  present  preserver,  and  all  hated 
him  as  their  future  impediment.  Such  were  the 
conflicting  sentiments  entertained  towards  Mira- 
beau,  during  the  last  incidents  of  his  eccentric  and 
volatile  career.  And  in  the  midst  of  so  many 
antagonistic  interests,  he  alone  remained  unshaken 
and  unappalled,  his  oratory  rendering  him  still  the 
mouthpiece  of  the  Revolution,  his  duplicity  its 
diplomatist,  and  his  intellectual  contrivance  its 
statesman.  Nor  was  ho  satisfied  with  these  suc 
cesses  ;  he  sought  others,  and  was  equally  fortu 
nate.  Profligacy  and  legislation  equally  divided  his 
enthusiasm  between  them,  and  proved  him  to  be 
not  only  the  most  daring  politician,  but  the  most 
debauched  citizen  in  France.  His  power  and  popu 
larity  had  now,  however,  reached  their  apogee,  and 
IIonore-Gabriel  Riquetti  Comte  de  Mirabeau  was 
stretched  upon  his  deathbed. 

Cagliostro  approached  the  couch  and  listened,  for 
the  great  demagogue  was  speaking.  His  voice  was 
harsh  even  in  a  murmur,  though  it  still  retained, 
according  to  Lemercier,  "  a  slight  meridional  ac- 
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cent."  The  rosy  light  of  the  candelabrum  beamed 
upon  his  cadaverous  lips. 

"  Sprinkle  me  with  perfumes,  crown  me  with 
flowers,  that  thus  I  may  enter  upon  eternal  sleep." 

Memorable  words — the  last  words  of  Gabriel  de 
Mirabeau.  They  embody  the  spirit  of  his  sterile 
philosophy,  and  are  in  unison  with  the  evanescence 
of  his  genius.*  As  Cagliostro  observed  the  limbs 
convulsed  and  the  eyes  glazed  with  a  simultaneous 
pang,  he  was  caught  up  again  into  the  darkness, 
and  again  his  soul  hearkened  to  the  whispers  of  the 
.Holy  Voice. 

"  Thus,"  it  said,  "  are  those  recompensed  with 
disease  arid  satiety,  who  are  the  slaves  of  their 
meanest,  as  of  their  noblest  appetites;  thus  is  their 
talisman  shattered  in  the  hour  of  its  attainment." 


BEETHOVEN. 

When  the  reproachful  accents  ceased,  Balsamo  felt 
his  feet  once  more  pressing  the  earth,  and  the 
breezes  rustling  against  his  domino.  He  was  wan 
dering  in  the  garden  of  what  is  termed  the  Schwarz- 
panier  House,  situated  on  a  slope  or  glacis  in  the 
outskirts  of  Wahring.  The  evening  was  so  far  ad- 

*   Even  M.  Alphonse  de  Lamartine  acknowledges  of  Mirabeau, 
that  "neither  his  character,  his  deeds,  nor  his  thoughts,  have 
the  brand  of  immortality." — Hist.  Giron.  Liv.  i.  chap.  3. 
10  K 
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vanced,  that  candles  already  twinkled  from  the 
upper  windows  of  the  building,  while  the  fires  of 
the  kitchens  checkered  the  shrubs  and  gravel  with 
patches  of  glaring  light.  Through  the  flower-beds, 
and  along  the  intricate  paths  of  the  shrubbery,  the 
Alchemist  strolled  at  a  languid  pace,  musing  upon 
the  things  he  had  already  witnessed,  when  his  vigi 
lant  ears  caught  the  tones  of  a  musical  instrument. 
Although  it  was  scarcely  audible  from  the  distance, 
Cagliostro  was  struck  by  the  extreme  beauty  and 
espieglerie  of  the  performance.  He  hurried  forward 
in  the  direction  from  which  the  sounds  proceeded, 
and  at  each  step  they  became  more  distinguishable 
and  bewitching.  After  a  momentary  feeling  of  in 
decision  when  he  reached  the  walls  of  the  Schwarz- 
panier,  the  Alchemist  ascended  a  flight  of  steps, 
and  passed  through  the  open  casement  of  a  French - 
window  into  a  modest  sitting-room.  The  musician, 
whose  skill  had  attracted  him,  was  seated  in  the 
grey  twilight  at  a  piano.  Cagliostro  scarcely  noticed 
that  he  was  a  man  of  short  stature  but  of  muscular 
proportions ;  he  scarcely  remarked,  indeed,  either 
the  apartment  or  its  occupant;  his  whole  conscious 
ness  was  absorbed  in  the  melody  that  streamed  from 
the  instrument. 

At  first,  the  fingers  of  the  player  seemed  to  frolic 
over  the  keys,  as  though  they  toyed  with  the  vibra 
tions  of  the  strings.  The  sounds  were  sportive  and 
jocund;  they  rippled  like  laughter;  they  were  capri- 
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cicras  as  the  merriment  of  a  coquette.  Then  they 
merged  into  a  sweet  and  warbling  cadence  —  a 
cadence  of  inimitable  tenderness,  the  very  suavity 
of  which  was  rendered  more  piquant  by  its  lavish 
variations.  The  measure  changed  with  an  abrupt 
fling  of  the  treble-hand  :  it  gushed  into  an  air 
quaint  and  sprightly  as  the  dance  of  Puck — comic 
— odd — sparkling  on  the  ear  like  zigzags :  it  threw 
out  a  shower  of  notes :  it  was  the  voice  of  agility 
and  merriment ;  it  was  grotesque  and  fitful,  droll 
in  its  absurd  confusion,  and  yet  nimble  in  its  amaz 
ing  ingenuity.  Gradually,  however,  the  humorous 
movement  resolved  itself  into  a  strain  of  preter 
natural  wildness  —  a  strain  that  made  the  blood 
curdle,  and  the  flesh  creep,  and  the  nerves  shudder. 
It  abounded  with  dark  and  goblin  passages  ;  it  was 
the  whirlwind  blowing  among  the  crags  of  the 
Jungfrau,  and  swarming  with  the  forms  and  cries 
of  the  witches  of  the  Walpurgis  ;  it  was  Eurydice 
traversing  the  corridors  of  hell;  it  was  midnight 
over  the  wilderness,  with  the  clouds  drifting  before 
the  moon ;  it  was  a  hurricane  on  the  deep  sea  ;  it 
was  everything  horrible,  wierdlike,  and  tumultuous. 
And  through  the  very  fury  of  these  passages  there 
would  start  tones  of  ravishing  and  gentle  beauty 
— the  incense  of  an  adoring  heart  wafted  to  the 
black  heavens  through  the  lightnings  and  lamenta 
tions  of  Nineveh.  Again  the  musician  changed  the 
purpose  of  his  improvisation  ;  it  was  no  longer 
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dismal  and  appalling,  it  was  pathetic.  The  instru 
ment  became,  as  it  were,  the  organ  of  sadness — it 
became  eloquent  with  an  inarticulate  woe  ;  it  was  a 
breast  bursting  with  affliction,  a  voice  broken  with 
sorrow,  a  soul  dissolving  with  emotions.  Then  the 
variable  harmonies  rose  from  pensiveness  into  frenzy, 
from  frenzy  into  the  noise  and  the  shocks  of  a  great 
battle  ;  they  swelled  to  the  din  of  contending  ar 
mies,  to  the  storm  and  vicissitudes  of  warlike  deeds, 
and  soared  at  last  into  a  pa3an  such  as  that  of  vic 
torious  legions  when — 

"  Gaily  to  glory  they  come 

Like  a  king  in  his  pomp, 
To  the  blast  of  the  tromp, 
And  the  roar  of  the  mighty  drum  ! 

As  the  triumphant  tones  of  the  instrument  rolled 
up  from  its  recesses,  arid  filled  the  apartment  with 
a  torrent  of  majestic  sounds,  as  the  musician  swayed 
to  and  fro  in  the  enthusiasm  of  his  sublime  inspira 
tions,  and  enhanced  the  divine  symphony  by  the 
crash  of  many  thrilling  and  abrupt  discords,  the 
Kosicrucian  gazed  with  awe  upon  the  responsive 
grandeur  of  his  countenance.  The  impetus  of  his 
superb  imagination  imparted  an  inconceivable  dig 
nity  to  every  lineament,  to  his  capacious  forehead, 
to  his  broad  and  distended  nostrils,  to  the  fierce 
protrusion  of  his  under-lip,  to  the  mobile  and  gene 
rous  expression  of  his  mouth,  to  the  tawny  yellow 
of  his  complexion,  to  the  brown  depths  of  his  noble 
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and  dilated  eyes.  There  was  something  in  unison 
with  the  glorious  sounds  that  reverberated  through 
the  chamber,  even  in  the  enormous  contour  of  his 
head  and  the  grey  disorder  of  his  hair.  He  seemed 
to  exult  in  the  torrent  of  melody  as  it  gushed  from 
the  piano  and  streamed  out  upon  the  dusk  of  the 
evening.  While  Cagliostro  was  listening  in  an 
ecstasy  of  admiration,  he  was  startled  by  a  sudden 
clangour  among  the  bass  notes — the  music  seemed 
to  be  jumbled  into  confusion,  and  the  ear  was 
stunned  by  a  painful  and  intolerable  dissonance. 
On  looking  more  intently,  he  perceived  that  the 
composer  had  let  one  hand  fall  abstractedly  upon 
the  key-board,  while  the  other  executed,  by  itself, 
a  passage  of  extraordinary  difficulty  arid  involution. 
Then,  for  the  first  time,  the  thought  struck  him 
that  the  musician  was  deaf.*  Alas !  the  supposi 
tion  was  too  true  :  Beethoven  was  cursed  witli  the 
loss  of  his  most  precious  faculty.  Those  who  ap 
preciate  the  full  splendour  of  his  gigantic  genius  ; 
those  who  conceive,  with  a  distinguished  composer 
now  living,  that  "  Beethoven  began  where  Haydn 

*  This  incident  was  suggested  by  a  touching  sentence  in 
Schindler's  biography  of  Beethoven.  After  observing  that  the 
outward  sense  no  longer  co-operated  with  the  inward  mind  of  the 
great  composer,  and  that,  consequently,  "  the  outpourings  of 
his  fancy  became  scarcely  intelligible,"  Schindler  continues : — 
"Sometimes  he  would  lay  his  left  hand  flat  upon  the  key -board,  and 
thus  drown,  in  discordant  noise,  the  music  to  which  his  right  was 
feelingly  giving  utterance" —Rev  Life  of  Beethoven,  Edited  by  Ig- 
nace  Moschollcs,  ii.  175. 
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and  Mozart  left  off;"  those  who  coincide  with  an 
eminent  critic,  in  saying  that  "  the  discords  of 
Beethoven  are  better  than  the  harmonies  of  all 
other  musicians ; "  those,  in  fine,  who  worship  his 
memory  with  the  devotion  inspired  by  his  composi 
tions,  can  sympathise  in  that  terrible  deprivation  of 
the  powers  of  hearing,  by  which  his  art  was  ren 
dered  a  blank,  and  the  latter  years  of  his  life  were 
embittered.  They  will  remember  with  gratitude 
the  joys  they  have  derived  from  the  effusions  of  his 
fruitful  intellect ;  they  will  call  to  their  recollection 
the  joyous  chorus  of  the  prisoners  in  Fidelia, — 
the  sublime  and  adoring  hymn  of  the  "Alleluia" 
in  The  Mount  of  Olives, —  the  matchless  pomp  of  the 
Sinfonia  Eroica, — the  passionate  beauty  of  the  sen 
timent  of  Adelaida, — the  aerial  grace  of  his  quar- 
tetts  and  waltzes, — the  thrilling  and  almost  awful 
pathos  of  the  dirge  written  for  six  trombones, — but, 
above  all,  they  will  recall  to  mind  the  noblest  work 
ever  conceived  and  perfected  by  composer,  one  of 
the  greatest  achievements  of  the  human  mind,  The 
Mass  in  D.  And,  bearing  these  wonders  in  their 
memory,  their  hearts  will  ache  for  the  doom  of 
Ludwig  von  Beethoven.  None  of  these  things, 
however,  being  known  to  the  Kosicrucian,  his  sym 
pathies  were  aroused  solely  by  what  he  himself  had 
heard  and  witnessed.  Still  that  was  more  than 
enough  to  fill  his  whole  soul  with  commiseration, 
especially  as  the  sounds  again  burst  in  bewitching 
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concert  from  the  instrument,  and  a  new  inspiration 
lit  up  the  visage  of  the  musician.  Cagliostro  found 
himself,  with  profound  sorrow,  returning  into  the 
silent  darkness,  and  the  solemn  Voice  stealing,  for 
the  last  time,  into  his  brain. 

"Behold,  Balsamo,"  it  said,  "the  pleasures  that 
may  vanish  with  the  loss  of  hearing.  Behold,  and 
shudder  at  the  remembrance  of  thy  blasphemies. 
Ke cognise  the  goodness  of  Omnipotence  in  thy  five 
senses — value  them  beyond  either  rank,  or  wealth, 
or  dignity,  or  fame,  or  power — value  them  as  the 
five  mysterious  talismans  of  human  life ;  and,  in 
their  virtuous  employment,  know  that  earthly  hap 
piness  is  attainable ! " 

While  these  words  were  resounding  in  his  mind, 
the  Eosicrucian  felt  himself  carried,  with  inconceiv 
able  swiftness,  through  the  atmosphere.  Imme 
diately  they  ceased  he  became  motionless,  though 
he  was  still  enveloped  in  the  shadows  of  night.  All 
that  had  recently  occurred  to  him — all  the  strange 
and  moving  circumstances  of  which  he  had  been  a 
spectator — then  thronged  upon  his  recollection,  and 
stirred  his  heart  with  astonishment.  His  imagina 
tion  responded  to  his  amazement.  He  revisited 
again,  in  thought,  the  blooming  grove  of  Capreoe, 
the  pageantries  of  Csesarea,  the  green  lanes  of  Buck 
ingham,  the  luxurious  salon  of  Paris,  and  the  twi 
light  of  the  garden  of  Wahring.  Italian  beauty 
lived  again  in  his  remembrance,  but  a  beauty 
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marred  by  licentiousness  and  cruelty.  He  seemed 
to  behold  once  more  the  multitudes  of  Palestine, 
the  landscapes  of  England,  the  dainty  splendours 
of  France,  and  the  tranquil  homes  of  Germany. 
Gradually,  however,  his  reflections  became  less  in 
coherent,  and  the  meaning  of  the  vision  appeared  to 
evolve  itself  before  him,  in  inductions  fraught  at 
once  with  reproach  and  consolation.  Coupling  to 
gether  the  truths  enunciated  by  the  Voice  of  his 
unseen  visitant,  and  the  spectacles  revealed  to  him 
in  succession  through  its  agency,  the  Alchemist 
bethought  himself  whether  his  original  impressions, 
as  to  the  condition  of  humanity,  might  not,  in  a 
great  measure,  have  been  erroneous.  What  ho  had 
just  witnessed  assured  him,  in  an  unanswerable 
manner,  that  overt  crimes  or  overt  virtues  were 
merely  the  good  or  evil  employment  of  one  or 
other  of  the  five  senses  ;  that  they  were  the  bright 
and  black  spots  upon  the  spiritual  nature  of  man, 
the  faculcc  and  the  maculae,  as  it  were,  on  the  disc 
of  his  conscience.  Satisfied,  therefore,  that  the 
purity  or  depravity  of  every  mortal  was  merely  the 
consequence  of  the  different  purpose  to  which  their 
senses  had  been  directed,  the  Kosicrucian  perceived 
the  intimate  relationship  subsisting  between  the 
immaterial  being  and  the  physical  organs.  He 
perceived  especially  that  those  organs  were  the 
« channels  through  which  that  immaterial  portion  of 
humanity  was  brought  into  communication  with  a 
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material  existence,  was  compelled  to  endure  its 
miseries,  or  was  enabled  to  appreciate  its  enjoy 
ments.  In  this  he  recognised  the  veracity  of  that 
solemn  assurance,  that  happiness  is  accessible,  even 
011  this  earth,  to  all  who  use  their  senses  with  a 
virtuous  discrimination.  Nor  had  this  consolatory 
truth  been  enforced  merely  by  a  barren  asseveration. 
Balsamo  had  been  taught  the  inestimable  value  of 
those  senses,  and  the  penalties  of  such  as  abused 
them  by  their  vices.  Five  incidents,  most  touch 
ing,  or  most  appalling,  had  reminded  him  of  the 
exquisite  pleasures  derivable  from  created  things, 
through  the  eyes,  through  the  nostrils,  through  the 
ears,  through  the  palate,  and  through  the  nerves. 
He  had  seen  the  anguish,  moreover,  of  those  who 
suffered  from  the  deprivation  of  either  sense,  or  of 
those  who  were  tortured  by  the  result  of  their  own 
heinous  misapplication.  He  had  seen  this  in  the 
insanity  of  Tiberius,  in  the  torments  of  Agrippa,  in 
the  sadness  of  Milton,  in  the  desolation  of  Mirabeau, 
and  even  in  the  philosophic  sorrows  of  Beethoven. 
The  emperor,  the  tetrarch,  the  poet,  the  demagogue, 
and  the  musician,  crowded  upon  his  memory,  and 
appealed  to  his  judgment  with  the  same  melancholy 
distinctness.  Still  the  villanous  predilections  of 
the  Kosicrucian  contended  for  the  mastery,  although 
his  intellect  recognised  the  wisdom  of  the  Vision. 
A  fierce  strife  arose  between  his  passions  and  his 
reason. 
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Suddenly  his  eyes  opened  to  the  splendour  of  an 
autumn  morning;  and  as  the  sunlight  poured  along 
the  Boulevard  de  la  Madeleine,  as  it  gilded  every 
blade  of  grass  in  the  paddock,  and  streamed  in 
golden  pencils  through  the  open  window  of  the  cot 
tage,  it  glittered  upon  his  cheek  like  rain-drops. 

Cagliostro  was  weeping. 
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[MAGA.    MAY  1829.] 

IT  was  on  a  Sabbath  evening,  towards  the  latter 
end  of  the  month  of  July,  that  the  Kev.  Mr 
Lloyd,  curate  of  Tintern,  in  Monmouthshire,  set 
forth  to  visit  his  daughter  Hester,  who  resided  in 
one  of  those  romantically  situated  cottages,  which 
form  so  interesting  a  feature  in  the  mountainous 
scenery  of  the  Wye,  between  Koss  and  Chepstow. 
The  distance  he  had  to  go  was  scarcely  a  mile  ;  but 
the  walk  was  toilsome,  for  his  path  lay  among  the 
hills,  through  which  it  was  rudely  cut,  and  the  loose 
fragments  of  rock  on  which  he  trode  gave  way  at 
every  step.  His  thoughts,  however,  were  too  much 
occupied  with  the  sad  object  of  his  visit,  to  permit 
of  his  heeding  the  rugged  road,  or  even  the  sublime 
beauties  of  nature  which  were  spread  around  him. 

Hester  was  his  eldest  daughter,  and  the  eldest 
also  of  nine  brothers  and  sisters —  a  large  family  to 
feed,  clothe,  and  educate,  upon  the  scanty  stipend 
of  his  curacy,  though  eked  out  by  a  small  patri 
monial  property,  and  a  fortune  of  two  hundred 
pounds,  which  he  had  with  his  wife.  When  all  was 


44  TALES  FROM  "  BLACKWOOD." 

put  together,  and  the  profits  of  a  small  school  added, 
as  well  as  those  which  he  received  from  the  sale  of 
a  quarto  volume  "  On  the  Dawnings  of  the  Everlast 
ing  Gospel  Light,"  Parson  Lloyd  was  a  somewhat 
poorer  man  than  his  neighbour,  Farmer  Morgan, 
who  always  boasted  that  he  could  spend  a  hundred 
and  twenty  pounds  a -year,  and  pay  everybody 
their  own.  But  Farmer  Morgan,  at  last,  did  not 
pay  everybody  their  own ;  for  he  went  into  the 
Gazette,  and  there  were  only  three  shillings  in  the 
pound  for  his  creditors,  while  Parson  Lloyd  con 
trived  to  make  both  ends  meet;  perhaps,  because 
he  took  care  never  to  have  a  creditor,  always  defer 
ring  the  purchase  of  anything  be  wanted  till  he 
could  spare  the  money  to  pay  for  it.  "  He  who 
makes  his  necessities  wait  upon  his  means,"  he 
would  often  say,  "  will  never  find  them  troublesome; 
but  reverse  the  order,  and  let  your  means  be  the 
drudges  of  your  necessities,  and,  run  as  fast  as  they 
may,  they  will  never  overtake  them." 

Hester  Lloyd  had  married  Farmer  Morgan's 
second  son,  David ;  and  it  was  always  said,  by  those 
who  pretended  to  know  the  secret,  that  she  did  so, 
more  from  a  desire  to  diminish  the  heavy  burden  of 
her  father's  family,  than  from  any  violent  affection 
she  had  for  the  young  man.  To  say  the  truth,  they 
were  a  mismatched  pair.  David  was  a  coarse  rustic, 
of  violent  passions,  a  moody  temper,  and  suspected 
of  dissolute  habits.  Hester,  on  the  contrary,  was 
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mild  and  gentle  in  disposition,  affectionate,  and 
trained  up  in  the  strict  observance  of  those  simple, 
unobtrusive  virtues  which  became  the  comparative 
humility  of  her  station,  and  the  character  of  her 
parental  roof.  When,  therefore,  she  married  David 
Morgan,  some  shook  their  heads,  and  pitied  the 
poor  girl  for  the  sacrifice  she  made ;  while  others 
turned  up  their  eyes,  and  wondered  how  even  Love 
could  be  so  blind. 

The  union  had  neither  the  approbation,  nor  the 
disapprobation,  properly  so  called,  of  Hester's  father. 
She  was  of  an  age  to  choose  discreetly  (having 
passed  her  three-and-twentieth  year),  when,  as  was 
certainly  her  case,  the  heart  did  not  take  the  lead 
in  choosing ;  and  he  left  her,  therefore,  to  decide 
for  herself,  after  temperately  discussing  with  her, 
upon  several  occasions,  whatever  might  fairly  be 
urged  in  favour,  or  to  the  prejudice,  of  the  young 
man.  Hester,  herself,  took  a  twelvemonth  to  con 
sider  of  her  decision ;  and  finally  yielded  her  consent 
to  the  pertinacious,  rather  than  the  ardent,  solicita 
tions  of  David  Morgan. 

It  has  been  said  by  an  ancient  cynic,  that  mar 
riage  has  only  two  happy  days,  the  first  and  the  last; 
but  Hester  was  doomed  to  find  even  this  stinted 
portion  of  matrimonial  felicity  too  liberal  an  allow 
ance.  On  their  return  from  church,  an  unfortunate 
difference  arose  between  her  husband  and  her  father 
upon  some  trifling  subject  of  rural  economy — the 
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breeding  of  pigs,  or  the  cultivation  of  barley,  or 
some  matter  not  a  whit  more  important.  David 
was  loud,  overbearing,  and  at  last  insolently  rude. 
Nay,  he  so  far  forgot  himself,  at  one  moment,  that 
his  hand  was  raised  to  seize  Mr  Lloyd  by  the  collar. 
"  Forbear,  young  man!"  said  the  reverend  pastor, 
mildly;  "and  learn  to  have  more  command  over 
your  passions  ;  or  they  will  one  day  hurry  you  into 
conduct  which  all  the  rest  of  your  days  may  not  be 
sufficient  to  atone  for." 

David  felt  the  rebuke.  He  felt  ashamed.  He 
saw  the  cheek  of  Hester  turn  pale,  and  he  felt  sorrow 
for  what  he  had  done.  But  his  father-in-law  also 
felt  the  indignity  that  had  been  offered  to  him,  and 
he  slowly  walked  away  towards  his  own  house. 
Hester  looked  after  him.  She  said  nothing.  She 
only  thought,  as  she  leaned  upon  her  husband's  arm, 
and  proceeded  silently  towards  his  father's  house, 
what  a  change  one  little  half-hour  had  wrought  in 
her  condition  I  Her  now  obedient  steps  went  one 
way;  her  heart,  at  that  moment,  another.  The 
former  taught  her  she  was  a  wife ;  the  latter,  that 
she  must  cease  to  be  a  daughter.  It  was  a  sharp 
lesson,  to  come  so  early.  She  said  nothing.  But 
though  her  tongue  spoke  not,  the  uneasy  reflections 
of  David  clothed  it  with  words  of  bitterness ;  and 
he  strove,  as  much  as  his  nature  would  let  him, 
during  the  rest  of  the  day,  to  dispel  the  gloom 
with  which  his  violence  of  temper  had  clouded  the 
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beginning.  Hester  was  neither  angry  nor  sullen ; 
but  she  was  sad;  and  she  could  not  conceal  that 
her  sadness  was  greatest,  when,  as  she  sat  down  to 
dinner,  the  marriage  feast  lacked  one  guest,  whose 
absence  was  to  her,  if  not  the  absence  of  all,  at 
least  the  absence  of  all  comfort. 

Mr  Lloyd  was  a  sincere  Christian.  Without  any 
parade  of  sanctity,  he  diligently  endeavoured,  in  all 
his  dealings  with  his  fellow-creatures,  to  fulfil  the 
commands  of  Him  whose  minister  he  was.  He 
could  not,  therefore,  let  the  sun  go  down  upon  his 
wrath ;  but,  like  a  primitive  disciple  of  his  Master, 
he  sought  the  dwelling  of  his  enemy,  with  the  word 
of  peace  and  the  hand  of  fellowship.  So  pure  a 
judge  had  he  been  in  his  own  cause,  that  he  consi 
dered  he  had  done  wrong,  very  wrong,  in  suffering 
himself  to  be  kept  away  from  the  wedding-table  of 
his  daughter,  by  his  resentment  for  a  hasty  speech 
uttered  by  her  husband.  "  I  will  go,"  said  he, 
"  and  heal  this  wound  before  I  sleep."  And  he  did 
go  :  arid  it  was  a  blessed  sight  for  Hester  to  behold, 
as  she  saw  her  father  enter,  with  a  benignant  smile 
upon  his  countenance,  walk  up  to  her  husband,  and 
taking  him  by  the  hand,  exclaim,  "  Son,  we  have 
never  been  enemies ;  let  us  then  continue  to  be 
friends!"  David  was  overpowered  by  this  unex 
pected  display  of  meek  goodness  ;  and  his  voice 
really  faltered  as  he  replied,  grasping  Mr  Lloyd's 
hand  with  honest  warmth,  "  God  forbid  we  should 
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not!"  Hester  kissed  her  father,  and  wept;  but 
they  were  tears  of  much  gladness.  It  was  a  peace 
ful  evening  after  this.  Mr  Lloyd  showed,  by  his 
cheerful  conversation  and  kindly  manner,  that  the 
spirit  of  anger  had  entirely  departed  from  him,  and 
with  it,  all  recollection  of  the  offence.  David  did 
not  shake  off,  quite  so  soon,  his  remembrance  of 
the  morning ;  for  he  was  vanquished,  in  spite  of 
himself,  and  he  felt — as  a  man  generally  does  who 
commits  a  wrong,  and  finds  coals  of  fire  heaped 
upon  his  head  by  the  generous  conduct  of  the  per 
son  whom  he  has  wronged — humbled  and  ashamed 
in  his  presence.  Hester  was  supremely  happy; 
for  she  beheld  her  father  and  her  husband,  side  by 
side,  under  her  own  roof. 

Months  rolled  on,  and  the  neighbours  began  to 
think  David  Morgan  quite  an  altered  man  since  his 
marriage.  He  was  civil  and  obliging ;  went  regu 
larly  to  church  every  Sunday  ;  rose  early  to  his 
work ;  attended  to  his  farm  ;  returned  home  sober, 
and  belore  dark,  on  market-days;  got  into  no 
quarrels  ;  smoked  his  pipe  in  the  evening,  on  a 
bench  before  his  own  door,  and  drank  a  pint  or  two 
of  his  own  home-brewed  ale.  In  short,  he  exhibited 
all  the  outward  qualities  of  a  steady,  thriving,  and 
industrious  farmer ;  and  it  was  prophesied,  if  he 
went  on  so,  that  he  would  soon  become  a  better  man 
than  his  father,  by  the  difference  of  many  an  acre 
added  to  those  which -he  already  rented.  Hester 
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observed  tliis  auspicious  change,  and  might  almost 
be  called  a  happy  wife. 

She  was  not  entirely  so  ;  for  there  were  out-break 
ings  of  temper  at  home,  lightning -flashes  of  the 
mind,  and  distant  thunder-murmurings  of  the  heart, 
which  the  eyes  and  ears  of  friends  and  neighbours 
nor  saw  nor  heard.  The  sky  was  clear  above — the 
sun  shone  brightly — but  the  elements  of  storm  and 
tempest  perpetually  loured  along  the  horizon,  which 
the  first  gust  of  wind  would  drive  into  angry  colli 
sion.  To  Hester's  watchful  eye  alone,  and  to  her 
anxious  spirit,  were  these  signs  revealed.  She 
could  not  conceal  from  herself  the  trials  and  the 
dangers  they  hourly  menaced ;  but  she  could  con- 
eeal  them  from  all  the  rest  of  the  world, — and  she 
did.  Not  even  to  her  father  did  she  speak  of  them. 
They  were  the  griefs  of  her  own  foreboding  heart, 
and  they  were  buried  there.  If  they  should  ever 
be  disinterred  thence — if  they  should  ever  be  real 
ised,  and  write  themselves  in  such  characters  upon 
her  face  as  she  could  not  hide — if  her  countenance 
complained  for  her — she  must  submit ;  but  till  then, 
she  was  resolved  hope  should  chasten  fear,  and  the 
faith  she  plighted  at  the  altar  forbid  her  lips  to  be 
come  the  accusers  of  her  husband. 

It  was  about  two  years  after  her  marriage  that 

the  bankruptcy   of  old    Morgan   happened.    '  For 

some  months  previously,  Hester  suspected  matters 

were  going  wrong ;  not  from  anything  which  her 

10  L 
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husband  communicated  to  her,  for  he  had  grown 
reserved,  sullen,  and  morose,  but  from  the  manner 
of  the  old  man  himself,  from  their  frequent  confer 
ences  in  secret,  and  from  his  total  neglect  of  his 
farming  stock.  David,  too,  instead  of  minding  his 
own  affairs,  and  looking  after  his  own  crops,  or 
attending  the  markets,  as  he  was  accustomed  to 
do,  sold  hand  over  head  upon  the  ground ;  took  the 
first  price  that  was  offered ;  replaced  nothing  which 
he  sold,  but  kept  the  money,  and  talked  of  setting 
up,  by  and  by,  as  an  innkeeper  at  Chepstow. 
Meanwhile,  debts  were  contracted,  and  none  were 
paid ;  creditors  became  clamorous,  and  David  grew 
more  and  more  reckless  of  their  clamours.  At  first 
he  could  not  pay  ;  at  last  he  would  not,  and  they 
might  do  as  they  liked.  If  Hester  ventured  to 
remonstrate,  she  was  churlishly  told  to  mind  her 
own  business,  and  look  after  the  house,  though 
there  was  every  day  less  and  less  in  it  to  look 
after ;  for  whatever  could  be  spared,  and  often 
what  could  not,  was  converted  into  money.  Old 
Morgan  pursued  much  the  same  course ;  and  it 
seemed  as  if  father  and  son  were  striving  with  each 
other  who  should  make  most  speed  in  the  race  of 
destruction. 

Thus  matters  went  on  from  bad  to  worse,  and 
from  worse  to  worst,  for  nearly  three  months  ;  and 
then  old  Morgan  was  made  a  bankrupt.  Every 
one  predicted  that  David  would  soon  follow ;  but 
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every  one  lamented  it  at  the  same  time,  on  account 
of  poor  Hester,  who  was  universally  respected. 
Indeed,  it  was  mainly  owing  to  this  feeling  of 
respect  for  her  that  her  husband's  creditors  had  not 
either  enforced  their  claims  or  thrown  him  into  a 
prison.  They  did  not  scruple  to  tell  her  so ;  and 
though  she  felt  grateful  for  their  kindness,  she 
knew  it  was  a  forbearance  that  hung  by  a  very 
slender  thread,  and  each  day  she  expected  to  see 
him  dragged  to  jail.  If  that  did  happen,  what  was 
to  become  of  her,  far  advanced  in  pregnancy  with 
her  second  child,  and  not  a  roof  to  shelter  her  ex 
cept  her  father's  ? 

She  was  sitting  one  evening,  sadly  ruminating 
upon  all  these  things,  and  expecting  David's  return, 
who  had  gone  out  early  in  the  morning,  she  knew 
not  whither,  when  Jacob  Griffiths,  a  maternal  uncle 
of  her  husband,  a  respectable  but  poor  old  man, 
dropped  in.  He  sat  down,  and  she  drew  him  a 
mug  of  ale,  which,  however,  he  scarcely  touched. 
She  talked  to  him,  first  upon  one  subject,  and  then 
upon  another ;  but  he  hardly  answered  her,  and 
altogether  his  behaviour  was  so  strange,  that  she 
looked  at  him  as  if  she  thought  he  had  already  had 
a  little  too  much — a  failing  which  she  knew  some 
times  overtook  "  uncle  Jacob."  She  was  soon  con 
vinced,  however,  that  the  old  man  was  not  now  in 
his  cups,  whatever  else  might  be  the  matter  with 
him,  for  he  was  leaning  forward  on  his  staff,  which 
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lie  held  with  both  his  hands,  and  the  tears  were 
trickling  down  the  furrows  of  his  sun-burnt  face. 

"In  the  name  of  heaven,  Jacob,  what  ails  you?" 
said  Hester,  laying  down  her  work,  and  going  to 
wards  him. 

"I-  am  thinking,"  said  Jacob,  with  a  heavy 
groan,  that  burst  from  him  as  he  spoke, — "  I  am 
thinking,  Mrs  Morgan,  how  my  poor  sister  Jane 
would  have  taken  it  to  heart  if  she  were  alive  now, 
which,  thank  God,  she  is  not !  But  the  Lord  help 
us  !  what  we  may  come  to  in  this  world  I " 

Hester's  knees  tottered — her  colour  fled — and 
she  seated  herself  gently  by  his  side,  as  she  ex 
claimed  in  a  tremulous  voice,  "What  is  the  matter, 
Jacob,  that  you  talk  thus  ?  " 

The  old  man  shook  his  head,  while  he  an 
swered,  "  Matter  enough,  I  fear ;  but  who  would 
have  thought  it?" 

"For  God's  sake,"  replied  Hester,  "tell  me 
what  it  is  you  mean.  Has  anything  happened  to 
David  ?  " 

"  Ay,"  said  Jacob,  "  and  his  father  too.  I  was 
coming  into  Monmouth  to-day  at  noon,  and  had 
just  crossed  over  the  Munny  bridge,  when  I  saw  a 
sight  of  people  afore  me  ;  I  walked  up  to  them  to 
find  out,  if  I  could,  what  was  going  on — and  you 
might  have  knocked  me  down  with  a  feather  the 
next  moment — for  what  should  I  see  but  David 
and  his  father,  old  George  Morgan,  handcuffed  to- 
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getter  like  two  thieves,  and  being  led  to  prison  ? 
They  did  not  see  me,  and  I  was  glad  on't ;  for  I 
couldn't  have  spoke  a  word  to  them,  my  tongue 
stuck  so  to  the  roof  of  my  mouth,  like.  I  shall 
never  forget  how  I  shook." 

"  Are  you  sure  you  were  not  mistaken  ? "  in 
quired  Hester,  in  a  tone  of  voice  so  thick  and  inar 
ticulate  that  Jacob  suddenly  raised  his  head  from 
the  staff  on  which  he  had  continued  to  support  it. 

"  Am  I  sure  this  is  my  right  hand  ?  "  answered 
Jacob. — "  But,  Lord  preserve  you !  what  ails  you, 
Mrs  Morgan  ?  You  look  as  white  as  your  apron  ; 
you  are  not  faintish,  sure  ?  Here,  take  a  sup  o' 
this  ale — 'twill  warm  you,  like,  and  do  you  good." 

Hester  was  indeed  pale  enough;  and  she  trembled 
so  violently,  that  Jacob  might  well  suppose  she 
needed  something  to  warm  her ;  but  she  kept  from 
fainting,  and  after  a  few  minutes  she  was  able  to 
ask  him  whether  he  knew  "  what  they  had  done, 
that  they  were  taken  to  prison?  " 

"  I  could  not  get  at  the  rights  of  the  matter," 
said  Jacob;  "but  from  what  I  understood,  I  should 
guess  it  was  something  about  old  Morgan's  bank 
rupt  job ;  though  I  don't  see,  for  my  part,  how  that 
could  concern  David." 

"  Nor  I  either/'  replied  Hester,  wiping  her  eyes, 
and  sighing  as  if  her  heart  would  break.  "  But 
whatever  it  is,  I  have  had  the  dread  of  it  upon  my 
spirits  for  these  many  months.  I  felt  certain  that 


54 

some  misfortune  or  other  was  hanging  over  me : 
and  it  has  come  at  last.  My  husband's  conduct 
was  so  changed — he  had  grown  so  careless  about 
everything,  had  so  entirely  neglected  his  affairs 
and  his  home — that  I  was  sure,  unless  some  change 
for  the  better  took  place,  nothing  but  ruin  could 
come  of  it  in  the  end.  Oh  dear  1  God  knows,  my 
situation  is  bad  enough,  just  now,  at  any  rate." 
And  Hester's  tears  flowed  afresh,  as  the  thought  of 
what  her  situation  was  presented  itself  to  her  mind. 

"  Don't  take  on  this  way,  Mrs  Morgan,"  said 
Jacob.  "  After  all,  things  may  not  be  so  bad  as 
they  appear;  and,  be  they  never  so  bad,  fretting, 
you  know,  won't  mend  them.  It  is  a  sad  business, 
to  be  sure  ;  but  we  must  hope  for  the  best.  Be 
sides,  many  an  innocent  man  has  been  wrongfully 
suspected,  and  taken  to  prison,  before  now ;  and 
who  knows  but  this  may  be  David's  case,  ay,  and 
old  Morgan's,  too  ?  So  keep  up  your  spirits,  Mrs 
Morgan,  and  don't  grieve.  Here,  take  a  drop  of 
ale." 

Hester  had  much  cause  to  grieve.  She  had  said 
truly,  that  the  conduct  of  her  husband  for  a  long 
time  past  had  been  such  as  to  prepare  her  for 
trouble  of  some  kind  or  other  ;  and  her  grief,  there 
fore,  on  the  present  occasion,  was  less  acute  than 
if  she  had  fallen  suddenly  from  the  sunny  height  of 
domestic  happiness  by  an  unforeseen  and  unex 
pected  blow.  But  who  ever  found  himself  suffi- 
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ciently  prepared  for  misfortune  ?  Who,  till  it 
came,  ever  ceased  to  hope  that  it  might  not  come? 
And  who,  when  it  comes,  can  say,  I  have  watched 
for  you  so  long  with  a  troubled  heart,  that  now 
you  find  me  without  a  tear  to  shed,  or  a  sigh  to 
breathe  ?  Alas  !  the  stern  reality  has  a  pang  of  its 
own  unlike  that  we  feel  in  the  most  vivid  anticipa 
tion.  Does  the  child  you  love,  the  mistress  you 
adore,  the  parent  you  venerate,  lie  on  the  bed  of 
death?  What  though  you  have  whispered  this 
fatal  secret  to  yourself  again,  and  again,  and  again? 
What  though  your  spirit  have  mourned  over  the 
dying  object,  in  all  the  anguish  of  inevitable  be 
reavement  ?  Ah  me !  wait  till  the  eye  is  closed, 
and  the  tongue  is  mute — for  ever ;  tarry  till  the 
soul  is  departed — till  the  thing  you  dreamed  is  the 
thing  you  feel — and  then  you  will  know  the  differ 
ence  between  the  fear  of  losing,  ay,  and  even  be 
tween  what  constitutes  mere  man's  certainty  of 
losing,  and  the  miserable  certainty  that  you  HAVE 
lost. 

Hester  felt  this  difference.  She  had  insensibly 
trained  her  mind  to  meet  an  undefined  calamity  ; 
but  now,  when  it  came  upon  her  in  a  specific  shape 
and  character,  she  almost  sank  beneath  the  shock. 
It  was  too  true  what  Jacob  Griffiths  had  told  her. 
David  and  his  father  were  both  in  Monmouth  jail ; 
and  they  were  there  upon  a  charge  of  having  con 
trived,  and  brought  about,  a  fraudulent  bank- 
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ruptcy  in  the  case  of  old  Morgan,  under  such  circum 
stances  as  made  it  doubtful,  at  one  time,  whether 
their  lives  would  not  be  forfeited.  Matters,  how 
ever,  were  not  pushed  to  that  extremity  ;  but  they 
were  tried,  found  guilty,  and  received  sentence  of 
transportation,  the  father  for  life,  and  David  for 
fourteen  years.  Hester  was  far  advanced  in  preg 
nancy  \vhen  her  husband  was  thrown  into  prison; 
and  the  very  day  on  which  the  judges  entered  Mon- 
niouth,  she  became  the  unhappy  mother  of  a  son, 
whoso  father,  scarcely  more  than  eight-and-forty 
hours  afterwards,  was  branded  as  a  felon  by  the 
verdict  of  a  just  and  impartial  jury. 

She  had  visited  him  several  times  in  jail  before 
his  trial,  and  administered  to  him  all  the  comfort 
and  consolation  which  it  was  in  her  power  to  bestow, 
or  in  his  nature  to  receive ;  for  it  distressed  her 
much  to  find  that  he  manifested  great  hardness  of 
heart,  and  that  lie  was  alike  insensible  to  her  suffer 
ings  and  his  own  disgrace.  But  she  had  not  seen 
him  since  his  trial.  She  had  not,  indeed,  been  able 
to  get  so  far,  for  her  recovery,  after  lying  in,  was 
slow ;  and  she  was  extremely  feeble  and  delicate, 
when,  at  the  expiration  of  about  six  weeks,  she 
learned,  by  a  harsh  letter  from  her  brutal  husband, 
that  if  she  "  wanted  to  see  him  again,"  she  must 
go  to  Monmouth  before  a  day  named,  as  he  was  on 
that  day  to  be  conveyed,  with  other  convicts,  to  the 
seaport  whence  they  were  to  embark  for  New  South 


THE  FIKST   AND  LAST   KISS.  57 

Wales.  She  did  wish  to  see  him  again  ;  and  it  was 
on  the  following  morning  of  that  very  Sabbath  even 
ing,  in  the  month  of  July,  when  her  father  set  forth 
to  visit  her,  as  already  mentioned,  that  she  intended 
to  do  so. 

Mr  Lloyd  was  desirous  of  seeing  his  daughter, 
not  only  to  prepare  her,  by  his  conversation,  for  the 
melancholy  task  of  taking,  in  all  probability,  a  last 
farewell  of  one  who,  criminal  and  churlish  as  he  was, 
was  still  her  husband, — but  also  to  arrange  with  her 
the  time  and  manner  of  proceeding  to  Monmouth  the 
next  morning,  whither  he  intended  accompanying 
her  himself.  He  found  her  weeping  over  her  last- 
born,  which  lay  asleep  in  her  lap.  He  did  not  chide 
her  tears,  for  they  were  the  natural  channels  of  her 
grief;  but  in  his  twofold  character  of  her  spiritual 
and  paternal  monitor,  he  applied  himself  to  assuage 
the  sorrow  which  was  their  fruitful  source.  And 
he  had  the  consolation  to  observe,  ere  he  departed, 
that  Hester  was  so  far  tranquil  and  resigned,  as  to 
discourse  calmly  upon  her  approaching  interview 
with  David. 

In  this  frame  of  mind  he  left  her,  and  in  this 
frame  of  mind  he  found  her  the  following  morning, 
when,  at  the  early  hour  of  five,  she  met  him,  as  had 
been  agreed  upon,  at  the  foot  of  the  gentle  ascent 
which  rises  abruptly  from  the  site  of  the  picturesque 
ruins  of  Tintern  Abbey.  She  had  her  infant  in 
her  arms,  and  was  accompanied  by  a  neighbour's 
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daughter,  a  bale  buxom  wench  about  fifteen,  who 
kindly  offered  to  go  with  her,  and  help  to  carry  the 
child,  a  labour  for  which  the  still  impaired  health 
arid  delicate  frame  of  Hester  were  hardly  sufficient. 
They  set  forth,  Hester  leaning  for  support  upon  her 
father,  having,  at  his  suggestion,  transferred  her 
sleeping  baby  to  the  care  of  her  young  companion. 
No  possible  human  pain  or  sorrow  could  so  deaden 
the  perceptions  of  natural  beauty  in  souls  suscep 
tible  of  its  influence,  as  wholly  to  destroy  the  effects 
of  such  scenery  as  meets  the  eye  between  Tintern 
and  Monrnouth.  The  thick  woody  acclivities  which 
fringe  the  opposite  bank  of  the  river ;  the  rich  mea 
dows  and  green  steeps  which  run  shelving  from  the 
hills  to  the  water's  edge,  on  the  hither  side ;  the 
picturesque  little  hamlet  of  Brook- Weir;  the  smooth 
translucent  bay  formed  by  the  Wye,  in  front  of  the 
romantically-beautiful  village  of  Landogs,  built  upon 
a  lofty  hill  whose  indented  side  is  mantled  with 
deep  woods  ;  the  ruins  of  the  Castle  of  St  Briavels ; 
the  white  sails  of  small  vessels  occasionally  gliding 
along ;  the  solemn  stillness  of  the  whole  scene,  and 
its  surpassing  magnificence,  might  drive  away,  for 
a  time,  all  memory  of  past  grief,  and  extinguish  all 
sense  of  present  wretchedness.  The  face  of  sorrow 
reflects  the  placid  smile  of  surrounding  nature ;  the 
bruised  heart  catches  her  repose;  and  the  weary 
spirit  revives,  beneath  those  feelings  which  lift  it 
to  the  Divine  Author  of  so  much  loveliness,  while 
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gazing,  with  silent  gladness,  upon  its  refreshing 
features. 

Hester  felt  all  the  benign  influence  of  this  con 
solation  from  without;  and  when  they  arrived  in 
Monmouth,  she  expressed  an  eager  desire  to  go  at 
once  to  the  prison,  anxious  to  have  the  full  benefit 
of  her  composed  and  re-animated  feelings,  in  the 
interview  with  her  husband.  It  was  well  she 
yielded  to  this  desire ;  for  had  there  been  the 
further  delay  of  but  half  an  hour,  the  object  ol 
her  journey  would  have  been  frustrated.  Contrary 
to  what  was  first  intimated  to  the  prisoners,  the  day 
fixed  for  their  departure  was  hastened,  in  conse 
quence  of  the  transport  appointed  to  receive  them 
having  received  peremptory  orders  to  sail  imme 
diately.  Due  notice  of  this  change  was  given  to 
them  all,  that  they  who  had  friends,  and  wished  to 
see  them,  might  do  so.  But  David  Morgan  did  not 
trouble  himself  about  the  matter ;  and  when  Hester, 
with  her  child  in  her  arms,  presented  herself  at  the 
prison  gates,  the  vehicle  in  which  the  convicts  were 
to  proceed  to  the  port  of  embarkation  was  already 
there. 

She  told  her  business  in  a  faltering  voice,  and 
was  conducted  by  the  turnkey  to  an  inner  yard, 
where  were  assembled  about  a  dozen  men,  whose 
scowling  looks  and  ferocious  countenances  terrified 
her.  They  were  mustered  preparatory  to  removal. 
Among  them  stood  David  and  old  Morgan,  hand- 
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cuffed  together,  as  were  the  others.  Hester  did 
not  perceive  them  at  first  ;  but  as  they  slowly 
approached  her,  she  recognised  her  husband,  and 
burst  into  tears.  She  was  shocked  at  his  altered 
appearance,  for  he  was  now  in  the  dress  of  a  con 
vict,  with  his  hair  cut  close  to  his  head.  She  was 
still  more  shocked  at  beholding  the  iron  manacles 
which  bound  him  to  his  father. 

She  could  not  speak.  Old  Morgan  was  silent. 
David,  in  a  hard,  unfeeling  tone,  while  not  a  feature 
of  his  face  relaxed  from  its  rigid  harshness,  merely 
said,  "  You  are  come  at  last;  I  thought  you  might 
have  found  your  way  here  a  little  sooner."  Hester 
could  only  reply  by  pointing  to  her  baby,  with  a 
look  of  beseeching  anguish,  which  seemed  to  say, 
"  Do  not  upbraid  me, — you  forget  I  have  given  birth 
to  this  innocent/'  The  mute  appeal  appeared  to 
touch  him ;  for  he  took  her  hand,  and  gazing  for  a 
moment  upon  its  thin  white  fingers,  and  the  blue 
veins  that  were  not  used  to  be  so  visible,  till  sick 
ness  had  made  them  so,  he  kissed  it.  Hester  drew 
nearer — leaned  against  her  husband's  bosom — and 
raising  the  infant  towards  his  lips,  whose  little 
sparkling  eyes  unclosed  themselves,  as  if  to  look 
upon  its  father,  she  exclaimed,  in  a  scarcely  articu 
late  voice,  "  Kiss  it,  too,  David, — kiss  our  son,  and 
bless  him."  The  felon  father  bowed  his  head  and 
kissed  his  innocent  child,  while,  with  his  unfettered 
arm,  he  clasped  closer  to  his  breast  its  weeping 
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mother.  Nature  asserted  her  prerogative  for  an 
instant ;  the  husband  and  the  father  prevailed  over 
the  hardened  criminal  ;  and  the  heart  of  David 
owned  that  he  was  both.  But  the  next  instant  he 
was  neither.  As  if  he  thought  it  became  him  to 
play  the  churl,  even  at  such  a  moment,  or  that  he 
should  lose  character  with  his  new  companions, 
who  were  standing  round,  witnesses  of  this  scene, 
he  put  Hester  coldly  from  him,  and  muttered,  as  he 
turned  away,  "  There — we  have  had  enough  of  this 
nonsense." 

Before  Hester  could  reply,  or  remove  her  hand 
kerchief  from  her  eyes,  one  of  the  officers  of  the 
prison  entered  the  yard,  and  ordered  the  convicts  to 
follow  him.  David  and  old  Morgan  hurried  out  the 
first;  and  in  less  than  a  minute,  there  were  left 
only  Hester,  her  father,  and  the  girl  who  had  accom 
panied  them.  Mr  Lloyd  waited  till  he  heard  the 
rattling  of  the  lumbering  machine  as  it  drove  off; 
and  he  then  led  Hester  out.  He  had  been  a  silent 
and  a  sad  spectator  of  the  interview ;  and  he  felt  that 
it  would  be  only  an  unnecessary  pang,  added  to 
those  she  had  already  endured,  if  he  permitted  her 
to  witness  the  actual  departure  of  her  husband. 
Her  emotions,  when  he  told  her  that  he  was  gone, 
satisfied  him  he  had  judged  rightly,  and  acted 
wisely.  They  were  not  those  deep  arid  maddening 
emotions  which  lacerate  the  heart,  when  a  beloved 
object  is  torn  from  it  for  ever.  It  was  impossible 
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they  should  be.  But  Hester  had  stood  at  the  altar 
with  David.  She  was  a  wife.  He  was  her  husband. 
She  was  a  mother.  He  was  the  father  of  her  chil 
dren.  Ill  usage  may  destroy  all  the  finer  sympathies 
which  hallow  those  relations  in  a  woman's  gentle 
and  affectionate  nature  :  but  it  is  death  alone, — or 
its  equivalent,  eternal  separation  in  this  world, — 
that  can  make  her  feel  she  has  no  longer  a  husband, 
and  her  children  no  longer  a  father.  And  when 
that  feeling  does  come,  it  will  wring  the  bosom  with 
a  sorrow  unlike  any  other. 

Hester  returned  to  her  father's  house  that  day,  and 
remained  there  thenceforward  with  her  two  children. 
The  cottage  which  she  had  occupied  since  her  mar 
riage  was  given  up ;  and  the  produce  of  the  little  fur 
niture  it  contained,  when  sold,  her  husband's  credi 
tor's  allowed  her  to  keep,  out  of  respect  for  herself, 
and  pity  for  her  misfortunes.  It  was  an  additional 
burden  which  Mr  Lloyd  was  ill  able  to  bear ;  but  his 
trust  was  in  Him  whose  command  it  is  that  we  should 
succour  the  distressed,  protect  the  fatherless,  and  do 
all  manner  of  good.  In  the  bosom  of  her  family,  in 
the  discharge  of  her  maternal  duties,  in  the  occupa 
tion  afforded  her  by  superintending  the  education 
of  the  daughters  of  some  of  her  neighbours,  which 
enabled  her  to  meet  many  of  her  own  personal  ex 
penses  without  drawing  upon  her  father's  slender 
means,  and  in  the  peaceful  retreat  of  the  valley  of 
Tintern,  her  mind  gradually  recovered  much  of  its 
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former  tranquillity.  A  more  pleasing  retreat  could 
not  easily  be  found.  "  The  woods  and  glades  in 
termixed,"— -to  adopt  the  language  of  one  who  has 
been  pronounced  an  oracle  in  all  that  concerns  the 
picturesque, — "  the  winding  of  the  river, — the  variety 
of  the  ground, — the  splendid  ruin,  contrasted  with 
the  objects  of  nature,  and  the  elegant  line  formed 
by  the  summits  of  the  hills  which  include  the  whole, 
make  altogether  a  very  enchanting  piece  of  scenery. 
Everything  around  breathes  an  air  so  calm  and  tran 
quil,  so  sequestered  from  the  commerce  of  life,  that 
it  is  e*asy  to  conceive  a  man  of  warm  imagination, 
in  monkish  times,  might  have  been  allured  by  such 
a  scene,  to  become  an  inhabitant  of  it." 

In  such  a  scene  did  Edmund,  the  son  of  David 
Morgan,  pass  his  youth  ;  and  had  he  lived  in 
"monkish  times,"  by  such  a  scene  would  his  warm 
imagination  have  been  allured,  and  he  himself  have 
become  a  monk  of  holy  Tintern.  It  was  his  su 
preme  delight,  while  yet  a  boy,  to  wander  the  live 
long  day  amid  the  wild  and  craggy  steeps,  the 
tangled  thickets,  the  solitary  glens,  and  the  vari 
ously  wooded  slopes,  of  that  magnificent  amphi 
theatre,  laid  out  by  the  hand  of  nature.  It  was  no 
less  his  delight  to  linger  round  the  ruins  of  the 
venerable  abbey,  as  the  shadows  of  evening  de 
scended  upon  them,  or  when  the  pale  moon  partially 
illuminated  their  grey  walls,  or  streamed  in  trembling 
radiance  through  the  ivy- wreathed  windows.  At 
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such  moments,  his  imagination  would  carry  him 
back  to  the  period  when  it  was  the  abode  of  living 
piety  ;  when  the  vesper  hymn  pealed  along  its 
echoing  cloisters ;  and  when  all  the  pomp  and 
solemnity  of  a  religion  which  inflamed  the  mind  by 
the  seduction  of  the  senses,  reigned  in  sacred  gran 
deur  beneath  its  roof.  Sometimes  he  would  people 
the  ruin  with  the  creations  of  his  heated  fancy, 
summon  from  their  graves  the  shadowy  forms  of 
holy  men  who  had  died  there  in  ages  past,  and  half 
believe  he  saw  the  visions  of  his  brain  embodied 
before  his  eyes. 

In  such  a  place  as  this,  at  such  an  hour, 
If  aught  of  ancestry  may  be  believed, 
Descending  angels  have  conversed  with  men, 
And  told  the  secrets  of  the  world  unknown. 

At  the  period  now  described,  Edmund  Morgan 
was  in  his  thirteenth  year.  He  was  no  common 
boy  ;  and  his  grandfather,  who  had  watched  the 
dawnings  of  his  character,  moral  and  intellectual, 
prided  himself  upon  his  cultivation  of  both.  En 
thusiasm  was  its  basis.  In  whatever  he  engaged, 
it  was  with  the  whole  energy  of  his  nature.  It 
maybe  supposed,  therefore,  that  he  quickly  mastered 
those  branches  of  knowledge  which  were  within  the 
compass  of  Mr  Lloyd  to  teach,  and  who  was  also 
anxious  that  he  should  have  the  advantage  of  a  more 
comprehensive  education.  But  how  was  his  bene 
volent  desire  to  be  accomplished  ?  He  was  too  poor 
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to  pay  for  it,  and  he  was  too  friendless  to  obtain  it 
from  patronage.  Accident,  at  length,  if  such  events 
in  the  life  of  man  may  rightly  be  called  accidents, 
shaped  his  destiny.  Some  trifling  circumstance,  so 
unheeded  at  the  time  that  no  distinct  recollection  of 
it  survived  the  occurrence,  brought  him  into  con 
tact  with  an  eccentric  old  gentleman  of  the  neigh 
bourhood,  who  had  signalised  himself  on  more  than 
one  occasion  by  the  apparent  caprice  with  which  he 
bestowed  his  bounty.  The  last  act  of  the  kind 
which  had  been  talked  of,  was  his  stocking  a  small 
farm  for  an  industrious  young  man,  and  giving  him 
besides  a  hundred  pounds  to  begin  with,  to  whom 
he  had  never  spoken  till  he  called  upon  him  to  an 
nounce  his  intention.  But  he  had  observed  him 
frequently,  in  his  walks,  labouring  early  and  late, 
in  a  little  garden  which  was  attached  to  his  cottage; 
and  had  learned,  upon  inquiry,  that  he  kept  an 
aged  mother,  and  a  sister,  who  was  a  cripple,  out  of 
the  workhouse,  by  his  scanty  earnings.  It  was 
Edmund's  good  fortune  to  attract  the  notice  of 
Squire  Jones  in  the  way  described  ;  and  it  was  not 
long  after  that  he  paid  a  visit  to  Mr  Lloyd,  for  the 
express  purpose  of  asking  a  few  questions  about 
him.  The  good  old  man  spoke  with  pride  and 
affection  of  his  pupil  and  grandson,  but  with  de 
spondency  of  his  future  prospects.  "  I  have  reared 
him  as  my  own,"  said  he,  "from  his  cradle,  and  I 
should  close  my  eyes  in  peace,  if  I  could  know,  or 
10  M 
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reasonably  hope,  so  goodly  a  branch  would  not  be 
left  to  float  like  a  worthless  weed  upon  the  stream 
of  time." — "  He  shall  be  planted,"  replied  Squire 
Jones.  "  Send  for  the  boy.  But  never  mind,  just 
now.  You  know  in  what  soil  he  will  be  most  likely 
to  thrive.  I  shall  call  again  to-morrow.  By  that 
time  make  your  choice,  and  leave  the  rest  to  me." 
The  morrow  came  —  the  choice  was  made — and 
Edmund  was  to  study  for  the  Church,  at  Oxford 
(the  great  ambition  of  his  youthful  mind),  upon  an 
ample  allowance  secured  to  him  by  Squire  Jones, 
in  such  a  way  as  nothing  but  his  own  misconduct 
could  forfeit. 

If  Edmund  was  the  pride  of  his  grandfather,  he 
was  no  less  the  idol  of  his  mother,  who  would  some 
times  think  that  Heaven  had  bestowed  such  a  trea 
sure  upon  her  in  compensation  for  what  it  had  taken 
away.  Perhaps  her  love  for  Edmund  was  somewhat 
heightened,  by  the  circumstance  that  she  had  lost 
her  first  child  when  it  was  only  four  years  old,  and 
he  had  become,  therefore,  her  only  one  ;  but,  in 
truth,  his  own  affectionate  disposition,  his  ingenu 
ousness  of  character,  and  his  intellectual  endow 
ments,  were  of  themselves  sufficient  passports  to 
all  the  love  of  a  fond  mother's  heart.  And  Hester 
was  a  fond  mother,  though  not  a  weak  one.  She 
looked  forward  with  dejected  feelings  to  the  now 
approaching  moment  of  her  first  separation  from 
her  dear  boy ;  but  she  was  too  gratefully  conscious 
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of  the  benefit  he  was  to  derive  from  that  separation 
to  repine  at  it. 

There  had  always  been  one  subject,  which,  when 
ever  it  occupied  the  thoughts  of  Hester,  was  most 
painful  and  distressing  to  her.  It  was  the  mystery 
of  Edmund's  birth.  She  could  not  tell  him  his  father 
was  a  convict,  and  she  had  no  reason  to  believe 
any  one  else  had  done  so.  She  could  not  even  tell 
him  that  he  lived  ;  for  from  the  moment  of  his 
leaving  Monmouth  prison,  down  to  that  of  which  we 
are  now  speaking,  no  tidings  of  him.  had  reached 
her.  Neither  he  nor  old  Morgan  had  written  a 
single  line  to  any  relative  or  friend  they  had  left 
behind.  All  she  ever  learned  concerning  him  was, 
that  he  had  arrived  safely  at  New  South  Wales. 
Edmund,  when  a  child,  would  often  talk  of  his  father, 
merely  because  the  word  was  constantly  upon  the 
lips  of  his  playmates,  and  because  he  saw  they  had 
fathers.  But  as  he  grew  older,  and  began  to  reflect, 
a  thousand  little  circumstances  presented  them 
selves  to  his  mind,  which  convinced  him  there  was 
some  mystery,  though  he  knew  not  what,  that  hung 
over  his  infancy.  Once,  and  only  once,  he  asked 
his  mother,  "  WHO  is  my  father  ?  And  WHERE  is  he  ?  " 
But  the  silent  agitation  of  Hester,  for  she  could  not 
answer  him,  sealed  his  lips  upon  that  subject  ever 
afterwards. 

Edmund  was  in  his  sixteenth  year  when  he  went 
to  the  University,  and  he  remained  there,  with  the 
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usual  visits  at  home  during  the  vacations,  till  he  was 
one -and -twenty.  The  progress  he  made  in  his 
studies,  and  the  character  he  bore  for  strict  pro 
priety  of  conduct,  well  justified  the  munificent 
liberality  of  his  patron.  But  he  was  denied  one 
gratification,  that  of  gladdening  his  grandfather's 
pride  in  him  by  the  display  of  his  scholastic  attain 
ments.  The  good  old  man,  full  of  years  and  ripe 
in  virtue,  had  breathed  his  last,  from  the  gradual 
decay  of  nature,  rather  than  from  the  inroads  of 
disease,  not  long  after  he  had  seen  the  wish  nearest 
his  heart  realised.  Edmund  was  with  him  when  he 
died,  and  he  followed  him  to  the  grave  with  feelings 
which  emphatically  told  him  how  he  could  have 
loved  and  how  mourned — a  father!  By  the  interest 
of  his  benefactor  (who,  the  more  he  saw,  and  the 
more  he  knew  of  Edmund,  found  what  had  originally 
borne  the  stamp  of  a  benevolent  whim  merely,  gradu 
ally  assuming  the  better  quality  of  a  permanent 
desire  to  befriend  him),  the  curacy  of  Tintern  was 
reserved  for  his  benefit,  when  he  should  be  duly 
qualified,  by  ordination,  to  assume  its  pastoral 
functions.  Meanwhile,  the  place  of  Mr  Lloyd  was 
supplied  by  a  neighbouring  clergyman,  to  whom 
the  fatigues  of  double  duty  were  sweetened  by 
something  beyond  the  allotted  stipend,  out  of  the 
purse  of  Squire  Jones. 

The  Eev.  Edmund  Morgan  was  in  his  three-and 
twentieth  year,  when,  as  the  curate  of  Tintern,  he 
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took  possession  of  the  little  parsonage  house  in 
which  his  youth  had  been  passed,  and  which  was 
endeared  to  him  by  the  recollection  of  almost  every 
incident  in  his  yet  spring-tide  of  life  that  could 
shed  a  charm  upon  the  retrospect.  He  brought  to 
his  sacred  office  a  larger  stock  of  theological  erudi 
tion,  and  a  mind  naturally  of  a  higher  order,  than 
had  belonged  to  his  grandfather ;  but  in  the  purity 
of  his  life,  in  the  holiness  of  his  zeal,  and  in  his 
exemplary  discharge  of  the  numerous  duties  that 
belong  to  a  faithful  minister  of  the  gospel,  he  had 
an  example  ever  present  to  his  memory,  which  it 
was  his  constant  prayer  he  might  be  able  to  follow. 
One  only  circumstance  troubled  the  calm  and  peace 
ful  flow  of  the  serene  current  of  his  life.  -  A  heavy 
grief — some  untold  sorrow — lay  like  a  canker  at  his 
mother's  heart ;  its  ravages  were  undermining  her 
health,  and  contracting,  with  fearful  rapidity,  the 
already  too  little  space  which  stretched  between  her 
and  the  grave.  Her  wan  features,  her  secret  tears, 
whose  traces  were  frequently  visible  in  her  swollen 
eyes  when  she  appeared  at  the  breakfast  table,  and 
those  unbidden  sighs  that  would  burst  from  her  at 
times,  as  if  her  heart  were  full  to  breaking,  caused 
Edmund  many  a  sleepless  night,  and  many  a  wak 
ing  hour  of  melancholy  thoughts.  There  had  ever 
been  so  much  of  unreserved  communication  between 
himself  and  his  mother,  upon  all  things  save  this 
one,  that  he  felt  he  had  here  no  right  to  intrude 
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upon  the  sanctuary  of  her  grief,  because  he  con 
cluded  she  must  have  sufficient  reasons  for  drawing 
around  it  so  impenetrable  a  veil.  When,  however, 
ho  perceived  what  inroads  it  was  making  upon  a 
life  so  dear  to  him,  he  could  no  longer  be  restrained 
by  these  delicate  considerations.  A  higher  duty 
than  even  the  respect  inspired  by  filial  obligations 
— the  sacred  duty  of  his  calling,  which  enjoined 
hiui  to  breathe  the  word  of  comfort  over  the 
wounded  and  mourning  spirit,  made  him  resolve  to 
seek  an  opportunity  of  tenderly  imploring  from  his 
mother  a  disclosure  of  the  affliction  that  preyed 
thus  fatally  upon  her  peace  of  mind.  But  ere  he 
found  an  opportunity,  events  forced  themselves  a 
passage  to  his  ear. 

His  mother  entered  his  room  one  morning  in 
extreme  agitation.  "You  have  heard,"  said  she, 
with  a  faltering  voice,  "of  the  dreadful  business 
that  took  place  last  week ;  the  murder,  for  so  it  is 
considered,  of  one  of  the  Duke  of  Beaufort's  game 
keepers,  in  a  scuffle  between  him  and  the  poacher, 
Isaac  Price."' 

"I  have,"  replied  Edmund,  "and  the  wretched 
man  will  surely  be  hung,  if  he  is  taken." 

"  He  is  taken/'  answered  Mrs  Morgan,  "  and 
lodged  in  Monmouth  jail." 

"  It  is  the  law  of  God  and  man,"  said  Edmund, 
"that  whoso  sheddeth  the  blood  of  another,  his 
own  blood  shall  be  the  atonement.  This  Isaac 
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Price,  moreover,  is  spoken  of  as  a  culprit  inured  to 
many  crimes — one  who  has  walked  in  the  paths  of 
vice  all  his  life.  But  why  this  excessive  agita 
tion,  my  dear  mother  ?  What  is  it  that  troubles 
you  so  grievously,  and  that  has  so  long  troubled 
you?" 

"  You  shall  know,  Edmund;  for  it  is  better  you 
should  hear  it  from  my  lips  than  from  those  of 
others,  and  concealment  is  now  no  longer  possible. 
Isaac  Price  is  YOUR  father !  " 

"  My  father !  "  exclaimed  Edmund ;  and  he  spoke 
not  another  word.  His  mother  wept  bitterly.  For 
several  minutes  they  sat  in  silence ;  the  thoughts 
of  Mrs  Morgan  travelling  through  a  miserable  past, 
and  those  of  her  son  absorbed  in  the  conflict  of 
present  amazement  and  future  suffering.  He  had 
found  a  father,  but  the  first  impulse  of  his  feelings 
was  to  blush  at  the  discovery.  He  had  learned  the 
secret  of  his  birth,  and  the  knowledge  of  it  tinged 
his  cheek  with  shame.  He  waited  till  his  mother  be 
came  more  calm,  and  then  prepared  to  listen  to  a  tale 
which  he  knew  must  deeply  afflict  him.  She,  with 
as  much  composure  as  she  could  command,  related 
all  the  circumstances  attending  her  marriage  with 
David  Morgan,  and  of  the  crime  for  which  he  was 
transported.  But  in  what  she  further  disclosed, 
Edmund  at  once  discovered  the  cause  of  that  cease 
less  sorrow  which  had  so  long  harassed  her.  The 
term  of  his  sentence  having  expired,  and  his  father 
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being  dead,  David  obtained  a  passage  back  to  Eng 
land  ;  and  it  was  in  the  summer  of  the  year  follow 
ing  that  in  which  Edmund  went  to  Oxford,  that  he 
reappeared  in  his  native  place.  He  did  not  make 
himself  known  ;  and  indeed  his  appearance  was  so 
altered  in  the  seventeen  years  he  had  been  absent, 
that  no  one  could  have  recognised  him  at  first 
sight.  But  he  prowled  about  the  neighbourhood  ; 
and  one  evening,  when  Hester  was  walking  out 
alone,  he  suddenly  presented  himself  before  her. 
She  was  alarmed,  thinking  he  was  some  man  who 
intended  to  insult,  or  perhaps  rob  her.  He  called 
her  by  her  name ;  his  voice  awakened  the  recollec 
tion  of  him  in  her  memory,  and  gazing  at  him  for  a 
moment,  she  knew  it  was  her  husband. 

He  made  a  few  inquiries  about  herself,  her 
father,  and  her  children ;  but  told  her  he  never 
meant  to  trouble  her  by  claiming  her  as  his  wife. 
"  I  am  poor  enough,"  said  he,  "  and  I  suppose  you 
are  not  over  rich ;  but  when  I  want  a  guinea,  I 
shall  not  be  particular  in  looking  to  you  for  it ;  and 
I  expect  you  will  not  begrudge  to  get  rid  of  me 
upon  such  easy  terms.  If  you  have  any  money  in 
your  pocket  now,  it  is  more  than  I  have  in  mine, 
and  a  few  shillings  will  be  acceptable  to  me." 
Hester  gave  him  what  she  had ;  but  before  she 
could  utter  a  word  in  reply,  he  had  turned  upon 
his  heel  and  entered  a  coppice  by  the  road-side, 
observing,  as  he  went  away,  "  Remember,  if  you 
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wish  to  be  free  from  David  Morgan,  you  will  not 
deny  Isaac  Price,  whenever  he  sends  or  watches  for 
you."  From  that  time  he  had  continued  to  perse 
cute  her;  sometimes  with  threatening  messages, 
and  sometimes  by  dogging  her  steps,  so  that  she 
almost  dreaded  to  leave  the  parsonage  house.  How 
he  contrived  to  live  she  could  only  surmise  from 
what  she  heard  about  him,  every  now  and  then,  as 
Isaac  Price,  till  at  length  the  affray  between  him 
and  one  of  the  Duke  of  Beaufort's  gamekeepers 
led  to  the  awful  catastrophe  which  caused  him  to 
be  apprehended  as  a  murderer.  Then,  too,  it  began 
to  be  whispered  in  Tintern,  that  Isaac  Price  the 
poacher  was  no  other  than  David  Morgan  who  had 
been  transported  upwards  of  twenty-one  years  ago, 
and  who  was  the  father  of  that  excellent  young 
man,  the  Kev.  Edmund  Morgan. 

Edmund  listened  to  this  recital  with  deep  atten 
tion  ;  and,  when  it  was  concluded,  he  exclaimed, 
after  a  short  pause,  "  Mother,  I  will  see  my  father. 
I  can  do  nothing  for  him  in  this  world,  which  he 
must  so  soon  leave  :  but  he  is  not  prepared  for  the 
next ;  and  his  eternal  soul  must  not  perish.  I  will 
visit  him  in  prison  ;  talk  with  him  ;  and,  if  Almighty 
God  bless  my  purpose,  I  may  become  an  instru 
ment,  in  His  hands,  for  bringing  him  to  the  true 
repentance  of  a  contrite  sinner."  There  was  con 
solation  to  Hester's  heart  in  these  words  of  her 
son ;  and  her  sorrow  was  not  without  gladness, 
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when  she  thought  of  the  good  work  which  filial 
piety  might  accomplish. 

The  very  next  day,  Edmund  went  to  Monmouth, 
and  procured  an  interview  with  Isaac  Price.  He 
did  not  disclose  himself;  but  assumed  the  character 
of  a  friend  of  Mrs  Morgan  merely ;  sent  by  her  to 
know  if  there  were  any  service  which  she  could 
render  him  in  his  present  situation.  It  may  be 
imagined  with  what  feelings  he  beheld,  for  the  first 
time,  him  who  was  his  father  in  the  degraded  con 
dition  of  a  felon  and  a  murderer.  His  appearance 
was  that  of  a  man  between  fifty  and  sixty,  with  a 
powerful  make  of  body,  and  a  countenance  which 
indicated  a  rough  and  daring  spirit,  rather  than  the 
prevalence  of  ferocious  passions.  His  eye  was  dull 
and  heavy,  and  sunk  deep  into  his  head ;  and  on 
his  right  cheek  there  were  the  traces  of  a  severe 
wound,  which,  it  was  supposed,  he  had  received  in 
his  desperate  struggle  with  the  gamekeeper.  The 
top  of  his  head  was  entirely  bald ;  and,  when  his 
hat  was  off",  the  bold  projection  of  his  forehead  gave 
a  vigorous  and  determined  character  to  the  general 
expression  of  his  face.  He  scarcely  looked  at 
Edmund  while  speaking  to  him ;  but  once  or  twice 
their  eyes  met,  and — it  might  be  fancy — but  his 
manner  seemed  disturbed,  as  if  some  dirnly  remem 
bered  resemblance  of  features  once  familiar  to  him 
were  suddenly  awakened ;  for  Edmund  was  exceed 
ingly  like  his  mother.  To  the  pretended  message, 
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of  which  Edmund  represented  himself  as  the  bearer, 
his  answer  was,  that  "  he  knew  of  no  service  which 
Mrs  Morgan,  or  anybody  else,  could  render  him, 
unless  she  could  save  his  neck  from  the  halter ; 
and,  if  she  would  supply  him  with  money  to  pay 
the  lawyers  well,  perhaps  he  might  get  off."  Ed 
mund,  who  felt  deeply  shocked  at  this  reprobate 
speech,  and  at  the  reckless  insensibility  it  evinced 
of  the  awful  situation  in  which  his  father  stood, 
said,  he  would  undertake  to  promise  for  Mrs  Morgan, 
that  whatever  money  might  be  required  to  obtain 
for  him  the  utmost  benefit  of  legal  assistance  should 
be  ready.  He  then  endeavoured,  indirectly,  to  lead 
him  into  a  conversation  upon  the  nature  of  the 
crime  with  which  he  was  charged,  and  the  certain 
consequences  of  his  conviction  ;  but  he  maintained 
a  sullen  silence ;  and,  at  last,  manifested  no  equi 
vocal  symptoms  of  a  determination  to  put  an  end  to 
the  interview.  Edmund,  therefore,  took  his  leave. 
It  wanted  full  two  months  of  the  time  when  the 
assizes  would  commence ;  and,  during  the  whole  of 
that  period,  Edmund  sought  frequent  opportunities 
(sometimes  twice  or  thrice  in  the  course  of  a  week) 
of  visiting  his  father,  as  the  messenger  of  Mrs  Mor 
gan  ;  but  at  none  of  these  visits  did  he  give  him 
to  understand  he  was  indebted  for  this  solicitude, 
on  her  part,  to  that  which  was  the  real  cause.  Ed 
mund,  at  length,  beheld  the  ripening  harvest  which 
was  to  reward  his  hallowed  labours.  Inspired  with 
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a  holy  ardour,  beyond  what  even  his  sacred  zeal  in 
the  cause  of  heaven  could  excite  in  ordinary  cir 
cumstances,  and  his  fervent  piety  exalted  by  the 
consciousness  that  it  was  a  father's  salvation  he  was 
Keeking,  every  impulse  of  his  heart  and  mind, 
every  energy  which  religion  could  animate,  was 
employed  to  regenerate  the  sinful  nature,  and  touch 
the  hardened  bosom,  of  the  criminal.  Much,  he 
considered,  was  accomplished,  when  he  had  brought 
him  into  such  a  state  of  feeling  that  he  would  listen 
patiently  and  attentively  to  his  mild  yet  earnest 
exhortations,  though  they  elicited  no  corresponding 
demonstrations  of  repentant  sorrow.  But  most  was 
ho  rejoiced,  and  most  assured  did  he  then  feel  of 
ultimate  success,  when,  as  he  was  one  evening 
about  to  depart,  after  having  enforced,  with  more 
than  his  usual  eloquence,  the  great  doctrine  of  a 
sincere  repentance  and  a  true  reconciliation  unto 
God  through  the  Redeemer,  his  father  took  him  by 
the  hand,  and  in  a  voice  of  supplication  almost, 
rather  than  of  inquiry,  said,  "  When  shall  I  see  you 
again,  sir?"  He  had  never  before  asked  a  similar 
question :  he  had  never  before  manifested  the 
slightest  desire  for  his  return  ;  and  his  doing  so 
now,  was  a  grateful  evidence  to  Edmund  that  his 
awakened  heart  began  to  hunger  for  the  words  of 
etenial  life — for  the  consolation  of  believing,  with 
a  devout  and  lively  faith,  that  "if  we  confess  our 
sins,  God  is  faithful  and  righteous  to  forgive  us  our 
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sins,  arid  to  make  us  clean  from  all  wickedness." 
Nor  was  this  a  delusive  promise.  The  seed  of 
righteousness  had  been  sown ;  the  tree  had  taken 
root ;  and  the  diligent  labourer  in  the  vineyard  saw 
its  green  branches  shoot  forth,  bearing  goodly  and 
pleasant  fruit. 

The  day  of  trial  came,  and  David  was  arraigned 
as  a  criminal  before  man ;  but  stood  before  his 
judges  as  one  who,  having  made  his  peace  with 
God,  was  prepared  to  atone  for  the  life  he  had  taken, 
by  the  just  forfeiture  of  his  own.  He  was  convicted, 
and  sentence  of  death  passed  upon  him.  He  heard 
it  with  an  air  of  composure  and  resignation,  which 
even  they  who  knew  not  the  conversion  that  had 
been  wrought  within  him,  still  recognised  as  the 
workings  of  a  contrite  heart,  and  not  as  the  insensi 
bility  of  an  obdurate  and  callous  one.  He  returned 
to  his  cell,  and  greeted  Edmund,  whom  he  found 
waiting  for  him,  with  a  serene  smile,  that  seemed 
to  say,  The  last  mortal  pang  will  soon  be  past,  and 
you  have  taught  my  soul  how  to  pray  for  mercy, 
and  hope  for  happiness  hereafter.  The  short  in 
terval  that  remained  to  him  before  he  ascended  the 
scaffold  was  so  employed,  and  his  demeanour  such, 
that  Edmund's  heart  yearned  to  receive  a  blessing 
from  lips  which  were  now  washed  pure  from  guilt. 
He  could  not  endure  the  thought  that  his  father 
should  quit  the  world  in  ignorance  that  the  son, 
whom  he  knew  not,  had  been  a  shining  light  to 
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show  him  the  path  of  salvation.  And  yet  he  feared 
lest  the  disclosure  might  discompose  his  thoughts, 
and  bring  them  back  again  to  earth.  He  was  thus 
unresolved,  and  the  fatal  morning  approached.  Ed 
mund  passed  the  whole  of  the  preceding  night  with 
his  father,  in  those  solemn  exercises  of  devotion 
which  are  the  fitting  preparations  of  an  immortal 
soul  for  heaven.  The  dim  light  of  a  lamp  fell  upon 
his  features  as  he  bent  over  a  Bible  which  lay  open 
before  him,  and  from  which  he  was  reading  such 
passages  as  were  most  appropriate  to  the  situation 
of  his  father. 

David  fixed  his  eyes  upon  him  with  sudden 
emotion,  and  exclaimed,  "It  is  very  striking!" 
Edmund  looked  up.  "  I  was  thinking  at  that 
moment/'  he  continued,  "  of  one  whom  it  would 
have  delighted  me  to  see  ere  I  die,  though  I  have 
never  mentioned  her  to  you,  sir,  as  my  wife.  But 
you  are  her  friend,  and  I  hope  you  have  found 
cause  to  speak  of  me  to  her  in  such  a  way  that  I 
may  feel  assured  of  her  forgiveness  for  all  the  misery 
I  have  occasioned  her." 

"My  mother/'  exclaimed  Edmund,  with  an  em 
phatic  solemnity  of  voice,  "is  on  her  knees  this 
night,  to  pray  for  you,  and  to  join  her  intercessions 
with  those  of  your  son." 

David's  breathing  was  quick,  and  his  whole  frame 
violently  agitated ;  but  he  could  not  utter  a  word. 

"  Father  1"  cried  Edmund,  and  knelt  before  him. 


THE  FIRST  AND  LAST  KISS.  79 

David  took  his  son's  hands  and  pressed  them 
convulsively  to  his  bosom ;  but  still  he  could  not 
speak,  though  he  wept  as  a  child.  In  a  few  min 
utes  the  struggle  was  over,  and  he  was  able  calmly  to 
learn  how  mysteriously  the  will  of  God  had  brought 
about  his  conversion  by  the  holiness  of  his  own  issue. 

The  morning  dawned,  and  only  a  few  hours  now 
remained  before  he  would  have  to  suffer  the  brief 
agony  of  a  death  which  no  longer  appalled  him  by 
its  terrors.  He  earnestly  entreated  Edmund  to 
accompany  him  to  the  scaffold,  that  he  might  see 
with  how  much  Christian  fortitude  he  could  meet 
his  doom.  It  was  a  dreadful  task,  but  he  shrank 
not  from  it.  He  walked  by  his  father's  side.  As 
they  passed  through  one  of  the  yards  leading  to  the 
place  of  execution,  David  stopped  and  spoke  to  his 
son.  "It  was  on  this  very  spot,"  said  he,  "that  I 
first  looked  upon  you,  then  an  infant  in  the  arms  of 
your  mother ;  and  she  held  you  to  me,  and  bade  me 
kiss  you;  and  I  did  so.  It  was  my  FIRST  kiss. 
Eeceive  here,  my  son,  my  LAST  ;  and,  if  I  am  worthy 
to  beg  a  blessing  from  heaven  upon  you,  may  your 
life  be  spared  till  a  child  of  your  own  shall  smooth 
your  path  to  the  grave  as  you  have  smoothed 
mine!"  So  saying,  he  bent  forward,  pressed  his 
lips  gently  on  the  forehead  of  Edmund,  then  walked 
on  with  a  firm  step,  and,  in  a  few  moments,  David 
Morgan  had  satisfied  alike  the  laws  of  God  and 
man,  by  rendering  life  for  life. 
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A  PASSAGE  IN  THE  PYRENEES. 

BY  FREDERICK   HARDMAN. 
\MAGA.    MARCH  1846.] 

!  there's  not  in  tins  wide  world,"  I  exclaim- 
cd,  quite  unintentionally  quoting  Tom  Moore  ; 
"  there  never  has  been,  nor  can  ever  be  again,  so 
charming  a  creature.  No  nymph,  or  sylph,  or 
winged  Ariel,  or  syren  with  song  and  mirror,  was 
ever  so  fascinating — no  daughter  of  Eve  so  pretty 
and  provoking!" 

This  apostrophe,  which  certainly  appears,  now 
that  in  cooler  moments  I  recall  it,  rather  rhapsodi 
cal,  was  not  uttered  viva  voce,  nor  even  sotto  voce, 
seeing  that  its  object,  Miss  Dora  M'Dermot,  was 
riding  along  only  three  paces  in  front  of  me,  whilst 
her  brother  walked  by  my  side.  It  was  a  mere 
mental  ejaculation,  elicited  by  the  surpassing  per 
fections  of  the  aforesaid  Dora,  who  assuredly  was 
the  most  charming  girl  I  had  ever  beheld.  But  for 
the  Pyrenean  scenery  around  us,  and  the  rough  ill- 
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conditioned  mule,  with,  its  clumsy  side-saddle  of 
discoloured  leather,  on  which  she  was  mounted,  in 
stead  of  the  Spanish  jennet  or  well-bred  English 
palfrey  that  would  best  have  suited  so  fair  an  eques 
trian,  I  could,  without  any  great  exertion  of  fancy, 
have  dreamed  myself  back  to  the  days  of  the 
M'Gregor,  and  fancied  that  it  was  Die  Vernon  riding 
up  the  mountain-side,  gaily  chatting  as  she  went 
with  the  handsome  cavalier  who  walked  by  her 
stirrup,  and  who  might  have  been  Frank  Osbaldis- 
tone,  only  that  he  was  too  manly-looking  for  Scott's 
somewhat  effeminate  hero.  How  beautifully  moulded 
was  the  form  which  her  dark-green  habit  set  off  to 
such  advantage;  how  fairy -like  the  foot  that  pressed 
the  clumsy  stirrup ;  how  slender  the  fingers  that 
grasped  the  rein  1  She  had  discarded  the  heavy 
riding-hat  and  senseless  bonnet,  those  graceless  in 
ventions  of  some  cunning  milliner,  and  had  adopted 
a  head-dress  riot  unusual  in  the  country  in  which 
she  then  was.  This  was  a  beret  or  flat  cap,  woven 
of  snow-white  wool,  and  surmounted  by  a  crimson 
tassel  spread  out  over  the  top.  From  beneath  this 
elegant  coiffure  her  dark  eyes  flashed  and  sparkled, 
whilst  her  luxuriant  chestnut  curls  fell  down  over 
her  neck,  the  alabaster  fairness  of  which  made  her 
white  head-dress  look  almost  tawny.  Either  because 
the  air,  although  we  were  still  in  the  month  of  Sep 
tember,  was  fresh  upon  the  mountains,  or  else  be 
cause  she  was  pretty  and  a  woman,  and  therefore 

10  N 
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not  sorry  to  show  herself  to  the  best  advantage,  she 
had  twisted  round  her  waist  a  very  long  cashmere 
scarf,  previously  passing  it  over  one  shoulder  in  the 
manner  of  a  sword-belt,  the  ends  hanging  down 
nearly  to  her  stirrup ;  and  this  gave  something 
peculiarly  picturesque,  almost  fantastical,  to  her 
whole  appearance. 

Upon  the  second  day  of  my  arrival  at  the  baths 
of  St  Sauveur,  in  the  Pyrenees,  I  had  fallen  in  with 
my  old  friend  and  college  chum,  Jack  M'Dermot, 
who  was  taking  his  sister  the  round  of  the  French 
watering-places.  Dora's  health  had  been  delicate, 
the  faculty  had  recommended  the  excursion ;  and 
Jack,  who  doated  upon  his  only  sister,  had  dragged 
her  away  from  the  gaieties  of  London  and  brought 
her  off  to  the  Pyrenees.  M'Dermot  was  an  excel 
lent  fellow,  neither  a  wit  nor  a  Solomon ;  but  a  good- 
hearted  dog  who  had  been  much  liked  at  Trin.  Coll., 
Dublin,  where  he  had  thought  very  little  of  his 
studies,  and  a  good  deal  of  his  horses  and  dogs.  An 
Irishman,  to  be  sure,  occasionally  a  slight  touch  of 
the  brogue  was  perceptible  in  his  talk;  but  from 
this  his  sister,  who  had  been  brought  up  in  England, 
was  entirely  free.  Jack  had  a  snug  estate  of  three 
thousand  a-year ;  Miss  Dora  had  twenty  thousand 
pounds  from  her  mother.  She  had  passed  two 
seasons  in  London  ;  and  if  she  was  not  already  mar 
ried,  it  was  because  not  one  of  the  fifty  aspirants  to 
her  hand  had  found  favour  in  her  bright  eyes. 
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Lively  and  high-spirited,  with  a  slight  turn  for  the 
satirical,  she  loved  her  independence,  and  was  diffi 
cult  to  please. 

I  had  been  absent  from  England  for  nearly  iwo 
years,  on  a  Continental  tour ;  and  although  I  had 
heard  much  of  Miss  M'Dermot,  I  had  never  seen 
her  till  her  brother  introduced  me  to  her  at  St 
Sauveur.  I  had  not  known  her  an  hour,  before  I 
found  myself  in  a  fair  way  to  add  another  to  the  list 
of  the  poor  moths  who  had  singed  their  wings  at 
the  perilous  light  of  her  beauty.  When  M'Dermot — 
learning  that,  like  themselves,  I  was  on  a  desultory 
sort  of  ramble,  and  had  not  marked  out  any  particu 
lar  route — offered  me  a  seat  in  their  carriage,  and 
urged  me  to  accompany  them,  instead  of  prudently 
flying  from  the  danger,  I  foolishly  exposed  myself 
to  it,  and  lo !  what  might  have  been  anticipated 
came  to  pass.  Before  I  had  been  two  days  in  Dora's 
society,  my  doom  was  sealed;  I  had  ceased  to  belong 
to  myself;  I  was  her  slave,  the  slave  of  her  sunny 
smile  and  bright  eyes — talisman  more  potent  than 
any  lamp  or  ring  that  djinn  or  fairy  ever  obeyed. 

A  fortnight  had  passed,  and  we  were  at  B . 

During  that  time,  the  spell  that  bound  me  had  been 
each  day  gaining  strength.  As  an  intimate  friend 
of  her  brother,  I  was  already,  with  Dora,  on  the 
footing  of  an  old  acquaintance;  she  seemed  well 
enough  pleased  with  my  society,  and  chatted  with 
me  willingly  and  familiarly ;  but  in  vain  did  I  watch 
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for  some  slight  indication,  a  glance  or  an  intonation, 
whence  to  derive  hope.  None  such  were  perceptible; 
nor  could  the  most  egregious  coxcomb  have  fancied 
that  they  were.  We  once  or  twice  fell  in  with  other 
acquaintances  of  her's  and  her  brother's,  and  with 
them  she  had  just  the  same  frank,  friendly  man 
ner,  as  with  me.  I  had  not  sufficient  vanity,  how 
ever,  to  expect  a  woman,  especially  one  so  much 
admired  as  Miss  M'Dermot,  to  fall  in  love  at  first 
sight  with  my  humble  personality,  and  I  patiently 
waited,  trusting  to  time  and  assiduity  to  advance 
my  cause. 

Things  were  in  this  state,  when  one  morning, 
whilst  taking  an  early  walk  to  the  springs,  I  ran 
up  against  an  English  friend,  byname  Walter  Ash 
ley.  He  was  the  son  of  a  country  gentleman  of 
moderate  fortune,  at  whose  house  I  had  more  than 
once  passed  a  week  in  the  shooting  season.  Walter 
was  an  excellent  fellow,  and  a  perfect  model  of  the 
class  to  which  lie  belonged.  By  no  means  unpolished 
in  his  manners,  he  had  yet  a  sort  of  plain  frankness 
and  bonhomie,  which  was  peculiarly  agreeable  and 
prepossessing.  He  was  not  a  university  man,  nor 
had  he  received  an  education  of  the  highest  order — 
spoke  no  language  but  his  own  with  any  degree  of 
correctness — neither  played  the  fiddle,  painted  pic 
tures,  nor  wrote  poetry.  On  the  other  hand,  in  all 
manly  exercises  he  was  a  proficient;  shot,  rode, 
walked,  and  danced  to  perfection ;  and  the  fresh 
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originality,  and  pleasant  tone  of  his  conversation, 
redeemed  any  deficiency  of  reading  or  accomplish 
ment.  In  personal  appearance  he  was  a  splendid 
fellow,  nearly  six  feet  in  his  boots,  strongly,  but,  at 
the  same  time,  symmetrically  built ;  although  his 
size  of  limb  and  width  of  shoulder  rendered  him,  at 
six-and-twenty,  rather  what  is  called  a  fine  man, 
than  a  slender  or  elegant  one.  He  had  the  true 
Anglo-Saxon  physiognomy,  blue  eyes,  and  light 
brown  hair  that  waved,  rather  than  curled,  round 
his  broad  handsome  forehead.  And,  then,  what  a 
mustache  the  fellow  had  !  (He  was  officer  in  a  crack 
yeomanry  corps.)  Not  one  of  the  composite  order, 
made  up  of  pomatum  and  lamp-black,  such  as  may 
be  seen  sauntering  down  St  James's  Street  on  a 
spring  afternoon,  with  incipient  guardsmen  behind 
them — but  worthy  of  an  Italian  painter  or  Hungar 
ian  hussar ;  full,  well-grown,  and  glossy.  Who  was 
the  idiot  who  first  set  afloat  the  notion — now  become 
an  established  prejudice  in  England — that  mus 
taches  were  unseemly?  To  nine  faces  out  of  ten, 
they  are  a  most  becoming  addition,  increasing  phy 
siognomical  character,  almost  giving  it  where  there 
is  none ;  relieving  the  monotony  of  broad  flat  cheeks, 
and  abridging  the  abomination  of  a  long  upper-lip. 
Uncleanly,  say  you  ?  Not  a  bit  of  it,  if  judiciously 
trimmed  and  trained.  What,  Sir  !  are  they  not  at 
least  as  proper  looking  as  those  foxy  thickets  ex 
tending  from  jawbone  to  temple,  which  you  your- 
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self,  each  morning  of  your  life,  take  such  pains  to 
comb  and  curl  into  shape  ? 

Delighted  to  meet  Ashley,  I  dragged  him  off  to 
the  hotel,  to  introduce  him  to  M'Dermot  and  his 
sister.  As  a  friend  of  mine  they  gave  him  a  cordial 
welcome,  and  we  passed  that  day  and  the  following 
ones  together.  I  soon,  however,  I  must  confess, 
began  to  repent  a  little  having  brought  my  hand 
some  friend  into  the  society  of  Dora.  She  seemed 
better  pleased  with  him  than  I  altogether  liked ;  nor 
could  I  wonder  at  it.  Walter  Ashley  was  exactly 
the  man  to  please  a  woman  of  Dora's  character. 
She  was  of  rather  a  romantic  turn,  and  about  him 
there  was  a  dash  of  the  chivalrous,  well  calculated 
to  captivate  her  imagination.  Although  perfectly 
feminine,  she  was  an  excellent  horsewoman,  and  an 
ardent  admirer  of  feats  of  address  and  courage,  and 
she  had  heard  me  tell  her  brother  of  Ashley's  per 
fection  in  such  matters.  On  his  part,  Ashley,  like 
every  one  else  who  saw  her,  was  evidently  greatly 
struck  with  her  beauty  and  fascination  of  manner. 
I  cannot  say  that  I  was  jealous  ;  I  had  no  right  to 
be  so,  for  Dora  had  never  given  me  encouragement; 
but  I  certainly  more  than  once  regretted  having 
introduced  a  third  person  into  what — honest  Jack 
M'Dermot  counting,  of  course,  for  nothing — had 
previously  been  a  sort  of  tete-d-tete  society.  I  began 
to  fear  that,  thanks  to  myself,  my  occupation  was 
gone,  and  Ashley  had  got  it. 


THE  SMUGGLER'S  LEAP.  87 

It  was  the  fifth  day  after  our  meeting  with  Walter, 
and  we  had  started  early  in  the  morning  upon  an 
excursion  to  a  neighbouring  lake,  the  scenery  around 
which,  we  were  told,  was  particularly  wild  and 
beautiful.  It  was  situated  on  a  piece  of  table-land 
on  the  top  of  a  mountain,  which  we  could  see  from 
the  hotel  window.  The  distance  was  barely  ten 
miles,  and  the  road  being  rough  and  precipitous, 
M'Dermot,  Ashley,  and  myself,  had  chosen  to  walk 
rather  than  to  risk  our  necks  by  riding  the  broken- 
knee'd  ponies  that  were  offered  to  us.  A  sure-footed 
mule,  and  indifferent  side-saddle,  had  been  procured 
for  Miss  M'Dermot,  and  was  attended  by  a  wild- 
looking  Bearnese  boy,  or  gossoon,  as  her  brother 
called  him,  a  creature  like  a  grasshopper,  all  legs 
and  arms,  with  a  scared  countenance,  and  long  lank 
black  hair  hanging  in  irregular  shreds  about  his 
face. 

There  is  no  season  more  agreeable  in  the  Pyre 
nees  than  the  month  of  September.  People  are 
very  apt  to  expatiate  on  the  delights  of  autumn, 
its  mellow  beauty,  pensive  charms,  and  suchlike. 
I  confess  that  in  a  general  way  I  like  the  youth  of 
the  year  better  than  its  decline,  and  prefer  the 
bright  green  tints  of  spring,  with  the  summer  in 
prospective,  to  the  melancholy  autumn,  its  russet 
hues  and  falling  leaves  ;  its  regrets  for  fine  weather 
past,  and  anticipations  of  bad  to  come.  But  if 
there  be  any  place  where  I  should  be  tempted  to 
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remembered  it  when  he  got  within  a  hundred  yards 
or  thereabouts,  for  then  he  slackened  his  pace. 
The  douaniers  gained  on  him,  and  expected  him 
to  desist  from  his  flight,  and  surrender.  What  was 
their  surprise  and  consternation  when  they  saw 
him,  on  reaching  the  edge  of  the  chasm,  spring 
from  the  ground  with  izard-like  agility,  and  by 
one  bold  leap  clear  the  yawning  abyss.  The 
douaniers  uttered  a  shout  of  rage  and  disappoint 
ment,  and  two  of  them  ceased  running ;  but  the 
third,  a  man  of  great  activity  and  courage,  and  who 
had  frequently  sworn  to  earn  the  reward  set  on  the 
head  of  Juan,  dared  the  perilous  jump.  He  fell 
short ;  his  head  was  dashed  against  the  opposite 
rock,  and  his  horror-struck  companions,  gazing 
down  into  the  dark  depth  beneath,  saw  his  body 
strike  against  the  crags  on  its  way  to  the  bottom 
of  the  abyss.  The  smuggler  escaped,  and  the  spot 
where  the  tragical  incident  occurred  was  thence 
forward  known  as  "  Le  Saut  du  Contrebandier." 

Before  our  guide  had  finished  his  narrative,  we 
were  unanimous  in  our  wish  to  visit  its  scene,  which 
we  reached  by  the  time  he  had  brought  the  tale  to 
a  conclusion.  It  was  certainly  a  most  remarkable 
chasm,  whose  existence  was  only  to  be  accounted 
for  by  reference  to  the  volcanic  agency  of  which 
abundant  traces  exist  in  Southern  France.  The 
whole  side  of  the  mountain  was  cracked  and  rent 
asunder,  forming  a  narrow  ravine  of  vast  depth,  in 
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the  manner  of  the  famous  Mexican  barrancas.  In 
some  places  might  be  traced  a  sort  of  correspond 
ence  on  the  opposite  sides  ;  a  recess  on  one  side 
into  which  a  projection  on  the  other  would  have 
nearly  fitted,  could  some  Antaeus  have  closed  the 
fissure.  This,  however,  was  only  here  and  there ; 
generally  speaking,  the  rocky  brink  was  worn  by 
the  action  of  time  and  water,  and  the  rock  compos 
ing  it  sloped  slightly  downwards.  The  chasm  was 
of  various  width,  but  was  narrowest  at  the  spot  at 
which  we  reached  it,  and  really  did  not  appear  so 
very  terrible  a  leap  as  Cadet  made  it  out  to  be. 
On  looking  down,  a  confusion  of  bush-covered  crags 
was  visible ;  and  now  that  the  sun  was  high,  a  nar 
row  stream  was  to  be  seen,  flo'wing,  like  a  line  of 
silver,  at  the  bottom — the  ripple  and  rush  of  the 
water,  repeated  by  the  echoes  of  the  ravine,  ascend 
ing  to  our  ears  with  a  noise  like  that  of  a  cataract. 
On  a  large  fragment  of  rock,  a  few  yards  from  the 
brink,  was  rudely  carved  a  date,  and  below  it  two 
letters.  They  were  the  initials,  so  our  guide  in 
formed  us,  of  the  unfortunate  douanier  who  had 
there  met  his  death. 

We  had  remained  for  half  a  minute  or  so  gazing 
down  into  the  ravine,  when  Ashley,  who  was  on 
the  right  of  the  party,  broke  silence. 

"  Pshaw !  "  said  he,  stepping  back  from  the  edge, 
'•  that's  no  leap.  Why,  111  jump  across  it  myself." 

"  For  heaven's  sake  !  "  cried  Dora. 
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"  Ashley  !  "  I  exclaimed,  "  don't  be  a  fool !" 
But  it  was  too  late.  What  mad  impulse  pos 
sessed  him  I  cannot  say ;  but  certain  I  am,  from 
my  knowledge  of  his  character,  that  it  was  no  fool 
ish  bravado  or  schoolboy  desire  to  show  off,  that 
seduced  him  to  so  wild  a  freak.  The  fact  was,  but 
for  the  depth  below,  the  leap  did  not  look  at  all 
formidable ;  not  above  four  or  five  feet,  but  in  reality 
it  was  a  deal  wider.  It  was  probably  this  deceit 
ful  appearance,  and  perhaps  the  feeling  which  Eng 
lishmen  are  apt  to  entertain,  that  for  feats  of 
strength  and  agility  no  men  surpass  them,  that 
convinced  Walter  of  the  ease  with  which  he  could 
jump  across.  Before  we  could  stop  him,  he  took  a 
short  run,  and  jumped. 

A  scream  from  Dora  was  echoed  by  an  exclama 
tion  of  horror  from  M'Derinot  and  myself.  Ashley 
had  cleared  the  chasm  and  alighted  on  the  opposite 
edge,  but  it  was  shelving  and  slippery,  and  his 
feet  slid  from  under  him.  For  one  moment  it 
appeared  as  if  he  would  instantly  be  dashed  to 
pieces,  but  in  falling  he  managed  to  catch  the  edge 
of  the  rock,  which  at  that  place  formed  an  angle. 
There  he  hung  by  his  hands,  his  whole  body  in  the 
air,  without  a  possibility  of  raising  himself;  for 
below  the  edge  the  rock  was  smooth  and  receding, 
and  even  could  he  have  reached  it,  he  would  have 
found  no  foot-hold.  One  desperate  effort  he  made 
to  grasp  a  stunted  and  leafless  sapling  that  grew 
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in  a  crevice  at  not  more  than  a  foot  from  the  edge, 
but  it  failed,  and  nearly  caused  his  instant  de 
struction.  Desisting  from  further  effort,  he  hung 
motionless,  his  hands  convulsively  cramped  to  the 
ledge  of  rock,  which  afforded  so  slippery  and  diffi 
cult  a  hold,  that  his  sustaining  himself  by  it  at  all 
seemed  a  miracle,  and  could  only  be  the  result  of 
uncommon  muscular  power.  It  was  evident  that 
no  human  strength  could  possibly  maintain  him 
for  more  than  a  minute  or  two  in  that  position; 
below  was  an  abyss,  a  hundred  or  more  feet  deep 
— to  all  appearance  his  last  hour  was  come. 

M'Dermot  and  I  stood  aghast  and  helpless,  gaz 
ing  with  open  mouths  and  strained  eyeballs  at  our 
unhappy  friend.  What  could  we  do?  Were  we 
to  dare  the  leap,  which  one  far  more  active  and 
vigorous  than  ourselves  had  unsuccessfully  at 
tempted?  It  would  have  been  courting  destruc 
tion,  without  a  chance  of  saving  Ashley.  But 
Dora  put  us  to  shame.  One  scream,  and  only  one, 
she  uttered,  and  then,  gathering  up  her  habit,  she 
sprang  unaided  from  her  mule.  Her  cheek  was 
pale  as  the  whitest  marble,  but  her  presence  of 
mind  was  unimpaired,  and  she  seemed  to  gain 
courage  and  decision  in  the  moment  of  peidl. 

"  Your  cravats,  your  handkerchiefs  !"  cried  she, 
unfastening,  as  she  spoke,  her  long  cashmere  scarf. 
Mechanically  M'Dermot  and  myself  obeyed.  With 
the  speed  of  light  and  a  woman's  dexterity,  she 
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"  Ashley  !  "  I  exclaimed,  "  don't  be  a  fool  I" 
But  it  was  too  late.  What  mad  impulse  pos 
sessed  him  I  cannot  say ;  but  certain  I  am,  from 
my  knowledge  of  his  character,  that  it  was  no  fool 
ish  bravado  or  schoolboy  desire  to  show  off,  that 
seduced  him  to  so  wild  a  freak.  The  fact  was,  but 
for  the  depth  below,  the  leap  did  not  look  at  all 
formidable ;  not  above  four  or  five  feet,  but  in  reality 
it  was  a  deal  wider.  It  was  probably  this  deceit 
ful  appearance,  and  perhaps  the  feeling  which  Eng 
lishmen  are  apt  to  entertain,  that  for  feats  of 
strength  and  agility  no  men  surpass  them,  that 
convinced  Walter  of  the  ease  with  which  he  could 
jump  across.  Before  we  could  stop  him,  he  took  a 
short  run,  and  jumped. 

A  scream  from  Dora  was  echoed  by  an  exclama 
tion  of  horror  from  M'Dermot  and  myself.  Ashley 
had  cleared  the  chasm  and  alighted  on  the  opposite 
edge,  but  it  was  shelving  and  slippery,  and  his 
feet  slid  from  under  him.  For  one  moment  it 
appeared  as  if  he  would  instantly  be  dashed  to 
pieces,  but  in  falling  he  managed  to  catch  the  edge 
of  the  rock,  which  at  that  place  formed  an  angle. 
There  he  hung  by  his  hands,  his  whole  body  in  the 
air,  without  a  possibility  of  raising  himself;  for 
below  the  edge  the  rock  was  smooth  and  receding, 
and  even  could  he  have  reached  it,  he  would  have 
found  no  foot-hold.  One  desperate  effort  he  made 
to  grasp  a  stunted  and  leafless  sapling  that  grew 
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in  a  crevice  at  not  more  than  a  foot  from  the  edge, 
but  it  failed,  and  nearly  caused  his  instant  de 
struction.  Desisting  from  further  effort,  he  hung 
motionless,  his  hands  convulsively  cramped  to  the 
ledge  of  rock,  which  afforded  so  slippery  and  diffi 
cult  a  hold,  that  his  sustaining  himself  by  it  at  all 
seemed  a  miracle,  and  could  only  be  the  result  of 
uncommon  muscular  power.  It  was  evident  that 
no  human  strength  could  possibly  maintain  him 
for  more  than  a  minute  or  two  in  that  position; 
below  was  an  abyss,  a  hundred  or  more  feet  deep 
— to  all  appearance  his  last  hour  was  come. 

M'Dermot  and  I  stood  aghast  and  helpless,  gaz 
ing  with  open  mouths  and  strained  eyeballs  at  our 
unhappy  friend.  What  could  we  do?  Were  we 
to  dare  the  leap,  which  one  far  more  active  and 
vigorous  than  ourselves  had  unsuccessfully  at 
tempted?  It  would  have  been  courting  destruc 
tion,  without  a  chance  of  saving  Ashley.  But 
Dora  put  us  to  shame.  One  scream,  and  only  one, 
she  uttered,  and  then,  gathering  up  her  habit,  she 
sprang  unaided  from  her  mule.  Her  cheek  was 
pale  as  the  whitest  marble,  but  her  presence  of 
mind  was  unimpaired,  and  she  seemed  to  gain 
courage  and  decision  in  the  moment  of  peidl. 

"Your  cravats,  your  handkerchiefs  !"  cried  she, 
unfastening,  as  she  spoke,  her  long  cashmere  scarf. 
Mechanically  M'Dermot  and  myself  obeyed.  With 
the  speed  of  light  and  a  woman's  dexterity,  she 
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knotted  together  her  scarf,  a  long  silk  cravat  which 
I  gave  her,  M'Dermot's  handkerchief  and  mine,  and 
securing — how,  I  know  not — a  stone  at  either  ex 
tremity  of  the  rope  thus  formed,  she  threw  one  end 
of  it,  with  sure  aim  and  steady  hand,  across  the 
ravine  and  round  the  sapling  already  referred  to. 
Then  leaning  forward  till  I  feared  she  would  fall 
into  the  chasm,  and  sprang  forward  to  hold  her 
back,  she  let  go  the  other  end.  Ashley's  hold 
was  already  growing  feeble,  his  fingers  were  torn 
by  the  rock,  the  blood  started  from  under  his  nails, 
and  he  turned  his  face  towards  us  with  a  mute 
prayer  for  succour.  At  that  moment  the  two  ends 
of  the  shawl  fell  against  him,  and  he  instinctively 
grasped  them.  It  was  a  moment  of  fearful  sus 
pense.  Would  the  knots  so  hastily  made  resist  the 
tension  of  his  weight?  They  did  so;  he  raised 
himself  by  strength  of  wrist.  The  sapling  bent  and 
bowed,  but  his  hand  was  now  close  to  it.  He 
grasped  it ;  another  powerful  effort,  the  last  effort 
of  despair,  and  he  lay  exhausted  and  almost  sense 
less  upon  the  rocky  brink.  At  the  same  moment, 
with  a  cry  of  joy,  Dora  fell  fainting  into  her 
brother's  arms. 

Of  that  day's  adventures  little  remains  to  tell.  A 
walk  of  a  mile  brought  Ashley  to  a  place  where  a 
bridge,  thrown  over  the  ravine,  enabled  him  to 
cross  it.  I  omit  his  thanks  to  Dora,  his  apologies 
for  the  alarm  he  had  caused  her,  and  his  admiring 
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eulogy  of  her  presence  of  mind.  Her  manner  of 
receiving  them,  and  the  look  she  gave  him  when, 
on  rejoining  us,  he  took  her  hand,  and  with  a  na 
tural  and  grateful  courtesy  that  prevented  the 
action  from  appearing  theatrical  or  unusual,  pressed 
it  to  his  lips,  were  anything  but  gratifying  to  me, 
whatever  they  may  have  been  to  him.  She  seemed 
no  way  displeased  at  the  freedom.  I  was  most 
confoundedly,  but  that  Walter  did  not  seem  to 
observe. 

The  incident  that  had  occurred,  and  Dora's  re 
quest,  brought  our  excursion  to  an  abrupt  termi 
nation,  and  we  returned  homewards.  It  appeared 
as  if  this  were  doomed  to  be  a  day  of  disagreeables. 
On  reaching  the  inn,  I  found  a  letter  which,  thanks 
to  my  frequent  change  of  place,  and  to  the  dilatori- 
ness  of  continental  post-offices,  had  been  chasing 
me  from  town  to  town  during  the  previous  three 
weeks.  It  was  from  a  lawyer,  informing  me  of  the 
death  of  a  relative,  and  compelling  me  instantly  to 
return  to  England  to  arrange  some  important  busi 
ness  concerning  a  disputed  will.  The  sum  at  stake 
was  too  considerable  for  me  to  neglect  the  sum 
mons,  and  with  the  worst  possible  grace  I  prepared 
to  depart.  I  made  some  violent  attempts  to  induce 
Ashley  to  accompany  me,  talked  myself  hoarse 
about  fox-hunting  and  pheasant-shooting,  and  other 
delights  of  the  approaching  season  ;  but  all  in  vain. 
His  passion  for  field-sports  seemed  entirely  cooled  j 
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he  sneered  at  foxes,  treated  pheasants  with  con 
tempt,  and  professed  to  be  as  much  in  love  with 
the  Pyrenees  as  I  began  to  fear  he  was  with  Dora. 
There  was  nothing  for  it  but  to  set  out  alone,  which 
I  accordingly  did,  having  previously  obtained  from 
M'Dermot  the  plan  of  their  route,  and  the  name  of 
the  place  where  he  and  his  sister  thought  of  winter 
ing.  I  was  determined,  so  soon  as  I  had  settled 
my  affairs,  to  return  to  the  continent  and  propose 
for  Dora. 

Man  proposes  and  God  disposes,  says  the  pro 
verb.  In  my  case,  I  am  prepared  to  prove  that 
the  former  part  of  the  proverb  lied  abominably.  In 
stead  of  a  fortnight  in  London  being,  as  I  had  too 
sanguinely  hoped,  sufficient  for  the  settlement  of 
the  business  that  took  me  thither,  I  was  detained 
several  months,  and  compelled  to  make  sundry 
journeys  to  the  north  of  England.  I  wrote  several 
times  to  M'Dermot,  and  had  one  letter  from  him, 
but  no  more.  Jack  was  a  notoriously  bad  corre 
spondent,  and  I  scarcely  wondered  at  his  silence. 

Summer  came — my  lawsuit  was  decided,  and 
sick  to  death  of  briefs  and  barristers,  parchments 
and  attorneys,  I  once  more  found  myself  my  own 
master.  An  application  to  M'Dermot's  London 
banker  procured  me  his  address.  He  was  then  in 
Switzerland,  but  was  expected  down  the  Rhine, 
and  letters  to  Wiesbaden  would  find  him.  That 
enough  for  me  ;  my  head  and  heart  were  still 
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full  of  Dora  M'Dermot ;  and  two  days  after  I  had 
obtained  information,  the  "Antwerpen"  steamer 
deposited  me  on  Belgian  ground. 

"  Mr  M'Dermot  is  stopping  here  ?"  I  inquired  of, 
or  rather  affirmed  to,  the  head  waiter  at  the  Four 
Seasons  hotel  at  Wiesbaden.  If  the  fellow  had 
told  me  he  was  not,  I  believe  I  should  have  knocked 
him  down. 

"  He  is,  sir.  Yon  will  find  him  in  the  Cursaal 
gardens  with  Madame  sa  sceur" 

Off  I  started  to  the  gardens.  They  were  in  full 
bloom  and  beauty,  crowded  with  flowers  and 
frailleins  and  foreigners  of  all  nations.  The  little 
lake  sparkled  in  the  sunshine,  and  the  waterfowl 
skimmed  over  it  in  all  directions.  But  it's  little  I 
cared  for  such  matters.  I  was  looking  for  Dora, 
sweet  Dora — Dora  M'Dermot. 

At  the  corner  of  a  walk  I  met  her  brother. 

"Jack!"  I  exclaimed,  grasping  his  hand  with 
the  most  vehement  affection,  "  I'm  delighted  to  see 
you." 

"  And  I'm  glad  to  see  you,  my  boy,"  was  the  re 
joinder.  "  I  was  wondering  you  did  not  answer 
my  last  letter,  but  I  suppose  you  thought  to  join 
us  sooner." 

"  Your  last  letter  !"  I  exclaimed,  "  I  have  writ 
ten  three  times  since  I  heard  from  you." 

"  The  devil  you  have  I"  cried  Jack.  "  Do  you 
10  o 
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mean  to  say  you  did  not  get  the  letter  I  wrote  you 
from  Paris  a  month  ago,  announcing — " 

I  did  not  hear  another  word,  for  just  then,  round 
a  corner  of  the  shrubbery,  came  Dora  herself,  more 
charming  than  ever,  all  grace  and  smiles  and 
beauty.  But  I  saw  neither  beauty  nor  smiles  nor 
grace  ;  all  I  saw  was,  that  she  was  leaning  on  the 
arm  of  that  provokingly  handsome  dog,  Walter 
Ashley.  For  a  moment  I  stood  petrified,  and  then 
extending  my  hand, 

"  Miss  M'Dermot  1 "  I  exclaimed. 

She  drew  back  a  little,  with  a  smile  and  a  blush. 
Her  companion  stepped  forward. 

"  My  dear  fellow,"  said  he,  "  there  is  no  such 
person.  Allow  me  to  introduce  you  to  Mrs  Ashley." 

If  any  of  my  friends  wish  to  be  presented  to 
pretty  girls  with  twenty  thousand  pounds,  they 
had  better  apply  elsewhere  than  to  me.  Since  that 
day  I  have  forsworn  the  practice. 


THE  HAUNTED  AND  THE  HAUNTEBS: 

OR, 

THE  HOUSE  AND  THE  BEAIN, 

{MAG A.     AUGUST  1859.] 

A  FRIEND  of  mine,  who  is  a  man  of  letters  and 
a  philosopher,  said  to  me  one  day,  as  if  be 
tween  jest  and  earnest, — "  Fancy !  since  we  last 
met,  I  have  discovered  a  haunted  house  in  the  midst 
of  London." 

"Really  haunted?— and  by  what?— ghosts?" 

"  Well,  I  can't  answer  these  questions ;  all  I  know 
is  this — six  weeks  ago  I  and  my  wife  were  in  search 
of  a  furnished  apartment.  Passing  a  quiet  street, 
we  saw  on  the  window  of  one  of  the  houses  a  bill, 
'  Apartments  Furnished.'  The  situation  suited  us  : 
we  entered  the  house — liked  the  rooms — engaged 
them  by  the  week — and  left  them  the  third  day. 
No  power  on  earth  could  have  reconciled  my  wife 
to  stay  longer;  and  I  don't  wonder  at  it." 

"What  did  you  see?" 

"  Excuse  me — I  have  no  desire  to  be  ridiculed  as 
a  superstitious  dreamer — nor,  on  the  other  hand, 
10  P 
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could  I  ask  you  to  accept  on  my  affirmation  what 
you  would  hold  to  be  incredible  without  the  evi 
dence  of  your  own  senses.  Let  me  only  say  this, 
it  was  not  so  much  what  we  saw  or  heard  (in  which 
you  might  fairly  suppose  that  we  were  the  dupes  of 
our  own  excited  fancy,  or  the  victims  of  imposture 
in  others)  that  drove  us  away,  as  it  was  an  unde- 
finablo  terror  which  seized  both  of  us  whenever  we 
passed  by  the  door  of  a  certain  unfurnished  room,  in 
which  we  neither  saw  nor  heard  anything.  And 
the  strangest  marvel  of  all  was,  that  for  once  in  my 
life  I  agreed  with  my  wife,  silly  woman  though  she 
be — and  allowed,  after  the  third  night,  that  it  was 
impossible  to  stay  a  fourth  in  that  house.  Accord 
ingly,  on  the  fourth  morning  I  summoned  the  woman 
who  kept  the  house  and  attended  on  us,  and  told 
her  that  the  rooms  did  not  quite  suit  us,  and  we 
would  not  stay  out  our  week.  She  said,  dryly,  '  I 
know  why;  you  have  stayed  longer  than  any  other 
lodger.  Few  ever  stayed  a  second  night;  none  be 
fore  you  a  third.  But  I  take  it  they  have  been 
very  kind  to  you.' 

"  '  They — who?'  I  asked,  affecting  a  smile. 

"  t  Why,  they  who  haunt  the  house,  whoever  they 
are.  I  don't  mind  them ;  I  remember  them  many 
years  ago,  when  I  lived  in  this  house,  not  as  a  ser 
vant;  but  I  know  they  will  be  the  death  of  me  some 
day.  I  don't  care — I'm  old,  and  must  die  soon 
anyhow;  and  then  I  shall  be  with  them,  and  in  this 
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house  still/  The  woman  spoke  with  so  dreary  a 
calmness,  that  really  it  was  a  sort  of  awe  that  pre 
vented  my  conversing  with  her  further.  I  paid  for 
my  week,  and  too  happy  were  I  and  my  wife  to  get 
off  so  cheaply." 

"  You  excite  my  curiosity,"  said  I ;  "nothing  I 
should  like  better  than  to  sleep  in  a  haunted  house. 
Pray  give  me  the  address  of  the  one  which  you  left 
so  ignominiously." 

M^friend  gave  me  the  address ;  and  when  we 
parted,  I  walked  straight  towards  the  house  thus 
indicated. 

It  is  situated  on  the  north  side  of  Oxford  Street, 
in  a  dull  but  respectable  thoroughfare.  I  found  the 
house  shut  up — no  bill  at  the  window,  and  no  re 
sponse  to  my  knock.  As  I  was  turning  away,  a 
beer-boy,  collecting  pewter  pots  at  the  neighbouring 
areas,  said  to  me,  "  Do  you  want  any  one  at  that 
house,  sir  ?" 

•"  Yes,  I  heard  it  was  to  be  let." 

"Let ! — why,  the  woman  who  kept  it  is  dead — 
has  been  dead  these  three  weeks,  and  no  one  can 

be  found  to  stay  there,  though  Mr  J offered 

ever  so  much.  He  offered  mother,  who  chars  for 
him,  <£!  a- week  just  to  open  and  shut  the  windows, 
and  she  would  not." 

"  Would  not  1— and  why  ?" 

"  The  house  is  haunted ;  and  the  old  woman 
who  kept  it  was  found  dead  in  her  bed,  with  her 
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eyes  wide  open.  They  say  the  devil  strangled 
her." 

"  Pooh ! — you  speak  of  Mr  J .  Is  he  the 

owner  of  the  house  ?" 

"  Yes." 

"Where  does  he  live?" 

"InG Street,  No.—." 

"  What  is  he? — in  any  business?" 

"  No,  sir — nothing  particular;  a  single  gentle 
man." 

I  gave  the  pot-boy  the  gratuity  earned  by  his 

liberal  information,  and  proceeded  to  Mr  J ,  in 

G Street,  which  was  close  by  the  street  that 

boasted  the  haunted  house.  I  was  lucky  enough  to 
find  Mr  J at  home — an  elderly  man,  with  in 
telligent  countenance  and  prepossessing  manners. 

I  communicated  my  name  and  my  business 
frankly.  I  said  I  heard  the  house  was  considered  to 
be  haunted — that  I  had  a  strong  desire  to  examine 
a  house  with  so  equivocal  a  reputation — that  I 
should  be  greatly  obliged  if  he  would  allow  me  to 
hire  it,  though  only  for  a  night.  I  was  willing  to 
pay  for  that  privilege  whatever  he  might  be  in 
clined  to  ask.  "  Sir,"  said  Mr  J ,  with  great 

courtesy,  "  the  house  is  at  your  service,  for  as  short 
or  as  long  a  time  as  you  please.  Kent  is  out  of 
the  question — the  obligation  will  be  on  my  side 
should  you  be  able  to  discover  the  cause  of  the 
strange  phenomena  which  at  present  deprive  it  of 
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all  value.  I  cannot  let  it,  for  I  cannot  even  get  a 
servant  to  keep  it  in  order  or  answer  the  door. 
Unluckily  the  house  is  haunted,  if  I  may  use  that 
expression,  not  only  by  night,  but  by  day;  though 
at  night  the  disturbances  are  of  a  more  unpleasant 
and  sometimes  of  a  more  alarming  character.  The 
poor  old  woman  who  died  in  it  three  weeks  ago  was 
a  pauper  whom  I  took  out  of  a  workhouse,  for  in 
her  childhood  she  had  been  known  to  some  of  my 
family,  arid  had  once  been  in  such  good  circum 
stances  that  she  had  rented  that  house  of  my  uncle. 
She  was  a  woman  of  superior  education  and  strong 
mind,  and  was  the  only  person  I  could  ever  induce 
to  remain  in  the  house.  Indeed,  since  her  death, 
which  was  sudden,  and  the  coroner's  inquest,  which 
gave  it  a  notoriety  in  the  neighbourhood,  I  have  so 
despaired  of  finding  any  person  to  take  charge  of  it, 
much  more  a  tenant,  that  I  would  willingly  let  it 
rent-free  for  a  year  to  any  one  who  would  pay  its 
rates  and  taxes." 

"How  long  is  it  since  the  house  acquired  this 
sinister  character?" 

"  That  I  can  scarcely  tell  you,  but  very  many 
years  since.  The  old  woman  I  spoke  of  said  it  was 
haunted  when  she  rented  it  between  thirty  and  forty 
years  ago.  The  fact  is,  that  my  life  has  been  spent 
in  the  East  Indies,  and  in  the  civil  service  of  the 
Company.  I  returned  to  England  last  year,  on  in 
heriting  the  fortune  of  an  uncle,  amongst  whose 


possessions  was  the  house  in  question.  I  found  it 
shut  up  and  uninhabited.  I  was  told  that  i-t  was 
haunted,  that  no  one  would  inhabit  it.  I  smiled  at 
what  seemed  to  me  so  idle  a  story.  I  spent  some 
money  in  repainting  and  roofing  it — added  to  its  old- 
fashioned  furniture  a  few  modern  articles — adver 
tised  it,  and  obtained  a  lodger  for  a  year.  He  was 
a  colonel  retired  on  half-pay.  He  came  in  with  his 
family,  a  son  and  a  daughter,  and  four  or  five  ser 
vants:  they  all  left  the  house  the  next  day;  and, 
although  they  deponed  that  they  had  all  seen  some 
thing  different,  that  something  was  equally  terrible 
to  all.  I  really  could  not  in  conscience  sue,  or  even 
blame,  the  colonel  for  breach  of  agreement.  Then 
I  put  in  the  old  woman  I  have  spoken  of,  and  she 
was  empowered  to  let  the  house  in  apartments.  I 
never  had  one  lodger  who  stayed  more  than  three 
days.  I  do  not  tell  you  their  stories — to  no  two 
lodgers  have  there  been  exactly  the  same  pheno 
mena  repeated.  It  is  better  that  you  should  judge 
for  yourself,  than  enter  the  house  with  an  imagina 
tion  influenced  by  previous  narratives ;  only  be 
prepared  to  see  and  to  hear  something  or  other,  and 
take  whatever  precautions  you  yourself  please." 

"  Have  you  never  had  a  curiosity  yourself  to  pass 
a  night  in  that  house?" 

"  Yes.  I  passed  not  a  night,  but  three  hours  in 
broad  daylight  alone  in  that  house.  My  curiosity 
is  not  satisfied,  but  it  is  quenched.  I  have  no  de- 
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sire  to  renew  the  experiment.  You  cannot  com 
plain,  you  see,  sir,  that  I  am  not  sufficiently  candid  ; 
and  unless  your  interest  be  exceedingly  eager  and 
your  nerves  unusually  strong,  I  honestly  add,  that 
I  advise  you  not  to  pass  a  night  in  that  house." 

"  My  interest  is  exceedingly  keen,"  said  I,  "  and 
though  only  a  coward  will  boast  of  his  nerves  in 
situations  wholly  unfamiliar  to  him,  yet  my  nerves 
have  been  seasoned  in  such  variety  of  danger  that 
I  have  the  right  to  rely  on  them — even  in  a  haunted 
house." 

Mr  J said  very  little  more  ;  he  took  the  keys 

of  the  house  out  of  his  bureau,  gave  them  to  me, — 
and,  thanking  him  cordially  for  his  frankness,  and 
his  urbane  concession  to  my  wish,  I  carried  off  my 
prize. 

Impatient  for  the  experiment,  as  soon  as  I  reached 
home,  I  summoned  my  confidential  servant — a 
young  man  of  gay  spirits,  fearless  temper,  and  as 
free  from  superstitious  prejudice  as  any  one  I  could 
think  of. 

"  F /'  said  I,  "  you  remember  in  Germany 

how  disappointed  we  were  at  not  finding  a  ghost  in 
that  old  castle,  which  was  said  to  be  haunted  by  a 
headless  apparition  ?  Well,  I  have  heard  of  a  house 
in  London  which,  I  have  reason  to  hope,  is  decidedly 
haunted.  I  mean  to  sleep  there  to-night.  From 
what  I  hear,  there  is  no  doubt  that  something  will 
allow  itself  to  be  seen  or  to  be  heard — something, 
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perhaps,  excessively  horrible.  Do  you  think,  if  I 
take  you  with  me,  I  may  rely  on  your  presence  of 
mind,  whatever  may  happen?" 

"  Oh,  sir !  pray  trust  me,"  answered  F ,  grin 
ning  with  delight. 

"Very  well ;  then  here  are  the  keys  of  the  house 
— this  is  the  address.  Go  now, — select  for  me  any 
bedroom  you  please ;  and  since  the  house  has  not 
been  inhabited  for  weeks,  make  up  a  good  fire — air 
the  bed  well — see,  of  course,  that  there  are  candles 
as  well  as  fuel.  Take  with  you  my  revolver  and 
my  dagger — so  much  for  my  weapons — arm  your 
self  equally  well ;  and  if  we  are  not  a  match  for  a 
dozen  ghosts,  we  shall  be  but  a  sorry  couple  of 
Englishmen." 

I  was  engaged  for  the  rest  of  the  day  on  business 
so  urgent  that  I  had  not  leisure  to  think  much  on 
the  nocturnal  adventure  to  which  I  had  plighted  my 
honour.  I  dined  alone,  and  very  late,  and  while 
dining,  read,  as  is  my  habit.  The  volume  I  selected 
was  one  of  Macaulay's  Essays.  I  thought  to  myself 
that  I  would  take  the  book  with  me ;  there  was  so 
much  of  healthfulness  in  the  style,  and  practical  life 
in  the  subjects,  that  it  would  serve  as  an  antidote 
against  the  influences  of  superstitious  fancy. 

Accordingly,  about  half-past  nine,  I  put  the  book 
into  my  pocket,  and  strolled  leisurely  towards  the 
haunted  house.  I  took  with  me  a  favourite  dog, — 
an  exceedingly  sharp,  bold,  and  vigilant  bull-terrier, 
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— a  dog  fond  of  prowling  about  strange  ghostly 
corners  and  passages  at  night  in  search  of  rats — 
a  dog  of  dogs  for  a  ghost. 

It  was  a  summer  night,  but  chilly,  the  sky  some 
what  gloomy  and  overcast.  Still  there  was  a  moon 
— faint  and  sickly,  but  still  a  moon — and  if  the 
clouds  permitted,  after  midnight  it  would  be 
brighter. 

I  reached  the  house,  knocked,  and  my  servant 
opened  with  a  cheerful  smile. 

"  All  right,  sir,  and  very  comfortable." 

"  Oh  !  "  said  I,  rather  disappointed ;  "  have  you 
not  seen  nor  heard  anything  remarkable?" 

"  Well,  sir,  I  must  own  I  have  heard  something 
queer." 

"What?— what?" 

"  The  sound  of  feet  pattering  behind  me ;  and 
once  or  twice  small  noises  like  whispers  close  at  my 
ear — nothing  more." 

"  You  are  not  at  all  frightened  ?  " 

u  I !  not  a  bit  of  it,  sir ;  "  and  the  man's  bold  look 
reassured  me  on  one  point — viz.,  that,  happen  what 
might,  he  would  not  desert  me. 

We  were  in  the  hall,  the  street-door  closed,  and 
my  attention  was  now  drawn  to  my  dog.  He  had 
at  first  run  in  eagerly  enough,  but  had  sneaked 
back  to  the  door,  and  was  scratching  and  whining 
to  get  out.  After  patting  him  on  the  head,  and 
encouraging  him  gently,  the  dog  seemed  to  recon- 


10  TALES  FROM   "  BLACKWOOD." 

cile  himself  to  the  situation,  and  followed  me  and 
F—  —  through  the  house,  but  keeping  close  at  my 
heels  instead  of  hurrying  inquisitively  in  advance, 
which  was  his  usual  and  normal  habit  in  all  strange 
places.  We  first  visited  the  subterranean  apart 
ments,  the  kitchen  and  other  offices,  and  especially 
the  cellars,  in  which  last  there  were  two  or  three 
bottles  of  wine  still  left  in  a  bin,  covered  with  cob 
webs,  and  evidently,  by  their  appearance,  undis 
turbed  for  many  years.  It  was  clear  that  the  ghosts 
were  not  winebibbers.  For  the  rest  we  discovered 
nothing  of  interest.  There  was  a  gloomy  little  back 
yard,  with  very  high  walls.  The  stones  of  this  yard 
were  very  damp;  and  what  with  the  damp,  and  what 
with  the  dust  and  smoke-grime  on  the  pavement, 
our  feet  left  a  slight  impression  where  we  passed. 
And  now  appeared  the  first  strange  phenomenon 
witnessed  by  myself  in  this  strange  abode.  I  saw, 
just  before  me,  the  print  of  a  foot  suddenly  form 
itself,  as  it  were.  I  stopped,  caught  hold  of  my 
servant,  and  pointed  to  it.  In  advance  of  that  foot 
print  as  suddenly  dropped  another.  We  both  saw 
it.  I  advanced  quickly  to  the  place;  the  footprint 
kept  advancing  before  me,  a  small  footprint — the  foot 
of  a  child :  the  impression  was  too  faint  thoroughly 
to  distinguish  the  shape,  but  it  seemed  to  us  both 
that  it  was  the  print  of  a  naked  foot.  This  pheno 
menon  ceased  when  we  arrived  at  the  opposite  wall, 
nor  did  it  repeat  itself  on  returning.  We  remounted 
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the  stairs,  and  entered  the  rooms  on  the  ground  floor, 
a  dining  parlour,  a  small  back-parlour,  and  a  still 
smaller  third  room  that  had  been  probably  appro 
priated  to  a  footman — all  still  as  death.  We  then 
visited  the  drawing-rooms,  which  seemed  fresh  and 
new.  In  the  front  room  I  seated  myself  in  an  arm 
chair.  F placed  on  the  table  the  candlestick 

Avith  which  he  had  lighted  us.  I  told  him  to  shut 
the  door.  As  he  turned  to  do  so,  a  chair  opposite 
to  me  moved  from  the  wall  quickly  and  noiselessly, 
and  dropped  itself  about  a  yard  from  my  own  chair, 
immediately  fronting  it. 

"  Why,  this  is  better  than  the  turning -tables," 
said  I,  with  a  half  laugh ;  and  as  I  laughed,  my  dog 
put  back  his  head  and  howled. 

F ,  coming  back,  had  not  observed  the  move 
ment  of  the  chair.  He  employed  himself  now  in 
stilling  the  dog.  I  continued  to  gaze  on  the  chair, 
and  fancied  I  saw  on  it  a  pale  blue  misty  outline  of 
a  human  figure,  but  an  outline  so  indistinct  that  I 
could  only  distrust  my  own  vision.  The  dog  now 
was  quiet,  "  Put  back  that  chair  opposite  to  me," 
said  I  to  F ;  "  put  it  back  to  the  wall." 

F obeyed.     "  Was  that  you,  sir?"  said  he, 

turning  abruptly. 

"  I!—  what?" 

"  Why,  something  struck  me.  I  felt  it  sharply 
on  the  shoulder — just  here." 

"  No,"  said  I.      "  But  we  have  jugglers  present, 
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and  though  we  may  not  discover  their  tricks,  we 
shall  catch  them  before  they  frighten  us." 

We  did  not  stay  long  in  the  drawing-rooms — in 
fact,  they  felt  so  damp  and  so  chilly  that  I  was  glad 
to  get  to  the  fire  up -stairs.  We  locked  the  doors  of 
the  drawing-rooms — a  precaution  which,  I  should 
observe,  we  had  taken  with  all  the  rooms  we  had 
searched  below.  The  bedroom  my  servant  had  se 
lected  for  me  was  the  best  on  the  floor — a  large  one, 
with  two  windows  fronting  the  street.  The  four- 
posted  bed,  which  took  up  no  inconsiderable  space, 
was  opposite  to  the  fire,  which  burned  clear  and 
bright;  a  door  in  the  wall  to  the  left,  between  the 
bed  and  the  window,  communicated  with  the  room 
which  my  servant  appropriated  to  himself.  This 
last  was  a  small  room  with  a  sofa-bed,  and  had  no 
communication  with  the  landing-place — no  other 
door  but  that  which  conducted  to  the  bedroom  I  was 
to  occupy.  On  either  side  of  my  fireplace  was  a 
cupboard,  without  locks,  flushed  with  the  wall,  and 
covered  with  the  same  dull-brown  paper.  We  ex 
amined  these  cupboards — only  hooks  to  suspend 
female  dresses — nothing  else;  we  sounded  the  walls 
— evidently  solid — the  outer  walls  of  the  building. 
Having  finished  the  survey  of  these  apartments, 
warmed  myself  a  few  moments,  and  lighted  my 

cigar,  I  then,   still  accompanied  by  F ,  went 

forth  to  complete  my  reconnoitre.     In  the  landing- 
place  there  was  another  door ;  it  was  closed  firmly. 
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"  Sir,"  said  my  servant,  in  surprise,  "  I  unlocked  this 
door  with  all  the  others  when  I  first  came  ;  it  can 
not  have  got  locked  from  the  inside,  for  it  is  a " 

Before  he  hadfinished  his  sentence,  the  door,  which 
neither  of  us  then  was  touching,  opened  quietly  of 
itself.  We  looked  at  each  other  a  single  instant. 
The  same  thought  seized  both — some  human  agency 
might  be  detected  here.  I  rushed  in  first,  my  ser 
vant  followed.  A  small  blank  dreary  room  without 
furniture — a  few  empty  boxes  and  hampers  in  a 
corner — a  small  window — the  shutters  closed — not 
even  a  fireplace — no  other  door  but  that  by  which 
we  had  entered — no  carpet  on  the  floor,  and  the 
floor  seemed  very  old,  uneven,  worm-eaten,  mended 
here  and  there,  as  was  shown  by  the  whiter  patches 
on  the  wood ;  but  no  living  being,  and  no  visible 
place  in  which  a  living  being  could  have  hidden. 
As  we  stood  gazing  round,  the  door  by  which  we  had 
entered  closed  as  quietly  as  it  had  before  opened : 
we  were  imprisoned. 

For  the  first  time  I  felt  a  creep  of  undefinable 
horror.  Not  so  my  servant.  "  Why,  they  don't 
think  to  trap  us,  sir ;  I  could  break  that  trumpery 
door  with  a  kick  of  my  foot." 

"  Try  first  if  it  will  open  to  your  hand,"  said  I, 
shaking  off  the  vague  apprehension  that  had  seized 
me,  "  while  I  open  the  shutters  and  see  what  is 
without." 

I  unbarred  the  shutters — the  window  looked  on 


14  TALES  FROM    "  BLACK  WOOD." 

the  little  back-yard  I  have  before  described;  there 
was  no  ledge  without — nothing  but  sheer  descent. 
No  man  getting  out  of  that  window  would  have 
found  any  footing  till  he  had  fallen  on  the  stones 
below. 

F ,  meanwhile,  was  vainly  attempting  to  open 

the  door.  He  now  turned  round  to  me,  and  asked 
my  permission  to  use  force.  And  I  should  here 
state,  in  justice  to  the  servant,  that,  far  from  evinc 
ing  any  superstitious  terrors,  his  nerve,  composure, 
and  even  gaiety  amidst  circumstances  so  extraordi 
nary,  compelled  my  admiration,  and  made  me  con 
gratulate  myself  on  having  secured  a  companion  in 
every  way  fitted  to  the  occasion.  I  willingly  gave 
him  the  permission  he  required.  But  though  ho 
was  a  remarkably  strong  man,  his  force  was  as  idle 
as  his  milder  efforts  ;  the  door  did  not  even  shake  to 
his  stoutest  kick.  Breathless  and  panting,  he  de 
sisted.  I  then  tried  the  door  myself,  equally  in 
vain.  As  I  ceased  from  the  effort,  again  that  creep 
of  horror  came  over  me ;  but  this  time  it  was  more 
cold  and  stubborn.  I  felt  as  if  some  strange  and 
ghastly  exhalation  were  rising  up  from  the  chinks 
of  that  rugged  floor,  and  filling  the  atmosphere  with 
a  venomous  influence  hostile  to  human  life.  The 
door  now  very  slowly  and  quietly  opened  as  of  its 
own  accord.  We  precipitated  ourselves  into  the 
landing-place.  We  both  saw  a  large  pale  light — 
as  large  as  the  human  figure,  but  shapeless  and 
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unsubstantial — move  before  us,  and  ascend  the 
stairs  that  led  from  the  landing  into  the  attics.  I 
followed  the  light,  and  my  servant  followed  me.  It 
entered,  to  the  right  of  the  landing,  a  small  garret, 
of  which  the  door  stood  open.  I  entered  in  the  same 
instant.  The  light  then  collapsed  into  a  small 
globule,  exceedingly  brilliant  and  vivid;  rested  a 
moment  on  a  bed  in  the  corner,  quivered,  and  va 
nished.  We  approached  the  bed  and  examined  it — 
a  half-tester,  such  as  is  commonly  found  in  attics 
devoted  to  servants.  On  the  drawers  that  stood  near 
it  we  perceived  an  old  faded  silk  kerchief,  with  the 
needle  still  left  in  a  rent  half  repaired.  The  kerchief 
was  covered  with  dust ;  probably  it  had  belonged  to 
the  old  woman  who  had  last  died  in  that  house,  and 
this  might  have  been  her  sleeping-room.  I  had 
sufficient  curiosity  to  open  the  drawers :  there  were 
a  few  odds  and  ends  of  female  dress,  and  two  letters 
tied  round  with  a  narrow  ribbon  of  faded  yellow.  I 
took  the  liberty  to  possess  myself  of  the  letters. 
We  found  nothing  else  in  the  room  worth  noticing 
— nor  did  the  light  reappear;  but  we  distinctly 
heard,  as  we  turned  to  go,  a  pattering  footfall  on 
the  floor — -just  before  us.  We  went  through  the 
other  attics  (in  all  four),  the  footfall  still  preceding 
us.  Nothing  to  be  seen— nothing  but  the  footfall 
heard.  I  had  the  letters  in  my  hand  :  just  as  I  was 
descending  the  stairs  I  distinctly  felt  my  wrist 
seized,  and  a  faint  soft  effort  made  to  draw  the  let- 
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ters  from  my  clasp.  I  only  held  them  the  more 
tightly,  and  the  effort  ceased. 

We  regained  the  bedchamber  appropriated  to 
myself,  and  I  then  remarked  that  my  dog  had  not 
followed  us  when  we  had  left  it.  He  was  thrusting 
himself  close  to  the  fire,  and  trembling.  I  was  im 
patient  to  examine  the  letters ;  and  while  I  read 
them,  my  servant  opened  a  little  box  in  which  he 
had  deposited  the  weapons  I  had  ordered  him  to 
bring ;  took  them  out,  placed  them  on  a  table  close 
at  my  bed-head,  and  then  occupied  himself  in  sooth 
ing  the  dog,  who,  however,  seemed  to  heed  him 
very  little. 

The  letters  were  short — they  were  dated;  the 
dates  exactly  thirty-five  years  ago.  They  were 
evidently  from  a  lover  to  his  mistress,  or  a  husband 
to  some  young  wife.  Not  only  the  terms  of  ex 
pression,  but  a  distinct  reference  to  a  former  voyage, 
indicated  the  writer  to  have  been  a  seafarer.  The 
spelling  and  handwriting  were  those  of  a  man  im 
perfectly  educated,  but  still  the  language  itself  was 
forcible.  In  the  expressions  of  endearment  there 
was  a  kind  of  rough  wild  love  ;  but  here  and  there 
were  dark  unintelligible  hints  at  some  secret  not  of 
love — some  secret  that  seemed  of  crime.  "We 
ought  to  love  each  other,"  was  one  of  the  sentences 
I  remember,  "  for  how  every  one  else  would  execrate 
us  if  all  was  known."  Again  :  "  Don't  let  any  one 
be  in  the  same  room  with  you  at  night — you  talk 
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in  your  sleep."  And  again  :  "  What's  done  can't 
be  undone ;  and  I  tell  you  there's  nothing  against 
us  unless  the  dead  could  corne  to  life."  Here  there 
was  underlined  in  a  better  handwriting  (a  female's), 
"  They  do ! "  At  the  end  of  the  letter  latest 
in  date  the  same  female  hand  had  written  these 
words :  "  Lost  at  sea  the  4th  of  June,  the  same 
day  as ." 

I  put  down  the  letters,  and  began  to  muse  over 
their  contents. 

Fearing,  however,  that  the  train  of  thought  into 
which  I  fell  might  unsteady  my  nerves,  I  fully 
determined  to  keep  my  mind  in  a  fit  state  to  cope 
with  whatever  of  marvellous  the  advancing  night 
might  bring  forth.  I  roused  myself — laid  the  letters 
on  the  table — stirred  up  the  fire,  which  was  still 
bright  and  cheering — and  opened  my  volume  of 
Macaulay.  I  read  quietly  enough  till  about  half- 
past  eleven.  I  then  threw  myself  dressed  upon  the 
bed,  and  told  my  servant  he  might  retire  to  his  own 
room,  but  must  keep  himself  awake.  I  bade  him 
leave  open  the  door  between  the  two  rooms.  Thus 
alone,  I  kept  two  candles  burning  on  the  table  by 
my  bed-head.  I  placed  my  watch  beside  the 
weapons,  and  calmly  resumed  my  Macaulay.  Oppo 
site  to  me  the  fire  burned  clear ;  arid  on  the  hearth 
rug,  seemingly  asleep,  lay  the  dog.  In  about 
twenty  minutes  I  felt  an  exceedingly  cold  air  pass 
by  my  cheek,  like  a  sudden  draught.  I  fancied 
10  Q 
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the  door  to  my  right,  communicating  with  the  land 
ing-place,  must  have  got  open ;  but  no — it  was 
closed.  I  then  turned  my  glance  to  my  left,  and 
saw  the  flame  of  the  candles  violently  swayed  as  by 
a  wind.  At  the  same  moment  the  watch  beside  the 
revolver  softly  slid  from  the  table — softly,  softly — 
no  visible  hand — it  was  gone.  I  sprang  up,  seizing 
the  revolver  with  the  one  hand,  the  dagger  with 
the  other :  I  was  not  willing  that  my  weapons 
should  share  the  fate  of  the  watch.  Thus  armed,  I 
looked  round  the  floor — no  sign  of  the  watch.  Three 
slow,  loud,  distinct  knocks  were  now  heard  at  the 
bed-head ;  my  servant  called  out,  "  Is  that  you, 
sir?" 

"  No  ;  be  on  your  guard." 

The  dog  now  roused  himself  and  sat  on  his 
haunches,  his  ears  moving  quickly  backwards  and 
forwards.  He  kept  his  eyes  fixed  on  me  with  a 
look  so  strange  that  he  concentred  all  my  attention 
on  himself.  Slowly  he  rose  up,  all  his  hair  brist 
ling,  and  stood  perfectly  rigid,  and  with  the  same 
wild  stare.  I  had  no  time,  however,  to  examine 
the  dog.  Presently  my  servant  emerged  from  his 
room  ;  and  if  ever  I  saw  horror  in  the  human  face, 
it  was  then.  I  should  not  have  recognised  him  had 
we  met  in  the  street,  so  altered  was  every  linea 
ment.  He  passed  by  me  quickly,  saying  in  a  whis 
per  that  seemed  scarcely  to  come  from  his  lips,  "Run 
— run  1  it  is  after  me  1"  He  gained  the  door  to  the 


THE  HAUNTED  AND  THE  HAUNTERS.     19 

landing,  pulled  it  open,  and  rushed  forth.  I  fol 
lowed  him  into  the  landing  involuntarily,  calling  to 
him  to  stop  ;  but,  without  heeding  me,  he  bounded 
down  the  stairs,  clinging  to  the  balusters,  and  tak 
ing  several  steps  at  a  time.  I  heard,  where  I  stood, 
the  street-door  open — heard  it  again  clap  to.  I  was 
left  alone  in  the  haunted  house. 

It  was  but  for  a  moment  that  I  remained  unde 
cided  whether  or  not  to  follow  my  servant ;  pride 
and  curiosity  alike  forbade  so  dastardly  a  flight.  I 
re-entered  my  room,  closing  the  door  after  me,  and 
proceeded  cautiously  into  the  interior  chamber.  I 
encountered  nothing  to  justify  my  servant's  terror. 
I  again  carefully  examined  the  walls,  to  see  if  there 
were  any  concealed  door.  I  could  find  no  trace  of 
one — not  even  a  seam  in  the  dull-brown  paper  with 
which  the  room  was  hung.  How,  then,  had  the 
THING,  whatever  it  was,  which  had  so  scared  him, 
obtained  ingress  except  through  my  own  chamber? 

I  returned  to  my  room,  shut  and  locked  the  door 
that  opened  upon  the  interior  one,  and  stood  on  the 
hearth,  expectant  and  prepared.  I  now  perceived 
that  the  dog  had  slunk  into  an  angle  of  the  wall, 
and  was  pressing  himself  close  against  it,  as  if  liter 
ally  striving  to  force  his  way  into  it.  I  approached 
the  animal  and  spoke  to  it;  the  poor  brute  was 
evidently  beside  itself  with  terror.  It  showed  all 
its  teeth,  the  slaver  dropping  from  its  jaws,  and 
would  certainly  have  bitten  me  if  I  had  touched  it. 
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It  did  not  seem  to  recognise  me.  Whoever  has 
seen  at  the  Zoological  Gardens  a  rabbit  fascinated 
by  a  serpent,  cowering  in  a^jorner,  may  form  some 
idea  of  the  anguish  which  the  dog  exhibited.  Find 
ing  all  efforts  to  soothe  the  animal  in  vain,  and  fear 
ing  that  his  bite  might  be  as  venomous  in  that 
state  as  in  the  madness  of  hydrophobia,  I  left  him 
alone,  placed  my  weapons  on  the  table  beside  the 
fire,  seated  myself,  and  recommenced  my  Macaulay. 

Perhaps,  in  order  not  to  appear  seeking  credit 
for  a  courage,  or  rather  a  coolness,  which  the  reader 
may  conceive  I  exaggerate,  I  may  be  pardoned  if  I 
pause  to  indulge  in  one  or  two  egotistical  remarks. 

As  I  hold  presence  of  mind,  or  what  is  called 
courage,  to  bo  precisely  proportioned  to  familiarity 
with  the  circumstances  that  lead  to  it,  so  I  should 
say  that  I  had  been  long  sufficiently  familiar  with 
all  experiments  that  appertain  to  the  Marvellous. 
I  had  witnessed  many  very  extraordinary  pheno 
mena  in  various  parts  of  the  world — phenomena 
that  would  be  either  totally  disbelieved  if  I  stated 
them,  or  ascribed  to  supernatural  agencies.  Now, 
m^  theory  is  that  the  Supernatural  is  the  Impos 
sible,  and  that  what  is  called  supernatural  is  only 
a  something  in  the  laws  of  nature  of  which  we  have 
been  hitherto  ignorant.  Therefore,  if  a  ghost  rise 
before  me,  I  have  not  the  right  to  say,  "  So,  then, 
the  supernatural  is  possible,"  but  rather,  "  So,  then, 
the  apparition  of  a  ghost  is,  contrary  to  received 
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opinion,  within  the  laws  of  nature — i.  e.,  not  super 
natural." 

Now,  in  all  that  I  had  hitherto  witnessed,  and 
indeed  in  all  the  wonders  which  the  amateurs  of 
mystery  in  our  age  record  as  facts,  a  material 
living  agency  is  always  required.  On  the  Conti 
nent  you  will  find  still  magicians  who  assert  that 
they  can  raise  spirits.  Assume  for  the  moment 
that  they  assert  truly,  still  the  living  material  form 
of  the  magician  is  present;  and  he  is  the  material 
agency  by  which,  from  some  constitutional  peculi 
arities,  certain  strange  phenomena  are  represented 
to  your  natural  senses. . 

Accept,  again,  as  truthful,  the  tales  of  Spirit 
Manifestation  in  America — musical  or  other  sounds 
— writings  on  paper,  produced  by  no  discernible 
hand — articles  of  furniture  moved  without  apparent 
human  agency — or  the  actual  sight  and  touch  of 
hands,  to  which  no  bodies  seem  to  belong — still 
there  must  be  found  the  MEDIUM  or  living  being, 
with  constitutional  peculiarities  capable  of  obtain 
ing  these  signs.  In  fine,  in  all  such  marvels,  sup 
posing  even  that  there  is  no  imposture,  there  must 
be  a  human  being  like  ourselves,  by  whom,  or 
through  whom,  the  effects  presented  to  human 
beings  are  produced.  It  is  so  with  the  now  fami 
liar  phenomena  of  mesmerism  or  electro -biology ; 
the  mind  of  the  person  operated  on  is  affected 
through  a  material  living  agent.  Nor,  supposing 


22  TALES  FROM  "  BLACKWOOD." 

it  true  that  a  mesmerised  patient  can  respond  to  the 
will  or  passes  of  a  mesmeriser  a  hundred  miles  dis 
tant,  is  the  response  less  occasioned  by  a  material 
being ;  it  may  be  through  a  material  fluid — call  it 
Electric,  call  it  Odic,  call  it  what  you  will — which 
has  the  power  of  traversing  space  and  passing  ob 
stacles,  that  the  material  effect  is  communicated 
from  one  to  the  other.  Hence  all  that  I  had  hitherto 
witnessed,  or  expected  to  witness,  in  this  strange 
house,  I  believed  to  bo  occasioned  through  some 
agency  or  medium  as  mortal  as  myself;  and  this 
idea  necessarily  prevented  the  awe  with  which 
those  who  regard  as  supernatural  things  that  are  not 
within  the  ordinary  operations  of  nature,  might 
have  been  impressed  by  the  adventures  of  that 
memorable  night. 

As,  then,  it  was  my  conjecture  that  all  that  was 
presented,  or  would  be  presented,  to  my  senses, 
must  originate  in  some  human  being  gifted  by  con 
stitution  with  the  power  so  to  present  them,  and 
having  some  motive  so  to  do,  I  felt  an  interest  in 
my  theory  which,  in  its  way,  was  rather  philosophi 
cal  than  superstitious.  And  I  can  sincerely  say 
that  I  was  in  as  tranquil  a  temper  for  observation 
as  any  practical  experimentalist  could  be  in  await 
ing  the  effects  of  some  rare,  though  perhaps  peril 
ous,  chemical  combination.  Of  course,  the  more 
I  kept  my  mind  detached  from  fancy,  the  more  the 
temper  fitted  for  observation  would  be  obtained  j 
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and  "I  therefore  riveted  eye  and  thought  on  the 
strong  daylight  sense  in  the  page  of  my  Macaulay. 

I  now  became  aware  that  something  interposed 
between  the  page  and  the  light — the  page  was  over 
shadowed:  I  looked  up,  and  I  saw  what  I  shall  find 
it  very  difficult,  perhaps  impossible,  to  describe. 

It  was  a  Darkness  shaping  itself  out  of  the  air 
in  very  undefined  outline.  I  cannot  say  it  was  of 
a  human  form,  and  yet  it  had  more  resemblance  to 
a  human  form,  or  rather  shadow,  than  anything 
else.  As  it  stood,  wholly  apart  and  distinct  from 
the  air  and  the  light  around  it,  its  dimensions  seemed 
gigantic,  the  summit  nearly  touching  the  ceiling. 
While  I  gazed,  a  feeling  of  intense  cold  seized  me. 
An  iceberg  before  me  could  not  more  have  chilled 
me ;  nor  could  the  cold  of  an  iceberg  have  been  more 
purely  physical.  I  feel  convinced  that  it  was  not 
the  cold  caused  by  fear.  As  I  continued  to  gaze,  I 
thought — but  this  I  cannot  say  with  precision — 
that  I  distinguished  two  eyes  looking  down  on  me 
from  the  height.  One  moment  I  seemed  to  distin 
guish  them  clearly,  the  next  they  seemed  gone ;  but 
still  two  rays  of  a  pale-blue  light  frequently  shot 
through  the  darkness,  as  from  the  height  on  which 
I  half  believed,  half  doubted,  that  I  had  encoun 
tered  the  eyes. 

I  strove  to  speak — my  voice  utterly  failed  me ;  I 
could  only  think  to  myself,  "Is  this  fear?  it  is 
not  fear!"  I  strove  to  rise — in  vain;  I  felt  as  if 
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weighed  down  by  an  irresistible  force.  Indeed,  my 
impression  was  that  of  an  immense  and  overwhelm 
ing  Power  opposed  to  my  volition ;— that  sense  of 
utter  inadequacy  to  cope  with  a  force  beyond  men's, 
which  one  may  feel  physically  in  a  storm  at  sea,  in  a 
conflagration,  or  when  confronting  some  terrible 
wild  beast,  or  rather,  perhaps,  the  shark  of  the 
ocean,  I  felt  morally.  Opposed  to  my  will  was 
another  will,  as  far  superior  to  its  strength  as  storm, 
fire,  and  shark  are  superior  in  material  force  to  the 
force  of  men. 

And  now,  as  this  impression  grew  on  me,  now 
came,  at  last,  horror — horror  to  a  degree  that  no 
words  can  convey.  Still  I  retained  pride,  if  not 
courage;  and  in  my  own  mind  I  said,  "  This  is  hor 
ror,  but  it  is  not  fear;  unless  I  fear,  I  cannot  be 
harmed;  my  reason  rejects  this  thing;  it  is  an  illu 
sion — I  do  not  fear."  With  a  violent  effort  I  suc 
ceeded  at  last  in  stretching  out  my  hand  towards 
the  weapon  on  the  table :  as  I  did  so,  on  the  arm 
and  shoulder  I  received  a  strange  shock,  and  my 
arm  fell  to  my  side  powerless.  And  now,  to  add  to 
my  horror,  the  light  began  slowly  to  wane  from  the 
candles — they  were  not,  as  it  were,  extinguished, 
but  their  flame  seemed  very  gradually  withdrawn : 
it  was  the  same  with  the  fire — the  light  was  ex 
tracted  from  the  fuel ;  in  a  few  minutes  the  room 
was  in  utter  darkness.  The  dread  that  came  over 
me,  to  be  thus  in  the  dark  with  that  dark  Thing, 
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whose  power  was  so  intensely  felt,  brought  a  re 
action  of  nerve.  In  fact,  terror  had  reached  that 
climax,  that  either  my  senses  must  have  deserted 
me,  or  I  must  have  burst  through  the  spell.  I  did 
burst  through  it.  I  found  voice,  though  the  voice 
was  a  shriek.  I  remember  that  I  broke  forth  with 
words  like  these — "  I  do  not  fear,  my  soul  does  not 
fear;"  and  at  the  same  time  I  found  the  strength  to 
rise.  Still  in  that  profound  gloom  I  rushed  to  one 
of  the  windows — tore  aside  the  curtain — flung  open 
the  shutters ;  my  first  thought  was — LIGHT.  And 
when  I  saw  the  moon  high,  clear,  and  calm,  I  felt 
a  joy  that  almost  compensated  for  the  previous  ter 
ror.  There  was  the  moon,  there  was  also  the  light 
from  the  gas-lamps  in  the  deserted  slumberous  street. 
I  turned  to  look  back  into  the  room ;  the  moon  pene 
trated  its  shadow  very  palely  and  partially — but 
still  there  was  light.  The  dark  Thing,  whatever  it 
might  be,  was  gone — except  that  I  could  yet  see 
a  dim  shadow,  which  seemed  the  shadow  of  that 
shade,  against  the  opposite  wall. 

My  eye  now  rested  on  the  table,  and  from  under 
the  table  (which  was  without  cloth  or  cover — an  old 
mahogany  round  table)  there  rose  a  hand,  visible  as 
far  as  the  wrist.  It  was  a  hand,  seemingly,  as  much 
of  flesh  and  blood  as  my  own,  but  the  hand  of  an 
aged  person — lean,  wrinkled,  small  too — a  woman's 
hand.  That  hand  very  softly  closed  on  the  two 
letters  that  lay  on  the  table  :  hand  and  letters  both 


26  TALES  FROM 

vanished.  There  then  came  the  same  three  loiid 
measured  knocks  I  had  heard  at  the  bed-head  be 
fore  this  extraordinary  drama  had  commenced. 

As  those  sounds  slowly  ceased,  I  felt  the  whole 
room  vibrate  sensibly;  and  at  the  far  end  there  rose, 
as  from  the  floor,  sparks  or  globules  like  bubbles  of 
light,  many-coloured — green,  yellow,  fire-red,  azure. 
Up  and  down,  to  and  fro,  hither,  thither,  as  tiny 
Will-o'-the-Wisps,  the  sparks  moved,  slow  or  swift, 
each  at  its  own  caprice.  A  chair  (as  in  the  draw 
ing-room  below)  was  now  advanced  from  the  wall 
without  apparent  agency,  and  placed  at  the  oppo 
site  side  of  the  table.  Suddenly,  as  forth  from  the 
chair,  there  grew  a  Shape — a  woman's  shape.  It 
was  distinct  as  a  shape  of  life — ghastly  as  a  shape 
of  death.  The  face  was  that  of  youth,  with  a 
strange  mournful  beauty;  the  throat  and  shoulders 
were  bare,  the  rest  of  the  form  in  a  loose  robe  of 
cloudy  white.  It  began  sleeking  its  long  yellow 
hair,  which  fell  over  its  shoulders;  its  eyes  were 
not  turned  towards  me,  but  to  the  door;  it  seemed 
listening,  watching,  waiting.  The  shadow  of  the 
shade  in  the  background  grew  darker;  and  again  I 
thought  I  beheld  the  eyes  gleaming  out  from  the 
summit  of  the  shadow — eyes  fixed  upon  that  shape. 

As  if  from  the  door,  though  it  did  not  open,  there 
grew  out  another  shape,  equally  distinct,  equally 
ghastly — a  man's  shape — a  young  man's.  It  was 
in  the  dress  of  the  last  century,  or  rather  in  a  like- 
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ness  of  such  dress  ;  for  both  the  male  shape  and 
the  female,  though  defined,  were  evidently  unsub 
stantial,  impalpable — simulacra — phantasms  ;  and 
there  was  something  incongruous,  grotesque,  yet 
fearful,  in  the  contrast  between  the  elaborate  finery, 
the  courtly  precision  of  that  old-fashioned  garb, 
with  its  ruffles  and  lace  and  buckles,  and  the  corpse- 
like  aspect  and  ghost-like  stillness  of  the  flitting 
wearer,  Just  as  the  male  shape  approached  the 
female,  the  dark  Shadow  started  from  the  wall,  all 
three  for  a  moment  wrapped  in  darkness.  When  the 
pale  light  returned,  the  two  phantoms  were  as  if  in 
the  grasp  of  the  Shadow  that  towered  between 
them  ;  and  there  was  a  blood-stain  on  the  breast 
of  the  female  ;  and  the  phantom  male  was  leaning  on 
its  phantom  sword,  and  blood  seemed  trickling  fast 
from  the  ruffles,  from  the  lace;  and  the  darkness  of 
the  intermediate  Shadow  swallowed  them  up — they 
were  gone.  And  again  the  bubbles  of  light  shot,  and 
sailed,  and  undulated,  growing  thicker  and  thicker 
and  more  wildly  confused  in  their  movements. 

The  closet  door  to  the  right  of  the  fireplace  now 
opened,  and  from  the  aperture  there  came  the  form 
of  a  woman,  aged.  In  her  hand  she  held  letters — 
the  very  letters  over  which  I  had  seen  the  Hand 
close  ;  arid  behind  her  I  heard  a  footstep.  She 
turned  round  as  if  to  listen,  and  then  she  opened 
the  letters  and  seemed  to  read ;  and  over  her 
shoulder  I  saw  a  livid  face,  the  face  as  of  a  man 
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long  drowned — bloated,  bleached — seaweed  tangled 
in  its  dripping  hair  ;  and  at  her  feet  lay  a  form  as 
of  a  corpse,  and  beside  the  corpse  there  cowered  a 
child,  a  miserable  squalid  child,  with  famine  in  its 
cheeks  and  fear  in  its  eyes.  And  as  I  looked  in  the 
old  woman's  face,  the  wrinkles  and  lines  vanished, 
and  it  became  a  face  of  youth — hard-eyed,  stony, 
but  still  youth  ;  and  the  Shadow  darted  forth,  and 
darkened  over  these  phantoms  as  it  had  darkened 
over  the  last. 

Nothing  now  was  left  but  the  Shadow,  and  on 
that  my  eyes  were  intently  fixed,  till  again  eyes 
grew  out  of  the  Shadow — malignant,  serpent  eyes. 
And  the  bubbles  of  light  again  rose  and  fell, 
and  in  their  disordered,  irregular,  turbulent  maze, 
mingled  with  the  wan  moonlight.  And  now 
from  these  globules  themselves,  as  from  the 
shell  of  an  egg,  monstrous  things  burst  out ;  the 
air  grew  filled  with  them ;  Iarva3  so  bloodless 
and  so  hideous  that  I  can  in  no  way  describe 
them  except  to  remind  the  reader  of  the  swarming 
life  which  the  solar  microscope  brings  before  his 
eyes  in  a  drop  of  water — things  transparent,  supple, 
agile,  chasing  each  other,  devouring  each  other — 
forms  like  nought  ever  beheld  by  the  naked  eye. 
As  the  shapes  were  without  symmetry,  so  their 
movements  were  without  order.  In  their  very 
vagrancies  there  was  no  sport ;  they  came  round 
me  and  round,  thicker  and  faster  and  swifter, 
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swarming  over  my  head,  crawling  over  my  right 
arm,  which  was  outstretched  in  involuntary  com 
mand  against  all  evil  beings.  Sometimes  I  felt 
myself  touched,  but  not  by  them ;  invisible  hands 
touched  me.  Once  I  felt  the  clutch  as  of  cold  soft 
fingers  at  my  throat.  I  was  still  equally  conscious 
that  if  I  gave  way  to  fear  I  should  be  in  bodily 
peril ;  and  I  concentred  all  iny  faculties  in  the 
single  focus  of  resisting,  stubborn  will.  And  I 
turned  my  sight  from  the  shadow — above  all,  from 
those  strange  serpent  eyes — eyes  that  had  now 
become  distinctly  visible.  For  there,  though  in 
nought  else  around  me,  I  was  aware  that  there  was 
a  WILL,  and  a  will  of  intense,  creative,  working 
evil,  which  might  crush  down  my  own. 

The  pale  atmosphere  in  the  room  began  now  to 
redden  as  if  in  the  air  of  some  near  conflagration. 
The  larvae  grew  lurid  as  things  that  live  in  fire. 
Again  the  room  vibrated;  again  were  heard  the 
three  measured  knocks  ;  and  again  all  things  were 
swallowed  up  in  the  darkness  of  the  dark  Shadow, 
as  if  out  of  that  darkness  all  had  come,  into  that 
darkness  all  returned. 

As  the  gloom  receded,  the  Shadow  was  wholly 
gone.  Slowly  as  it  had  been  withdrawn,  the  flame 
grew  again  into  the  candles  on  the  table,  again 
into  the  fuel  in  the  grate.  The  whole  room  came 
once  more  calmly,  healthfully  into  sight. 

The  two  doors  were  still  closed,  the  door  com- 
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nmnioating  with  the  servant's  room  still  locked. 
In  the  corner  of  the  wall,  into  which  he  had  so 
convulsively  niched  himself,  lay  the  dog.  I  called 
to  him — no  movement ;  I  approached — the  animal 
was  dead ;  his  eyes  protruded  ;  his  tongue  out  of 
his  mouth  ;  the  froth  gathered  round  his  jaws.  I 
took  him  in  my  arms ;  I  brought  him  to  the  fire  ; 
I  felt  acute  grief  for  the  loss  of  my  poor  favourite 
— acute  self-reproach;  I  accused  myself  of  his 
death  ;  I  imagined  he  had  died  of  fright.  But 
what  was  my  surprise  on  finding  that  his  neck  was 
actually  broken — actually  twisted  out  of  the  verte 
bra?.  Had  this  been  done  in  the  dark? — must  it 
not  have  been  by  a  hand  human  as  mine  ? — 
must  there  not  have  been  a  human  agency  all  the 
while  in  that  room  ?  Good  cause  to  suspect  it.  I 
cannot  tell.  I  cannot  do  more  than  state  the  fact 
fairly ;  the  reader  may  draw  his  own  inference. 

Another  surprising  circumstance — my  watch  was 
restored  to  the  table  from  which  it  had  been  so 
mysteriously  withdrawn  ;  but  it  had  stopped  at  the 
very  moment  it  was  so  withdrawn;  nor,  despite  all  the 
skill  of  the  watchmaker,  has  it  ever  gone  since — that 
is,  it  will  go  in  a  strange  erratic  way  for  a  few  hours, 
and  then  come  to  a  dead  stop — it  is  worthless. 

Nothing  more  chanced  for  the  rest  of  the  night. 
Nor,  indeed,  had  I  long  to  wait  before  the  dawn 
broke.  Not  till  it  was  broad  daylight  did  I  quit 
the  haunted  house.  Before  I  did  so,  I  revisited  the 
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little  blind  room  in  which  my  servant  and  myself 
had  been  for  a  time  imprisoned.  I  had  a  strong 
impression — for  which  I  could  not  account — that 
from  that  room  had  originated  the  mechanism  ot 
the  phenomena — if  I  may  use  the  term — which 
had  been  experienced  in  my  chamber.  And  though 
I  entered  it  now  in  the  clear  day,  with  the  sun 
peering  through  the  filmy  window,  I  still  felt,  as  I 
stood  on  its  floor,  the  creep  of  the  horror  which  I 
had  first  there  experienced  the  night  before,  and 
which  had  been  so  aggravated  by  what  had  passed 
in  my  own  chamber.  I  could  not,  indeed,  bear  to 
stay  more  than  half  a  minute  within  those  walls. 
I  descended  the  stairs,  and  again  I  heard  the  foot 
fall  before  me  ;  and  when  I  opened  the  street  door, 
I  thought  I  could  distinguish  a  very  low  laugh.  I 
gained  my  own  home,  expecting  to  find  my  run 
away  servant  there.  But  he  had  not  presented 
himself ;  nor  did  I  hear  more  of  him  for  three  days, 
when  I  received  a  letter  from  him,  dated  from 
Liverpool,  to  this  effect : — 

"  HONOURED  SIR, — I  humbly  entreat  your  pardon, 
though  I  can  scarcely  hope  that  you  will  think  I 
deserve  it,  unless — which  Heaven  forbid  ! — you  saw 
what  I  did.  I  feel  that  it  will  be  years  before  1 
can  recover  myself ;  and  as  to  being  fit  for  service, 
it  is  out  of  the  question.  I  am  therefore  going  to 
my  brother-in-law  at  Melbourne.  The  ship  sails 
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to-morrow.  Perhaps  the  long  voyage  may  sot  me 
up.  I  do  nothing  now  but  start  and  tremble, 
and  fancy  it  is  behind  me.  I  humbly  beg  you, 
honoured  sir,  to  order  my  clothes,  and  whatever 
wages  are  due  to  me,  to  be  sent  to  my  mother's,  at 
Walworth, — John  knows  her  address." 

The  letter  ended  with  additional  apologies,  some 
what  incoherent,  and  explanatory  details  as  to 
effects  that  had  been  under  the  writer's  charge. 

This  flight  may  perhaps  warrant  a  suspicion  that 
the  man  wished  to  go  to  Australia,  and  had  been 
somehow  or  other  fraudulently  mixed  up  with  the 
events  of  the  night.  I  say  nothing  in  refutation  of 
that  conjecture  ;  rather,  I  suggest  it  as  one  that 
would  seem  to  many  persons  the  most  probable 
solution  of  improbable  occurrences.  My  own  theoiy 
remained  unshaken.  I  returned  in  tho  evening  to 
the  house,  to  bring  away  in  a  hack  cab  the  things 
I  had  left  there,  with  my  poor  dog's  body.  In  this 
task  I  was  not  disturbed,  nor  did  any  incident 
worth  note  befall  me,  except  that  still,  on  ascend 
ing  and  descending  the  stairs,  I  heard  the  same 
footfall  in  advance.  On  leaving  the  house,  I  went 

to  Mr  J 's.     He  was  at  home.      I  returned  him 

the  keys,  told  him  that  my  curiosity  was  suffici 
ently  gratified,  arid  was  about  to  relate  quickly 
what  had  passed,  when  he  stopped  me,  and  said, 
though  with  much  politeness,  that  he  had  no  longer 
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any  interest  in  a  mystery  which  none  had  ever 
solved. 

I  determined  at  least  to  tell  him  of  the  two  letters 
I  had  read,  as  well  as  of  the  extraordinary  manner 
in  which  they  had  disappeared,  and  I  then  inquired 
if  he  thought  they  had  been  addressed  to  the  woman 
who  had  died  in  the  house,  and  if  there  were  any 
thing  in  her  early  history  which  could  possibly  con 
firm  the  dark  suspicions  to  which  the  letters  gave 

rise.  Mr  J seemed  startled,  and,  after  musing 

a  few  moments,  answered,  "  I  am  but  little  acquaint 
ed  with  the  woman's  earlier  history,  except,  as  I 
before  told  you,  that  her  family  were  known  to  mine. 
But  you  revive  some  vague  reminiscences  to  her 
prejudice.  I  wTill  make  inquiries,  and  inform  you 
of  their  result.  Still,  even  if  we  could  admit  the 
popular  superstition  that  a  person  who  had  been 
either  the  perpetrator  or  the  victim  of  dark  crimes 
in  life  could  revisit,  as  a  restless  spirit,  the  scene  in 
which  those  crimes  had  been  committed,  I  should 
observe  that  the  house  was  infested  by  strange  sights 
and  sounds  before  the  old  woman  died — you  smile — 
what  would  you  say  ?" 

"  I  would  say  this,  that  I  am  convinced,  if  we 
could  get  to  the  bottom  of  these  mysteries,  we  should 
find  a  living  human  agency." 

l<  What !  you  believe  it  is  all  an  imposture  ?  for 
what  object?" 

"  Not  an  imposture  in  the  ordinary  sense  of  the 
10  R 
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word.  If  suddenly  I  were  to  sink  into  a  deep  sleep, 
from  which  you  could  not  awake  me,  but  in  that 
sleep  could  answer  questions  with  an  accuracy  which 
I  could  not  pretend  to  when  awake — tell  you  what 
money  you  had  in  your  pocket — nay,  describe  your 
very  thoughts — it  is  not  necessarily  an  imposture, 
any  more  than  it  is  necessarily  supernatural.  I 
should  be,  unconsciously  to  myself,  under  a  mes 
meric  influence,  conveyed  to  me  from  a  distance  by 
a  human  being  who  had  acquired  power  over  me  by 
previous  rapport" 

"  Granting  mesmerism,  so  far  carried,  to  be  a  fact, 
you  are  right.  And  you  would  infer  from  this 
that  a  mesmeriser  might  produce  the  extraordinary 
effects  you  and  others  have  witnessed  over  inani 
mate  objects — fill  the  air  witli  sights  and  sounds?" 

"  Or  impress  our  senses  with  the  belief  in  them — 
we  never  having  been  en  rapport  with  the  person 
acting  on  us  ?  No.  What  is  commonly  called 
mesmerism  could  not  do  this  ;  but  there  may  be  a 
power  akin  to  mesmerism,  and  superior  to  it — the 
power  that  in  the  old  days  was  called  Magic.  That 
such  a  power  may  extend  to  all  inanimate  objects 
of  matter,  I  do  not  say ;  but  if  so,  it  would  not  be 
against  nature,  only  a  rare  power  in  nature  which 
might  be  given  to  constitutions  with  certain  pecu 
liarities,  and  cultivated  by  practice  to  an  extraordi 
nary  degree.  That  such  a  power  might  extend  over 
the  dead — that  is,  over  certain  thoughts  and  memo- 
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ries  that  the  dead  may  still  retain — and  compel,  not 
that  which  ought  properly  to  be  called  the  SOUL, 
and  which  is  far  beyond  human  reach,  but  rather  a 
phantom  of  what  has  been  most  earth-stained  on 
earth,  to  make  itself  apparent  to  our  senses — is  a 
very  ancient  though  obsolete  theory,  upon  which  I 
will  hazard  no  opinion.  But  I  do  not  conceive  the 
power  would  be  supernatural.  Let  me  illustrate 
what  I  mean  from  an  experiment  which  Paracelsus 
describes  as  not  difficult,  and  which  the  author  of 
the  Curiosities  of  Literature  cites  as  credible : — A 
flower  perishes  ;  you  burn  it.  Whatever  were  the 
elements  of  that  flower  while  it  lived  are  gone,  dis 
persed,  you  know  not  whither  ;  you  can  never  dis 
cover  nor  re-collect  them.  But  you  can,  by  chemistry, 
out  of  the  burnt  dust  of  that  flower,  raise  a  spectrum 
of  the  flower,  just  as  it  seemed  in  life.  It  may  be 
the  same  with  the  human  being.  The  soul  has  as 
much  escaped  you  as  the  essence  or  elements  of  the 
flower.  Still  you  may  make  a  spectrum  of  it.  And 
this  phantom,  though  in  the  popular  superstition  it 
is  held  to  be  the  soul  of  the  departed,  must  not  be 
confounded  with  the  true  soul ;  it  is  but  the  eidolon 
of  the  dead  form.  Hence,  like  the  best-attested 
stories  of  ghosts  or  spirits,  the  thing  that  most 
strikes  us  is  the  absence  of  what  we  hold  to  be  soul ; 
that  is,  of  superior  emancipated  intelligence.  They 
come  for  little  or  no  object — they  seldom  speak,  if 
they  do  come  ;  they  utter  no  ideas  above  that  of  an 
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ordinary  person  on  earth.  American  spirit-seers 
have  published  volumes  of  communications  in  prose 
and  verso,  which  they  assert  to  be  given  in  the 
names  of  the  most  illustrious  dead — Shakespeare, 
Bacon — heaven  knows  whom.  Those  communica 
tions,  taking  the  best,  are  certainly  not  a  whit  of 
higher  order  than  would  be  communications  from 
living  persons  of  fair  talent  and  education;  they  are 
wondrously  inferior  to  what  Bacon,  Shakespeare,  and 
Plato  said  and  wrote  when  on  earth.  Nor,  what  is 
more  notable,  do  they  ever  contain  an  idea  that  was 
not  on  the  earth  before.  Wonderful,  therefore,  as 
such  phenomena  may  be  (granting  them  to  be  truth 
ful),  I  see  much  that  philosophy  may  question,  no 
thing  that  it  is  incumbent  on  philosophy  to  deny — 
viz.,  nothing  supernatural.  They  are  but  ideas  con 
veyed  somehow  or  other  (we  have  not  yet  discovered 
the  means)  from  one  mortal  brain  to  another.  Whe 
ther,  in  so  doing,  tables  walk  of  their  own  accord, 
or  fiend-like  shapes  appear  in  a  magic  circle,  or  body- 
less  hands  rise  and  remove  material  objects,  or  a 
Thing  of  Darkness,  such  as  presented  itself  to  me, 
freeze  our  blood — still  am  I  persuaded  that  these 
are  but  agencies  conveyed,  as  by  electric  wires,  to 
my  own  brain  from  the  brain  of  another.  In  some 
constitutions  there  is  a  natural  chemistry,  and  those 
may  produce  chernic  wonders — in  others  a  natural 
fluid,  call  it  electricity,  and  these  produce  electric 
wonders.  But  they  differ  in  this  from  Normal  Science 
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— they  are  alike  objectless,  purposeless,  puerile, 
frivolous.  They  lead  on  to  no  grand  results  ;  and 
therefore  the  world  does  not  heed,  and  true  sages 
have  not  cultivated  them.  But  sure  I  am,  that  of 
all  I  saw  or  heard,  a  man,  human  as  myself,  was  the 
remote  originator;  and  I  believe  unconsciously  to 
himself  as  to  the  exact  effects  produced,  for  this 
reason  :  no  two  persons,  you  say,  have  ever  told  you 
that  they  experienced  exactly  the  same  thing.  Well, 
observe,  no  two  persons  ever  experience  exactly  the 
same  dream.  If  this  were  an  ordinary  imposture, 
the  machinery  would  be  arranged  for  results  that 
would  but  little  vary ;  if  it  were  a  supernatural 
agency  permitted  by  the  Almighty,  it  would  surely 
be  for  some  definite  end.  These  phenomena  belong- 
to  neither  class  ;  my  persuasion  is,  that  they  origi 
nate  in  some  brain  now  far  distant;  that  that  brain 
had  no  distinct  volition  in  anything  that  occurred  ; 
that  what  does  occur  reflects  but  its  devious,  mot 
ley,  ever-shifting,  half-formed  thoughts  ;  in  short, 
that  it  has  been  but  the  dreams  of  such  a  brain  put 
into  action  and  invested  with  a  semi-substance. 
That  this  brain  is  of  immense  power,  that  it  can  set 
matter  into  movement,  that  it  is  malignant  and  de 
structive,  I  believe  :  some  material  force  must  have 
killed  my  dog ;  it  might,  for  aught  I  know,  have 
sufficed  to  kill  myself,  had  I  been  as  subjugated  by 
terror  as  the  dog — had  my  intellect  or  my  spirit 
given  me  no  countervailing  resistance  in  my  will." 
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"  It  killed  your  dog !  that  is  fearful !  indeed  it  is 
strange  that  no  animal  can  be  induced  to  stay  in 
that  house ;  not  even  a  cat.  Eats  and  mice  are 
never  found  in  it." 

"  The  instincts  of  the  brute  creation  detect  influ 
ences  deadly  to  their  existence.  Man's  reason  has 
a  sense  less  subtle,  because  it  has  a  resisting  power 
more  supremo.  But  enough ;  do  you  comprehend 
my  theory  ?  " 

"  Yes,  though  imperfectly — and  I  accept  any 
crotchet  (pardon  the  word),  however  odd,  rather 
than  embrace  at  once  the  notion  of  ghosts  and  hob 
goblins  we  imbibed  in  our  nurseries.  Still,  to  my 
unfortunate  house  the  evil  is  the  same.  What  on 
earth  can  I  do  with  the  house  ?  " 

"  I  will  tell  you  what  I  would  do.  I  am  con 
vinced  from  my  own  internal  feelings  that  the  small 
unfurnished  room  at  right  angles  to  the  door  of  the 
bedroom  which  I  occupied,  forms  a  starting-point 
or  receptacle  for  the  influences  which  haunt  the 
house  ;  and  I  strongly  advise  you  to  have  the  walls 
opened,  the  floor  removed — nay,  the  whole  room 
pulled  down.  I  observe  that  it  is  detached  from 
the  body  of  the  house,  built  over  the  small  back 
yard,  and  could  be  removed  without  injury  to  the 
rest  of  the  building." 

"  And  you  think,  if  I  did  that — 

"  You  would  cut  off  the  telegraph  wires.  Try  it. 
I  am  so  persuaded  that  I  am  right,  that  I  will  pay 


THE  HAUNTED  AND  THE  HAUNTERS.     39 

half  the  expense  if  you  will  allow  me  to  direct  the 
operations." 

"  Nay,  I  am  well  able  to  afford  the  cost ;  for  the 
rest,  allow  me  to  write  to  you." 

About  ten  days  afterwards  I  received  a  letter 

from  Mr  J ,  telling  me  that  he  had  visited  the 

house  since  I  had  seen  him ;  that  he  had  found  the 
two  letters  I  had  described,  replaced  in  the  drawer 
from  which  I  had  taken  them;  that  he  had  read 
them  with  misgivings  like  my  own ;  that  he  had 
instituted  a  cautious  inquiry  about  the  woman  to 
whom  I  rightly  conjectured  they  had  been  written. 
It  seemed  that  thirty-six  years  ago  (a  year  before 
the  date  of  the  letters)  she  had  married,  against 
the  wish  of  her  relatives,  an  American  of  very  sus 
picious  character;  in  fact,  he  was  generally  believed 
to  have  been  a  pirate.  She  herself  was  the  daughter 
of  very  respectable  tradespeople,  and  had  served  in 
the  capacity  of  a  nursery  governess  before  her  mar 
riage.  She  had  a  brother,  a  widower,  who  was  con 
sidered  wealthy,  and  who  had  one  child  of  about  six 
years  old.  A  month  after  the  marriage,  the  body  of 
this  brother  was  found  in  the  Thames,  near  London 
Bridge ;  there  seemed  some  marks  of  violence  about 
his  throat,  but  they  were  not  deemed  sufficient  to 
warrant  the  inquest  in  any  other  verdict  than  that 
of  "  found  drowned." 

The  American  and  his  wife  took  charge  of  the 
little  boy,  the  deceased  brother  having  by  his  will 
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left  his  sister  the  guardian  of  his  only  child — and 
in  event  of  the  child's  death,  the  sister  inherited. 
The  child  died  about  six  months  afterwards — it  was 
supposed  to  have  been  neglected  and  ill-treated. 
The  neighbours  deposed  to  have  heard  it  shriek  at 
night.  The  surgeon  who  had  examined  it  after 
death,  said  that  it  was  emaciated  as  if  from  want 
of  nourishment,  and  the  body  was  covered  with 
livid  bruises.  It  seemed  that  one  winter  night  the 
child  had  sought  to  escape  —  crept  out  into  the 
back -yard — tried  to  scale  the  wall — fallen  back 
exhausted,  and  been  found  at  morning  on  the  stones 
in  a  dying  state.  But  though  there  was  some  evi 
dence  of  cruelty,  there  was  none  of  murder  ;  and 
the  aunt  and  her  husband  had  sought  to  palliate 
cruelty  by  alleging  the  exceeding  stubbornness  and 
perversity  of  the  child,  who  was  declared  to  be  half 
witted.  Be  that  as  it  may,  at  the  orphan's  death 
the  aunt  inherited  her  brother's  fortune.  Before 
the  first  wedded  year  was  out,  the  American  quitted 
England  abruptly,  and  never  returned  to  it.  He 
obtained  a  cruising  vessel,  which  was  lost  in  the 
Atlantic  two  years  afterwards.  The  widow  was 
left  in  affluence  ;  but  reverses  of  various  kinds  had 
befallen  her :  a  bank  broke — an  investment  failed 
— she  went  into  a  small  business  and  became  in 
solvent —  then  she  entered  into  service,  sinking 
lower  and  lower,  from  housekeeper  down  to  maid- 
of-all-work — never  long  retaining  a  place,  though 
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nothing  peculiar  against  her  character  was  ever 
alleged.  She  was  considered  sober,  honest,  and 
peculiarly  quiet  in  her  ways  ;  still  nothing  pros 
pered  with  her.  And  so  she  had  dropped  into  the 

workhouse,  from  which  Mr  J had  taken  her, 

to  be  placed  in  charge  of  the  very  house  which  she 
had  rented  as  mistress  in  the  first  year  of  her  wedded 
life. 

Mr  J added  that  he  had  passed  an  hour  alone 

in  the  unfurnished  room  which  I  had  urged  him  to 
destroy,  and  that  his  impressions  of  dread  while 
there  were  so  great,  though  he  had  neither  heard 
nor  seen  anything,  that  he  was  eager  to  have  the 
walls  bared  and  the  floors  removed  as  I  had  sug 
gested.  He  had  engaged  persons  for  the  work,  and 
would  commence  any  day  I  would  name. 

The  day  was  accordingly  fixed.  I  repaired  to 
the  haunted  house — we  went  into  the  blind  dreary 
room,  took  up  the  skirting,  and  then  the  floors. 
Under  the  rafters,  covered  with  rubbish,  was  found 
a  trap-door,  quite  large  enough  to  admit  a  man.  It 
was  closely  nailed  down,  with  clamps  and  rivets  of 
iron.  On  removing  these  we  descended  into  a  room 
below,  the  existence  of  which  had  never  been  sus 
pected.  In  this  room  there  had  been  a  window  and 
a  flue,  but  they  had  been  bricked  over,  evidently  for 
many  years.  By  the  help  of  candles  we  examined 
this  place ;  it  still  retained  some  mouldering  furni 
ture — three  chairs,  an  oak  settle,  a  table — all  of  the 
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fashion  of  about  eighty  years,  ago.  There  was  a 
chest  of  drawers  against  the  wall,  in  which  we 
found,  half-rotted  away,  old-fashioned  articles  of  a 
man's  dress,  such  as  might  have  been  worn  eighty 
or  a  hundred  years  ago  by  a  gentleman  of  some 
rank — costly  steel  buckles  and  buttons,  like  those 
yet  worn  in  court-dresses — a  handsome  court  sword 
— in  a  waistcoat  which  had  once  been  rich  with 
gold-lace,  but  which  was  now  blackened  and  foul 
with  damp,  we  found  five  guineas,  a  few  silver 
coins,  and  an  ivory  ticket,  probably  for  some  place 
of  entertainment  long  since  passed  away.  But  our 
main  discovery  was  in  a  kind  of  iron  safe  fixed  to 
the  wall,  the  lock  of  which  it  cost  us  much  trouble 
to  get  picked. 

In  this  safe  were  three  shelves  and  two  small 
drawers.  Kanged  on  the  shelves  were  several  small 
bottles  of  crystal,  hermetically  stopped.  They  con 
tained  colourless  volatile  essences,  of  what  nature  I 
shall  say  no  more  than  that  they  were  not  poisons 
— phosphor  arid  ammonia  entered  into  some  of  them. 
There  were  also  some  very  curious  glass  tubes,  and 
a  small  pointed  rod  of  iron,  with  a  large  lump  of 
rock-crystal,  and  another  of  amber — also  a  loadstone 
of  great  power. 

In  one  of  the  drawers  we  found  a  miniature  por 
trait  set  in  gold,  and  retaining  the  freshness  of  its 
colours  most  remarkably,  considering  the  length  of 
time  it  had  probably  been  there.  The  portrait  was 


THE  HAUNTED  ANt)  THE  HAUNTERS.     43 

that  of  a  man  who  might  be  somewhat  advanced  in 
middle  life,  perhaps  forty-seven  or  forty-eight. 

It  was  a  most  peculiar  face — a  most  impressive 
face.  If  you  could  fancy  some  mighty  serpent 
transformed  into  man,  preserving  in  the  human 
lineaments  the  old  serpent  type,  you  would  have  a 
better  idea  of  that  countenance  than  long  descrip 
tions  can  convey :  the  width  and  flatness  of  frontal 
— the  tapering  elegance  of  contour  disguising  the 
strength  of  the  deadly  jaw — the  long,  large,  terrible 
eye,  glittering  and  green  as  the  emerald — and  withal 
a  certain  ruthless  calm,  as  if  from  the  consciousness 
of  an  immense  power.  The  strange  thing  was  this 
— the  instant  I  saw  the  miniature  I.  recognised  a 
startling  likeness  to  one  of  the  rarest  portraits  in 
the  world — the  portrait  of  a  man  of  a  rank  only 
below  that  of  royalty,  who  in  his  own  day  had  made 
a  considerable  noise.  History  says  little  or  nothing 
of  him ;  but  search  the  correspondence  of  his  con 
temporaries,  and  you  find  reference  to  his  wild  dar 
ing,  his  bold  profligacy,  his  restless  spirit,  his  taste 
for  the  occult  sciences.  While  still  in  the  meridian 
of  life  he  died  and  was  buried,  so  say  the  chronicles, 
in  a  foreign  land.  He  died  in  time  to  escape  the 
grasp  of  the  law,  for  he  was  accused  of  crimes 
which  would  have  given  him  to  the  headsman. 
After  his  death,  the  portraits  of  him,  which  had 
been  numerous,  for  he  had  been  a  munificent  en- 
courager  of  art,  were  bought  up  and  destroyed — it 
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was  supposed  by  his  heirs,  who  might  have  been 
glad  could  they  have  razed  his  very  name  from 
their  splendid  line.  He  had  enjoyed  a  vast  wealth; 
a  large  portion  of  this  was  believed  to  have  been 
embezzled  by  a  favourite  astrologer  or  soothsayer 
— at  all  events,  it  had  unaccountably  vanished  at 
the  time  of  his  death.  One  portrait  alone  of  him 
was  supposed  to  have  escaped  the  general  destruc 
tion  ;  I  had  seen  it  in  the  house  of  a  collector  some 
months  before.  It  had  made  on  me  a  wonderful 
impression,  as  it  does  on  all  who  behold  it — a  face 
never  to  be  forgotten ;  and  there  was  that  face  in 
the  miniature  that  lay  within  my  hand.  True,  that 
in  the  miniature  the  man  was  a  few  years  older 
than  in  the  portrait  I  had  seen,  or  than  the  original 
was  even  at  the  time  of  his  death.  But  a  few  years! 
— why,  between  the  date  in  which  flourished  that 
direful  noble  and  the  date  in  which  the  miniature 
was  evidently  painted,  there  was  an  interval  of 
more  than  two  centuries.  While  I  was  thus  gazing, 
silent  and  wondering,  Mr  J said, 

"  But  is  it  possible  ?     I  have  known  this  man." 

"  How — where  ?  "  cried  I. 

"  In  India.  He  was  high  in  the  confidence  of 

the  Rajah  of ,  and  well-nigh  drew  him  into  a 

revolt  which  would  have  lost  the  Rajah  his  do 
minions.  The  man  was  a  Frenchman — his  name 

De  V j  clever,  bold,  lawless.  We  insisted  on 

his  dismissal  and  banishment :  it  must  be  the  same 
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man — no  two  faces  like  his — yet  this  miniature 
seems  nearly  a  hundred  years  old." 

Mechanically  I  turned  round  the  miniature  to 
examine  the  back  of  it,  and  on  the  back  was  en 
graved  a  pentacle  ;  in  the  middle  of  the  pentacle  a 
ladder,  and  the  third  step  of  the  ladder  was  formed 
by  the  date  1765.  Examining  still  more  minutely, 
I  detected  a  spring ;  this,  on  being  pressed,  opened 
the  back  of  the  miniature  as  a  lid.  Within-side 
the  lid  were  engraved,  "  Mariana  to  thee — Be 
faithful  in  life  and  in  death  to  • /'  Here  fol 
lows  a  name  that  I  will  not  mention,  but  it  was 
not  unfamiliar  to  me.  I  had  heard  it  spoken  of  by 
old  men  in  my  childhood  as  the  name  borne  by  a 
dazzling  charlatan  who  had  made  a  great  sensation 
in  London  for  a  year  or  so,  and  had  fled  the  country 
on  the  charge  of  a  double  murder  within  his  own 
house — that  of  his  mistress  and  his  rival.  I  said 

nothing  of  this  to  Mr  J ,  to  whom  reluctantly 

I  resigned  the  miniature. 

We  had  found  no  difficulty  in  opening  the  first 
drawer  within  the  iron  safe ;  we  found  great  diffi 
culty  in  opening  the  second :  it  was  not  locked, 
but  it  resisted  all  efforts,  till  we  inserted  in  the 
chinks  the  edge  of  a  chisel  When  we  had  thus 
drawn  it  forth,  we  found  a  very  singular  apparatus 
in  the  nicest  order.  Upon  a  small  thin  book,  or 
rather  tablet,  was  placed  a  saucer  of  crystal ;  this 
saucer  was  filled  with  a  clear  liquid — on  that  liquid 
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floated  a  kind  of  compass,  with  a  needle  shifting 
rapidly  round ;  but  instead  of  the  usual  points  of  a 
compass  were  seven  strange  characters,  not  very 
unlike  those  used  by  astrologers  to  denote  the 
planets.  A  very  peculiar,  but  not  strong  nor  dis 
pleasing  odour,  came  from  this  drawer,  which  was 
lined  with  a  wood  that  we  afterwards  discovered  to 
bo  hazel.  Whatever  the  cause  of  this  odour,  it  pro 
duced  a  material  effect  on  the  nerves.  We  all  felt 
it,  even  the  two  workmen  who  were  in  the  room — 
a  creeping  tingling  sensation  from  the  tips  of  the 
fingers  to  the  roots  of  the  hair.  Impatient  to  ex 
amine  the  tablet  I  removed  the  saucer.  As  I  did 
BO  the  needle  of  the  compass  went  round  and  round 
with  exceeding  swiftness,  and  I  felt  a  shock  that 
ran  through  my  whole  frame,  so  that  I  dropped 
the  saucer  on  the  floor.  The  liquid  was  spilt — the 
saucer  was  broken — the  compass  rolled  to  the  end 
of  the  room — and  at  that  instant  the  walls  shook 
to  and  fro,  as  if  a  giant  had  swayed  and  rocked 
them. 

The  two  workmen  were  so  frightened  that  they 
ran  up  the  ladder  by  which  we  had  descended  from 
the  trap-door;  but  seeing  that  nothing  more  hap 
pened,  they  were  easily  induced  to  return. 

Meanwhile  I  had  opened  the  tablet :  it  was 
bound  in  plain  red  leather,  with  a  silver  clasp ; 
it  contained  but  one  sheet  of  thick  vellum,  and  on 
that  sheet  were  inscribed,  within  a  double  pentacle, 


THE  HAUNTED  AND  THE  HAUNTERS.     47 

words  in  old  monkish  Latin,  which  are  literally  to 
be  translated  thus : — "  On  all  that  it  can  reach 
within  these  walls — sentient  or  inanimate,  living 
or  dead — as  moves  the  needle,  so  work  my  will  1 
Accursed  be  the  house,  and  restless  be  the  dwellers 
therein." 

We  found  no  more.  Mr  J burnt  the  tablet 

and  its  anathema.  He  razed  to  the  foundations 
the  part  of  the  building  containing  the  secret  room 
with  the  chamber  over  it.  He  had  then  the  courage 
to  inhabit  the  house  himself  for  a  month,  and  a 
quieter,  better-conditioned  house  could  not  be  found 
in  all  London.  Subsequently  he  let  it  to  advan 
tage,  and  his  tenant  has  made  no  complaints. 

But  my  story  is  not  yet  done.  A  few  days  after 

Mr  J had  removed  into  the  house,  I  paid  him 

a  visit.  We  were  standing  by  the  open  window 
and  conversing.  A  van  containing  some  articles  of 
furniture  which  he  was  moving  from  his  former 
house  was  at  the  door.  I  had  just  urged  on  him 
my  theory,  that  all  those  phenomena  regarded  as 
supermundane  had  emanated  from  a  human  brain  ; 
adducing  the  charm  or  rather  curse  we  had  found 
and  destroyed  in  support  of  my  philosophy.  Mr 
J •  was  observing  in  reply,  "  That  even  if  mes 
merism,  or  whatever  analogous  power  it  might  be 
called,  could  really  thus  work  in  the  absence  of  the 
operator,  and  produce  effects  so  extraordinary,  still 
could  those  effects  continue  when  the  operator  him- 


48  TALES  FROM   "  BLACKVVOOD." 

self  was  dead  ?  and  if  the  spell  had  been  wrought, 
and,  indeed,  the  room  walled  up,  more  than  seventy 
years  ago,  the  probability  was,  that  the  operator 

had  long  since  departed  this  life ; "  Mr  J ,  I 

say,  was  thus  answering,  when  I  caught  hold  of  his 
arm  and  pointed  to  the  street  below. 

A  well-dressed  man  had  crossed  from  the  oppo 
site  side,  and  was  accosting  the  carrier  in  charge 
of  the  van.  'His  face,  as  he  stood,  was  exactly 
fronting  our  window.  It  was  the  face  of  the 
miniature  we  had  discovered ;  it  was  the  face  of 
the  portrait  of  the  noble  three  centuries  ago. 

"  Good  heavens  !  "  cried  Mr  J ,  "  that  is  the 

face  of  De  V ,  and  scarcely  a  day  older  than 

when  I  saw  it  in  the  Eajah's  court  in  my  youth ! " 

Seized  by  the  same  thought,  we  both  hastened 
down  stairs.  I  was  first  in  the  street;  but  the 
man  had  already  gone.  I  caught  sight  of  him, 
however,  not  many  yards  in  advance,  and  in  another 
moment  I  was  by  his  side. 

I  had  resolved  to  speak  to  him,  but  when  I  looked 
into  his  face,  I  felt  as  if  it  were  impossible  to  do 
so.  That  eye — the  eye  of  the  serpent — fixed  and 
held  me  spellbound.  And  withal,  about  the  man's 
whole  person  there  was  a  dignity,  an  air  of  pride 
and  station  and  superiority,  that  would  have  made 
any  one,  habituated  to  the  usages  of  the  world, 
hesitate  long  before  venturing  upon  a  liberty  or  im 
pertinence.  And  what  could  I  say  ?  what  was  it  I 
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would  ask?  Thus  ashamed  of  my  first  impulse,  I 
fell  a  few  paces  back,  still,  however,  following  the 
stranger,  undecided  what  else  to  do.  Meanwhile 
he  turned  the  corner  of  the  street ;  a  plain  carriage 
was  in  waiting,  with  a  servant  out  of  livery  dressed 
like  a  valet- de-place  at  the  carriage-door.  In  an 
other  moment  he  had  stepped  into  the  carriage, 
and  it  drove  off.  I  returned  to  the  house.  Mr 

J was  still  at  the  street  door.     He  had  asked 

the  carrier  what  the  stranger  had  said  to  him. 

"  Merely  asked,  whom  that  house  now  belonged 
to." 

The  same  evening  I  happened  to  go  with  a  friend 
to  a  place  in  town  called  the  Cosmopolitan  Club,  a 
place  open  to  men  of  all  countries,  all  opinions,  all 
degrees.  One  orders  one's  coffee,  smokes  one's 
cigar.  One  is  always  sure  to  meet  agreeable, 
sometimes  remarkable  persons. 

I  had  not  been  two  minutes  in  the  room  before  I 
beheld  at  a  table,  conversing  with  an  acquaintance 

of  mine,  whom  I  will  designate  by  the  initial  G , 

the  man — the  Original  of  the  Miniature.  He  was 
now  without  his  hat,  and  the  likeness  was  yet 
more  startling,  only  I  observed  that  while  he  was 
conversing  there  was  less  severity  in  the  counten 
ance  ;  there  was  even  a  smile,  though  a  very  quiet 
and  very  cold  one.  The  dignity  of  mien  I  had 
acknowledged  in  the  street  was  also  more  striking  j 

10  8 
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a  dignity  akin  to  that  which  invests  some  prince  of 
the  East — conveying  the  idea  of  supreme  indiffer 
ence,  and  habitual,  indisputable,  indolent,  but  resist 
less  power. 

G soon  after  left  the  stranger,  who  then 

took  up  a  scientific  journal,  which  seemed  to  absorb 
his  attention. 

I  drew  G aside — "  Who  and  what  is  that 

gentleman?" 

"  That  ?  Oh,  a  very  remarkable  man  indeed.  I 
met  him  last  year  amidst  the  caves  of  Petra — the 
scriptural  Edom.  He  is  the  best  Oriental  scholar 
I  know.  We  joined  company,  had  an  adventure 
with  robbers,  in  which  he  showed  a  coolness  that 
saved  our  lives  ;  afterwards  he  invited  me  to  spend 
a  day  with  him  in  a  house  he  had  bought  at  Da 
mascus — a  house  buried  amongst  almond-blossoms 
and  roses — the  most  beautiful  thing!  He  had 
lived  there  for  some  years,  quite  as  an  Oriental,  in 
grand  style.  I  half  suspect  he  is  a  renegade,  im 
mensely  rich,  very  odd ;  by  the  by,  a  great  mes- 
meriser.  I  have  seen  him  with  my  own  eyes  pro 
duce  an  effect  on  inanimate  things.  If  you  take  a 
letter  from  your  pocket  and  throw  it  to  the  other 
end  of  the  room,  he  will  order  it  to  come  to  his 
feet,  and  you  will  see  the  letter  wriggle  itself  along 
the  floor  till  it  has  obeyed  his  command.  ;Pon  niy 
honour  'tis  true :  I  have  seen  him  affect  even  the 
weather,  disperse  or  collect  clouds,  by  means  of  a 
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glass  tube  or  wand.  But  he  does  not  like  talking 
of  these  matters  to  strangers.  He  has  only  just 
arrived  in  England ;  says  he  has  not  been  here  for 
a  great  many  years  ;  let  me  introduce  him  to  you." 
"  Certainly !  He  is  English  then  ?  What  is  his 
name?" 

"  Oh! — a  very  homely  one — Eichards." 
"  And  what  is  his  birth — his  family?'"1 
"  How  do  I  know  ?  What  does  it  signify  ? — no 
doubt  some  parvenu,  but  rich — so  infernally  rich ! " 
G drew  me  up  to  the  stranger,  and  the  in 
troduction  was  effected.  The  manners  of  Mr  Eich- 
ards  were  not  those  of  an  adventurous  traveller. 
Travellers  are  in  general  constitutionally  gifted 
with  high  animal  spirits ;  they  are  talkative,  eager, 
imperious.  Mr  Kichards  was  calm  and  subdued  in 
tone,  with  manners  which  were  made  distant  by  the 
loftiness  of  punctilious  courtesy — the  manners  of  a 
former  age.  I  observed  that  the  English  he  spoke 
was  not  exactly  of  our  day.  I  should  even  have 
said  that  the  accent  was  slightly  foreign.  But  then 
Mr  Eichards  remarked  that  he  had  been  little  in  the 
habit  for  many  years  of  speaking  in  his  native  tongue. 
The  conversation  fell  upon  the  changes  in  the  aspect 
of  London  since  he  had  last  visited  our  metropolis. 
G then  glanced  off  to  the  moral  changes — lite 
rary,  social,  political — the  great  men  who  were  re 
moved  from  the  stage  within  the  last  twenty  years 
— the  new  great  men  who  were  coming  on.  In  all 
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this  Mr  Kicliards  evinced  no  interest.  He  had  evi 
dently  read  none  of  our  living  authors,  and  seemed 
scarcely  acquainted  by  name  with  our  younger 
statesmen.  Once  and  only  once  he  laughed;  it 

was  when  G asked  him  whether  he  had  any 

thoughts  of  getting  into  Parliament.  And  the  laugh 
was  inward — sarcastic — sinister — a  sneer  raised 

into  a  laugh.  After  a  few  minutes  G left 

us  to  talk  to  some  other  acquaintances  who  had 
just  lounged  into  the  room,  and  I  then  said, 
quietly — 

"  I  have  seen  a  miniature  of  you,  Mr  Richards, 
in  the  house  you  once  inhabited,  and  perhaps  built, 

if  not  wholly,  at  least  in  part,  in Street.  You 

passed  by  that  house  this  morning." 

Not  till  I  had  finished  did  I  raise  my  eyes  to  his, 
and  then  his  fixed  my  gaze  so  steadfastly  that  I 
could  not  withdraw  it — those  fascinating  serpent 
eyes.  But  involuntarily,  and  as  if  the  words  that 
translated  my  thought  were  dragged  from  me,  I 
added,  in  a  low  whisper,  "  I  have  been  a  student  in 
the  mysteries  of  life  and  nature  ;  of  those  mysteries 
I  have  known  the  occult  professors.  I  have  the 
right  to  speak  to  you  thus."  And  I  uttered  a  cer 
tain  pass-word. 

"  Well,"  said  he,  dryly,  "  I  concede  the  right — 
what  would  you  ask  ? " 

"  To  what  extent  human  will  in  certain  tempera 
ments  can  extend?" 
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"  To  what  extent  can  thought  extend?  Think, 
and  before  you  draw  breath  you  are  in  China  I" 

"  True.    But  my  thought  has  no  power  in  China." 

"  Give  it  expression,  and  it  may  have  :  you  may 
write  down  a  thought  which,  sooner  or  later,  may 
alter  the  whole  condition  of  China.  What  is  a  law 
but  a  thought?  Therefore  thought  is  infinite — 
therefore  thought  has  power ;  not  in  proportion  to 
its  value — a  bad  thought  may  make  a  bad  law  as 
potent  as  a  good  thought  can  make  a  good  one." 

"Yes;  what  you  say  confirms  my  own  theory. 
Through  invisible  currents  one  human  brain  may 
transmit  its  ideas  to  other  human  brains  with  the 
same  rapidity  as  a  thought  promulgated  by  visible 
means.  And  as  thought  is  imperishable — as  it 
leaves  its  stamp  behind  it  in  the  natural  world  even 
when  the  thinker  has  passed  out  of  this  world — so 
the  thought  of  the  living  may  have  power  to  rouse 
up  and  revive  the  thoughts  of  the  dead — such  as 
those  thoughts  were  in  life — though  the  thought  of 
the  living  cannot  reach  the  thoughts  which  the  dead 
now  may  entertain.  Is  it  not  so?" 

"  I  decline  to  answer,  if,  in  my  judgment,  thought 
has  the  limit  you  would  fix  to  it ;  but  proceed.  You 
have  a  special  question  you  wish  to  put." 

"  Intense  malignity  in  an  intense  will,  engen 
dered  in  a  peculiar  temperament,  and  aided  by 
natural  means  within  the  reach  of  science,  may  pro 
duce  effects  like  those  ascribed  of  old  to  evil  magic, 
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It  might  thus  haunt  the  walls  of  a  human  habitation 
with  spectral  revivals  of  all  guilty  thoughts  and 
guilty  deeds  once  conceived  and  done  within  those 
walls  ;  all,  in  short,  with  which  the  evil  will  claims 
rapport  and  affinity, — imperfect,  incoherent,  frag 
mentary  snatches  at  the  old  dramas  acted  therein 
years  ago.  Thoughts  thus  crossing  each  other 
hap-hazard,  as  in  the  nightmare  of  a  vision,  grow 
ing  up  into  phantom  sights  and  sounds,  and  all 
serving  to  create  horror,  not  because  those  sights 
and  sounds  are  really  visitations  from  a  world  with 
out,  but  that  they  are  ghastly  monstrous  renewals 
of  what  have  been  in  this  world  itself,  set  into 
malignant  play  by  a  malignant  mortal.  And  it  is 
through  the  material  agency  of  that  human  brain 
that  these  things  would  acquire  even  a  human  power 
— would  strike  as  with  the  shock  of  electricity,  and 
might  kill,  if  the  thought  of  the  person  assailed 
did  not  rise  superior  to  the  dignity  of  the  original 
assailer — might  kill  the  most  powerful  animal  if 
unnerved  by  fear,  but  not  injure  the  feeblest  man, 
if,  while  his  flesh  crept,  his  mind  stood  out  fearless. 
Thus,  when  in  old  stories  we  read  of  a  magician 
rent  to  pieces  by  the  fiends  he  had  evoked — or  still 
more,  in  Eastern  legends,  that  one  magician  suc 
ceeds  by  his  arts  in  destroying  another — there  may 
be  so  far  truth,  that  a  material  being  has  clothed, 
from  its  own  evil  propensities,  certain  elements  and 
fluids,  usually  quiescent  or  harmless,  with  awful 
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shape  and  terrific  force  ; — just  as  the  lightning  that 
had  lain  hidden  and  innocent  in  the  cloud  becomes 
by  natural  law  suddenly  visible,  takes  a  distinct 
shape  to  the  eye,  and  can  strike  destruction  on  the 
object  to  which  it  is  attracted." 

"  You  are  not  without  glimpses  of  a  very  mighty 
secret/'  said  Mr  Kichards,  composedly.  "  Accord 
ing  to  your  view,  could  a  mortal  obtain  the  power 
you  speak  of,  he  would  necessarily  be  a  malignant 
and  evil  being." 

"  If  the  power  were  exercised  as  I  have  said, 
most  malignant  and  most  evil — though  I  believe  in 
the  ancient  traditions  that  he  could  not  injure  the 
good.  His  will  could  only  injure  those  with  whom 
it  has  established  an  affinity,  or  over  whom  it  forces 
unresisted  sway.  I  will  now  imagine  an  example 
that  may  be  within  the  laws  of  nature,  yet  seem 
wild  as  the  fables  of  a  bewildered  monk. 

"  You  will  remember  that  Albertus  Magnus,  after 
describing  minutely  the  process  by  which  spirits 
may  be  invoked  and  commanded,  adds  emphatically, 
that  the  process  will  instruct  and  avail  only  to  the 
few — that  a  man  must  be  born  a  magician  I — that  is, 
born  with  a  peculiar  physical  temperament,  as  a 
man  is  born  a  poet.  Barely  are  men  in  whose  con 
stitution  lurks  this  occult  power  of  the  highest 
order  of  intellect ; — usually  in  the  intellect  there  is 
some  twist,  perversity,  or  disease.  But,  on  the 
other  hand,  they  must  possess,  to  an  astonishing 
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degree,  the  faculty  to  concentrate  thought  on  a 
single  object  —  the  energic  faculty  that  we  call 
WILL.  Therefore,  though  their  intellect  be  not 
sound,  it  is  exceedingly  forcible  for  the  attainment 
of  what  it  desires.  I  will  imagine  such  a  person, 
pre-eminently  gifted  with  this  constitution  and  its 
concomitant  forces.  I  will  place  him  in  the  loftier 
grades  of  society.  I  will  suppose  his  desires  em 
phatically  those  of  the  sensualist — he  has,  there 
fore,  a  strong  love  of  life.  He  is  an  absolute  egotist 
— his  will  is  concentred  in  himself — he  has  fierce 
passions — he  knows  no  enduiing,  no  holy  affections, 
but  he  can  covet  eagerly  what  for  the  moment  he 
desires — he  can  hate  implacably  what  opposes  itself 
to  his  objects — he  can  commit  fearful  crimes,  yet 
feel  small  remorse — he  resorts  rather  to  curses  upon 
others,  than  to  penitence  for  his  misdeeds.  Cir 
cumstances,  to  which  his  constitution  guides  him, 
lead  him  to  a  rare  knowledge  of  the  natural  secrets 
which  may  serve  his  egotism.  He  is  a  close 
observer  where  his  passions  encourage  observation, 
he  is  a  minute  calculator,  not  from  love  of  truth, 
but  where  love  of  self  sharpens  his  faculties, — there 
fore  he  can  be  a  man  of  science.  I  suppose  such  a 
being,  having  by  experience  learned  the  power  of 
his  arts  over  others,  trying  what  may  be  the  power 
of  will  over  his  own  frame,  and  studying  all  that  in 
natural  philosophy  may  increase  that  power.  He 
loves  life,  he  dreads  death  j  he  wills  to  live  on.  He 
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cannot  restore  himself  to  youth,  he  cannot  entirely 
stay  the  progress  of  death,  he  cannot  make  himself 
immortal  in  the  flesh  and  blood ;  but  he  may  arrest, 
for  a  time  so  prolonged  as  to  appear  incredible  if  I 
said  it,  that  hardening  of  the  parts  which  consti 
tutes  old  age.  A  year  may  age  him  no  more  than 
an  hour  ages  another.  His  intense  will,  scientifi 
cally  trained  into  system,  operates,  in  short,  over 
the  wear  and  tear  of  his  own  frame.  He  lives  on. 
That  he  may  not  seem  a  portent  and  a  miracle,  he 
dies  from  time  to  time,  seemingly,  to  certain  persons. 
Having  schemed  the  transfer  of  a  wealth  that  suf 
fices  to  his  wants,  he  disappears  from  one  corner  of 
the  world,  and  contrives  that  his  obsequies  shall 
be  celebrated.  He  reappears  at  another  corner  of 
the  world,  where  he  resides  undetected,  and  does 
not  revisit  the  scenes  of  his  former  career  till  all 
who  could  remember  his  features  are  no  more.  He 
would  be  profoundly  miserable  if  he  had  affections, 
— he  has  none  but  for  himself.  No  good  man  would 
accept  his  longevity,  and  to  no  man,  good  or  bad, 
would  he  or  could  he  communicate  its  true  secret. 
Such  a  man  might  exist;  such  a  man  as  I  have 

described  I  see  now  before  me  ! — Duke  of ,  in 

the  court  of ,  dividing  time  between  lust  and 

brawl,  alchemists  and  wizards ; — again,  in  the  last 
century,  charlatan  and  criminal,  with  name  less 
noble,  domiciled  in  the  house  at  which  you  gazed 
to-day,  and  flying  from  the  law  you  had  outraged. 
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none  knew  whither ; — traveller  once  more  revisiting 
London,  with  the  same  earthly  passions  which  filled 
your  heart  when  races  now  no  more  walked  through 
yonder  streets; — outlaw  from  the  school  of  all  the 
nobler  and  diviner  mystics ; — execrable  Image  of 
Life  in  Death  and  Death  in  Life,  I  warn  you  back 
from  the  cities  and  homes  of  healthful  men ;  back 
to  the  ruins  of  departed  empires ;  back  to  the 
deserts  of  nature  unredeemed  I  " 

There  answered  me  a  whisper  so  musical,  so  po 
tently  musical,  that  it  seemed  to  enter  into  iny 
whole  being,  and  subdue  me  despite  myself.  Thus 
it  said — 

"  I  have  sought  one  like  you  for  the  last  hundred 
years.  Now  I  have  found  you,  we  part  not  till  I 
know  what  I  desire.  The  vision  that  sees  through 
the  Past,  and  cleaves  through  the  veil  of  the  Future, 
is  in  you  at  this  hour;  never  before,  never  to  come 
again ; — the  vision  of  no  puling  fantastic  girl,  of  no 
sick-bed  somnambule,  but  of  a  strong  man,  with  a 
vigorous  brain.  Soar  and  look  forth  1 " 

As  he  spoke  I  felt  as  if  I  rose  out  of  myself  upon 
eagle  wings.  All  the  weight  seemed  gone  from  air, 
— roofless  the  room, — roofless  the  dome  of  space. 
I  was  riot  in  the  body — where  I  knew  not — but  aloft 
over  time,  over  earth. 

Again  I  heard  the  melodious  whisper, — "  You  say 
right.  I  have  mastered  great  secrets  by  the  power 
of  Will; — true,  by  Will  and  by  Science  I  can  retard 
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the  process  of  years :  but  death  comes  not  by  age 
alone.  Can  I  frustrate  the  accidents  which  bring 
death  upon  the  young  ?  " 

"  No ;  every  accident  is  a  providence.  Before  a 
providence  snaps  every  human  will." 

"  Shall  I  die  at  last,  ages  and  ages  hence,  by  the 
slow,  though  inevitable,  growth  of  time,  or  by  the 
cause  that  I  call  accident?  " 

"  By  a  cause  you  call  accident." 

"  Is  not  the  end  still  remote?"  asked  the  whisper, 
with  a  slight  tremor. 

"  Kegarded  as  my  life  regards  time,  it  is  still  re 
mote." 

"  And  shall  I,  before  then,  mix  with  the  world  of 
men  as  I  did  ere  I  learned  these  secrets,  resume 
eager  interest  in  their  strife  and  their  trouble — battle 
with  ambition,  and  use  the  power  of  the  sage  to  win 
the  power  that  belongs  to  kings  ?  " 

"  You  will  yet  play  a  part  on  the  earth  that  will 
fill  earth  with  commotion  and  amaze.  For  wondrous 
designs  have  you,  a  wonder  yourself,  been  permitted 
to  live  on  through  the  centuries.  All  the  secrets 
you  have  stored  will  then  have  their  uses — all  that 
now  makes  you  a  stranger  amidst  the  generations 
will  contribute  then  to  make  you  their  lord.  As  the 
trees  and  the  straws  are  drawn  into  a  whirlpool — as 
they  spin  round,  are  sucked  to  the  deep,  and  again 
tossed  aloft  by  the  eddies,  so  shall  races  and  thrones 
be  plucked  into  the  charm  of  your  vortex.  Awful 
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Destroyer — but  in  destroying,  made,  against  your 
own  will,  a  Constructor  1 " 

"  And  that  date,  too,  is  far  off?  " 

"  Far  off;  when  it  comes,  think  your  end  in  this 
world  is  at  hand  I" 

"  How  and  what  is  the  end  ?  Look  east,  west, 
south,  and  north." 

"  In  the  north,  where  you  never  yet  trod — towards 
the  point  whence  your  instincts  have  warned  you, 
there  a  spectre  will  seize  you.  'Tis  Death  1  I  see 
a  ship  —  it  is  haunted — 'tis  chased — it  sails  on. 
Baffled  navies  sail  after  that  ship.  It  enters  the 
region  of  ice.  It  passes  a  sky  red  with  meteors. 
Two  moons  stand  on  high,  over  ice-reefs.  I  see 
the  ship  locked  between  white  defiles — they  are  ice- 
rocks.  I  see  the  dead  strew  the  decks — stark  and 
livid,  green  mould  on  their  limbs.  All  are  dead  but 
one  man — it  is  you !  But  years,  though  so  slowly 
they  come,  have  then  scathed  you.  There  is  the 
coming  of  age  on  your  brow,  and  the  will  is  relaxed 
in  the  cells  of  the  brain.  Still  that  will,  though 
enfeebled,  exceeds  all  that  man  knew  before  you : 
through  the  will  you  live  on,  gnawed  with  famine. 
And  nature  no  longer  obeys  you  in  that  death- 
spreading  region ; — the  sky  is  a  sky  of  iron,  and  the 
air  has  iron  clamps,  and  the  ice-rocks  wedge  in  the 
ship.  Hark  how  it  cracks  and  groans.  Ice  will 
imbed  it  as  amber  imbeds  a  straw.  And  a  man  has 
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gone  forth,  living  yet,  from  the  ship  and  its  dead ; 
and  he  has  clambered  up  the  spikes  of  an  iceberg, 
and  the  two  moons  gaze  down  on  his  form.  That 
man  is  yourself;  and  terror  is  on  you — terror;  and 
terror  has  swallowed  your  will.  And  I  see  swarm 
ing  up  the  steep  ice-rock,  grey  griesly  things.  The 
bears  of  the  north  have  scented  their  quarry — they 
come  near  you  and  nearer,  shambling  and  rolling 
their  bulk.  And  in  that  day  every  moment  shall 
seem  to  you  longer  than  the  centuries  through 
which  you  have  passed.  And  heed  this — after  life, 
moments  continued  make  the  bliss  or  the  hell  of 
eternity." 

"Hush/'  said  the  whisper;  "but  the  day,  you 
assure  me,  is  far  off — very  far !  I  go  back  to  the 
almond  and  rose  of  Damascus  ! — sleep  1 " 

The  room  swam  before  my  eyes.  I  became  in 
sensible.  When  I  recovered,  I  found  G hold 
ing  my  hand  and  smiling.  He  said,  "  You  who  have 
always  declared  yourself  proof  against  mesmerism, 
have  succumbed  at  last  to  my  friend  Richards." 

"  Where  is  Mr  Richards  ?  " 

11  Gone,  when  you  passed  into  a  trance — saying 
quietly  to  me,  *  Your  friend  will  not  wake  for  an 
hour.' " 

I  asked,  as  collectedly  as  I  could,  where  Mr 
Richards  lodged. 

"  At  the  Trafalgar  Hotel" 
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"  Give  me  your  arm,"  said  I  to  G ,  "  let  us 

call  on  him ;  I  have  something  to  say." 

When  we  arrived  at  the  hotel,  we  were  told  that 
Mr  Richards  had  returned  twenty  minutes  before, 
paid  his  bill,  left  directions  with  his  servant  (a 
Greek)  to  pack  his  effects,  and  proceed  to  Malta  by 
the  steamer  that  should  leave  Southampton  the  next 
day.  Mr  Kichards  had  merely  said  of  his  own 
movements,  that  he  had  visits  to  pay  in  the  neigh 
bourhood  of  London,  and  it  was  uncertain  whether 
he  should  be  able  to  reach  Southampton  in  time  for 
that  steamer ;  if  not,  he  should  follow  in  the  next 
one. 

The  waiter  asked  me  my  name.  On  my  inform 
ing  him,  he  gave  me  a  note  that  Mr  Richards  had 
left  for  me,  in  case  I  called. 

The  note  was  as  follows  : — u  I  wished  you  to  utter 
what  was  in  your  mind.  You  obeyed.  I  have  there 
fore  established  power  over  you.  For  three  months 
from  this  day  you  can  communicate  to  no  living 
man  what  has  passed  between  us — you  cannot  even 
show  this  note  to  the  friend  by  your  side.  During 
three  months,  silence  complete  as  to  me  and  mine. 
Do  you  doubt  my  power  to  lay  on  you  this  com 
mand  ? — try  to  disobey  me.  At  the  end  of  the  third 
month,  the  spell  is  raised.  For  the  rest  I  spare  you. 
I  shall  visit  your  grave  a  year  and  a  day  after  it  has 
received  you." 
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So  ends  this  strange  story,  which  I  ask  no  one  to 
believe.  I  write  it  down  exactly  three  months  after 
I  received  the  above  note.  I  could  not  write  it 

before,  nor  could  I  show  to  G ,  in  spite  of  his 

urgent  request,  the  note  which  I  read  under  the  gas- 
lamp  by  his  side. 


THE    DUELLISTS. 

A  TALE  OF  THE   "THIRTY   YEARS'   WAR." 
(MAGA.    NOVEMBER  1828.  J 

WHILE  Lower  Saxony  was  oppressed  and  ex 
hausted  by  the  Austrian  and  Bavarian  troops 
in  the  Thirty  Years'  War,  the  circle  of  Upper 
Saxony  had  been  preserved  for  a  considerable 
period  from  military  outrage  by  the  cautious  or 
timid  policy  of  the  Elector,  John  George.  At 
length  the  advance  of  the  savage  Tilly  into  his 
states,  in  consequence  of  his  refusal  to  recede  from 
the  treaty  of  Leipzic ;  and  the  successive  captures 
of  Merseburg,  Naumburg,  and  other  places  of 
strength,  compelled  the  Saxon  prince  to  relinquish 
his  temporising  policy,  and  to  embrace  the  prof 
fered  alliance  and  protection  of  Gustavus  Adolphus. 
This  unexpected  accession  of  strength  determined 
the  Swedish  monarch  to  abandon  the  defensive 
system  he  had  for  some  time  pursued,  arid  to  ad 
vance  immediately  upon  Leipzic,  which  had  also 
opened  its  gates  to  the  Catholic  general  At  this 
dreadful  crisis,  when  intelligence  of  the  rapid  ad- 
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vanco  of  Tilly  had  spread  consternation  throughout 
the  Electorate,  and  the  dread  of  Austrian  barbarity- 
overbalanced  the  hope  of  deliverance  by  the  Swedes, 
I  had  been  officiating  several  months  as  curate  in  the 

populous  village  of  B in  Upper  Saxony.     The 

atrocious  cruelty  of  Tilly  at  Magdeburg  was  still 
fresh  in  our  recollection,  and  the  consternation  of 
the  villagers  impelled  them  to  seek  relief  from  in 
cessant  and  devout  attendance  at  church.  The 
bells  were  tolled  hourly,  and  fervent  prayers  for 
divine  assistance  were  succeeded  by  the  sublime 
hymns  of  Luther,  while  around  the  portrait  of  the 
immortal  Reformer  large  tapers  were  constantly 
burning,  as  before  the  altar  of  a  saint. 

One  day,  while  the  congregation  was  singing 
with  fervent  devotion  the  fine  hymn,  beginning, 
"  The  Lord  is  a  tower  of  strength,"  the  church  door 
was  abruptly  thrown  open,  and  a  dusty  courier,  in 
the  Electoral  uniform,  rushed  into  the  middle  aisle. 
Immediately  the  organ  ceased — the  singers  were 
mute,  and  every  head  was  turned  in  anxious  anti 
cipation  of  some  momentous  intelligence.  The 
stranger  advanced  rapidly  to  the  altar,  ascended 
the  steps,  waved  his  hat  thrice  above  his  head,  and 
exclaimed,  in  tones  of  loud  and  thrilling  energy — 
"  Rejoice,  my  dear  fellow- Christians,  rejoice  I  The 
brave  Lutherans  have  conquered — the  battle  of 
Leipzic  is  fought  and  won — 7000  Imperialists  lie 
dead  on  the  field — Tilly  has  fled — and  the  great 
10  T 
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Gustavns  Adolphus  and  liis  army  have  returned 
thanks  to  God  Almighty  on  their  knees." 

At  this  joyful  and  unexpected  intelligence  every 
knee  was  bent,  and  every  lip  moved  in  thanks 
giving;  the  pealing  organ  put  forth  all  its  volume, 
and  the  assembled  villagers  concluded  the  hymn 
with  streaming  eyes  and  grateful  hearts. 

About  three  weeks  after  this  happy  day,  I  was 
sitting  alone  in  my  humble  apartment,  and  contem 
plating  with  a  grateful  heart  the  improved  condi 
tion  and  prospects  of  the  great  Protestant  cause, 
when  a  stranger  entered  the  room  unannounced, 
and  seated  himself  opposite  to  me  in  silence.  His 
tall  person  was  enveloped  in  a  military  cloak,  his 
countenance  was  bronzed  with  exposure  to  sun  and 
storm,  and  his  eyes  and  forehead  were  overshadowed 
by  a  dragoon-helmet.  I  gazed  for  some  time  upon 
this  mysterious  intruder ;  but  my  earnest  perusal 
of  his  features,  although  it  roused  some  remote 
reminiscences,  led  to  no  satisfactory  conclusion, 
until  an  arch  smile,  which  curved  his  well-formed 
lips,  revealed  my  old  friend  and  fellow- student, 
Seifert.  Joyous  exclamations  of  "  Dear  Charles  !  " 
and  "  Dear  Albert ! "  were  followed  by  a  cordial 
embrace,  and  many  eager  inquiries  concerning  our 
respective  pilgrimages  since  our  separation  a  few 
years  before  at  the  University  of  L .  My  sur 
prise  at  this  unexpected  meeting  was  no  little  in 
creased  when  my  friend  threw  aside  his  cloak.  At  the 
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university,  he  was  distinguished  by  the  classic 
elegance  of  his  tall  and  slender  person,  by  fastidious 
refinement  of  mind  and  manners,  by  his  temperance, 
diffidence,  and  taciturnity  in  mixed  society,  and  by 
his  unceasing  devotion  to  study.  I  now  gazed 
upon  a  robust  and  military  figure,  whose  light 
yellow  jacket  and  polished  steel  cuirass  announced 
the  Swedish  officer  of  dragoons.  His  former  diffi 
dence  of  tone  and  manner  had  vanished  for  ever, 
and  was  replaced  by  a  loud  voice,  an  air  of  military 
frankness,  and  an  imposing  self-possession,  which, 
however,  became  him  well,  and  developed  advan 
tageously  his  powerful  and  well-cultivated  under 
standing.  I  congratulated  him  upon  his  improved 
appearance,  and  upon  the  rank  he  had  attained  in 
the  service  of  the  noble  Gustavus. 

u  I  need  not  explain  to  you,"  he  replied,  with 
the  air  of  a  man  who  is  not  ignorant  of  his  own 
merits,  "  by  what  process  I  have  become  a  captain 
of  dragoons.  When  the  great  drama  of  European 
politics  grows  serious,  and  the  thrones  of  princes 
totter  beneath  them,  the  sons  of  nobles,  and  the 
minions  of  kings  and  ministers,  yield  to  the  force 
of  events,  and  give  place  to  men  of  talent  and 
energy.  At  the  present  time  there  are  few  field- 
officers  in  active  service  throughout  Germany  who 
have  not  carried  muskets  in  early  life.  This  rule 
holds  good  even  in  the  Imperial  and  other  Catholic 
states,  which  are  pre-eminently  aristocratic.  Tilly 
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and  Wallenstein,  although  of  noble  birth,  are 
sprung  from  indigence  ;  as  are  also  Bucquoy  and 
Dampicr.  Johann  von  Wert  was  a  peasant ;  Gene 
ral  Beck,  a  shepherd ;  Stahlhantsch,  a  footman ; 
and  Field-Marshal  Aldringcr,  a  valet-de-chambre." 

He  now  arose,  threw  open  the  window,  and 
whistled.  This  signal  was  soon  explained  by  the 
entrance  of  a  tall  blue-eyed  and  fair-haired  Swede, 
who  covered  my  deal  table  with  a  napkin  of  white 
damask,  placed  upon  it  a  bottle  of  wine,  with  two 
green  glasses,  and  disappeared.  Seifert  filled  two 
bumpers  of  costly  Hochheimer,  and  exclaimed, 
with  glowing  enthusiasm — u  Long  live  Gustavus 
Adolphus !  " 

"  Since  I  have  known  this  great  and  admirable 
man,  Albert,"  he  continued,  "  I  have  ceased  to  in 
dulge  my  fancy  by  building  models  of  superhuman 
excellence.  My  day-dreams  are  dissolved,  and  my 
understanding  and  affections  are  occupied  by  a 
splendid  reality.  What  has  not  the  heroic  Gus 
tavus  conceived  and  accomplished  !  A  better  man, 
in  every  sense  of  the  word,  walks  not  the  earth ; 
nor  has  any  soldier,  of  ancient  or  modern  times, 
made  so  many  discoveries  and  improvements  in 
military  science.  The  Swedish  regiments  formerly 
comprised  3000  men,  and  were  helpless  and  un 
wieldy  as  elephants.  By  reducing  their  numbers 
to  1200,  he  has  enabled  them  to  perform  the  most 
complex  manoeuvres  with  facility,  and  to  move 
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with  the  bounding  energy  of  Arabian  coursers. 
Four  surgeons  of  approved  skill  are  attached  to 
each  regiment.  Before  the  introduction  of  this 
humane  and  politic  improvement  the  wounded 
were  left  groaning  on  the  field  of  battle,  a  prey  to 
the  vulture  and  the  wolf.  In  the  Austrian  army 
there  is  no  provision  of  this  nature  ;  and  Tilly  him 
self,  when  marked  with  a  Protestant  sabre,  was 
obliged  to  send  to  Halle  for  a  surgeon.  The  bri 
gading  of  troops — the  firing  en  pelotons — the  dra 
goon  service  —  the  short  cannon,  which  carries 
farther  than  a  long  one — the  new  pike — arid  the 
cartridge-box,  are  but  a  portion  of  the  inventions 
which  we  owe  to  Gustavus  Adolphus.  Every  field- 
officer  in  the  Swedish  service  is  a  worthy  pupil  of 
our  heroic  master,  who  fights  alike  in  summer  and 
in  winter,  and  who  has  proved  himself  the  best 
engineer  of  his  time,  by  his  skill  in  the  conduct  of 
sieges,  batteries,  and  intrenchments.  When  he 
drew  his  sword  in  the  Protestant  cause,  and  ad 
vanced  like  a  hurricane  into  Germany,  the  military 
fops  of  Vienna  called  him  the  Snow-King,  and 
predicted  that  he  and  his  troops  would  melt  in  the 
summer  heats.  They  little  knew  the  formidable 
enemy  they  had  to  encounter.  But  the  more  sa 
gacious  Tilly  shook  his  head  when  he  heard  this 
favourite  jest  of  the  Vienna  circles,  and  was  heard 
to  say  that  the  snow-ball  would  probably  roll  up 
into  an  avalanche.  He  had  sufficient  knowledge 
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of  human  nature  to  foresee  a  possibility,  that  the 
fresh  and  ardent  religious  zeal  of  the  Swedish  and 
German  Protestants  would  eventually  triumph  over 
the  worn-out  fanaticism  of  the  Catholic  soldiery. — 
^To  return  to  Gustavus,  I  could  utter  volumes  in 
praise  of  his  eloquence,  and  of  the  talent  displayed 
in  his  letters,  treaties,  and  manifestoes.  His  char 
acter,  in  short,  exhibits  a  splendid  combination  of 
intrepidity  and  self-possession ;  of  temperance  and 
industry  ;  of  affability,  clemency,  and  candour.  To 
crown  all,  he  is  a  good  husband  and  father,  a  sound 
and  fervent  Christian ;  and  may  I  fall  into  the 
talons  of  old  Tilly,  or  of  the  devil,  who  is  the  best 
of  the  two,  if  I  would  not  shed  my  blood  for  him 
as  cheerfully  as  I  now  pour  out  a  bumper  of  old 
RhinTB-wine  to  his  health." 

I  listened  with  growing  amazement  to  my  enthu 
siastic  friend,  whose  language  and  deportment  had 
experienced  a  change  as  striking  as  the  alteration 
in  his  person.  I  could  not  discern  in  the  martial 
figure  before  me  a  vestige  of  the  modest,  taciturn, 
and  temperate  youth  I  had  formerly  known.  The 
lire  of  his  eyes,  and  the  stern  compression  of  his 
lips,  indicated  a  resolute  and  decided  character;  his 
language  flowed  like  a  torrent ;  and  he  had  so 
entirely  subdued  his  dislike  to  the  bottle,  that,  in 
the  ardour  of  his  eulogium,  he  swallowed  succes 
sive  bumpers,  without  observing  that  I  had  limited 
myself  to  a  single  glass. 
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After  he  had  entered  into  some  farther  details  of 
his  military  career,  he  rose  to  depart,  and  thus 
addressed  me :  "  My  object  in  calling  upon  you, 
Albert,  was  not  merely  to  embrace  an  old  friend, 
but  to  make  his  fortune.  You  are  irrecoverably 
spoiled  for  a  soldier;  but  a  king  who  pillows  his 
head  upon  the  works  of  the  immortal  Grotius,  can 
appreciate  learning  as  well  as  valour.  He  loves 
the  book  of  Grotius  on  War  and  Peace,  as  much  as 
Alexander  the  Great  prized  the  Iliad  of  Homer; 
and  has  often  declared,  that  he  would  make  this 
highly-gifted  man  bis  prime  minister,  if  he  would 
accept  the  appointment.  He  has  also  a  fine  taste, 
or,  I  should  rather  say,  an  impassioned  feeling  for 
poetry.  After  the  surrender  of  Elbing,  but  before 
the  definitive  treaty  was  signed,  the  king  walked 
into  the  town  unobserved,  and  purchased  the  Latin 
poems  of  Buchanan.  You,  Albert,  are  a  scholar  and 
a  poet,  but,  more  than  all,  you  are  descended  from 
the  family  of  Luther.  I  have  often  bantered  you  for 
attaching  importance  to  this  accident  of  birth,  but 
I  now  foresee  that  it  will  greatly  promote  your 
advancement  in  life.  Gustavus  is  a  zealous  Lu 
theran.  He  venerates  the  great  Eeformer  as  a 
second  saviour ;  and  he  will  certainly  bestow  upon 
you  an  honourable  appointment  when  he  learns 
that,  in  addition  to  more  solid  merits,  you  are  a 
scion,  although  but  collaterally,  of  the  stock  of 
Luther. — And  now,  my  Albert,  vale,  et  me  arna! 
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The  moon  will  be  down  in  an  hour,  and  I  must  to 
quarters.  We  are  encamped  three  leagues  from 

hence,  near  the  small  town  of  R .  The  king 

arid  his  staff  occupy  the  adjacent  castle.  Visit  me 
the  day  after  to-morrow,  and  I  will  introduce  you 
to  his  majesty." 

With  these  words  he  embraced  me,  and  sum 
moned  his  dragoon.  Two  noble  chargers  were 
brought  to  my  cottage  door,  and  the  active  riders, 
vaulting  into  the  saddles,  bounded  rapidly  across 
the  churchyard  path  into  the  high  road.  The  night 
was  still  and  beautiful ;  the  moonbeams  shone 
brightly  upon  their  nodding  plumes  and  steel  cui 
rasses  ;  and,  as  I  gazed  upon  their  retreating  figures, 
and  listened  to  the  loud  ring  of  their  sabres  and 
accoutrements,  I  fancied  them  two  knights  of  the 
olden  time,  sallying  forth  in  quest  of  nocturnal 
adventure. 

On  the  moniing  of  the  day  appointed  for  my  in 
troduction  to  royalty,  I  felt  a  natural  impulse  to 
adorn  the  outward  man,  and  surveyed,  with  some 
trepidation,  the  contents  of  my  scanty  wardrobe. 
Alas !  the  best  coat  in  my  possession  displayed  a 
surface  more  brown  than  black ;  and,  while  endea 
vouring  to  improve  it  with  a  brush,  I  discovered 
more  nebulous  spots  and  milky  ways  than  ever  met 
the  gaze  of  astronomer  through  his  telescope.  At 
the  risk  of  giving  dire  offence  to  the  royal  nostrils, 
I  obliterated  many  of  these  celestial  systems  with 
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turpentine,  converted  an  old  hat  into  a  new  one  by 
the  aid  of  warm  beer,  took  my  walking-stick  and 
bundle,  and  commenced  my  journey  to  the  Swedish 
camp. 

About  a  quarter  of  a  league  from  the  town  I 
encountered  groups  of  soldiers,  seated  at  the 
entrances  of  tents  and  cottages.  They  were  men 
of  comely  aspect,  well  clothed,  and  of  peaceable 
deportment.  To  an  officer  of  some  rank,  who 
inquired  my  object  in  approaching  the  camp,  I 
mentioned  the  invitation  of  Seifert.  He  treated  me 
with  the  respect  due  to  my  sacred  office,  and  in 
terms  of  courtesy  and  kindness  told  me,  that  my 
friend  was  quartered  near  the  castle  gate.  Antici 
pating  a  kind  and  hospitable  reception  from  Seifert, 
I  was  no  little  surprised  by  his  altered  look  and 
manner.  He  was  sitting  with  folded  arms,  and 
clouded  aspect ;  and  did  not  immediately  reply  to 
my  cordial  address,  nor  even  acknowledge  my  pre 
sence  by  look  or  gesture.  At  length  he  coldly 
replied, — 

"Good  morning,  Albert! — Excuse  my  reception 
of  you,  but  I  thought  our  appointment  had  been  for 
to-morrow." 

Suddenly  the  stern  expression  of  his  features 
relaxed-  into  kindness  and  cordiality ;  he  started 
from  his  seat,  seized  my  hand  affectionately,  and 
exclaimed,  with  visible  emotion, — 

"It  is  well,  however,  that  you  have  arrived  to- 
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day,  for  possibly  you  had  not  found  me  in  existence 
to-morrow." 

"  Good  God  !"  I  ejaculated,  "  what  calamity  has 
befallen  you,  Seifert?  Have  you  by  any  fault  or 
misfortune  lost  the  royal  favour?" 

"On  the  contrary,"  lie  replied,  with  a  smile  of 
singular  meaning,  "  the  king  has  just  granted  me 
a  signal  and  unprecedented  favour." 

He  then  closed  the  door  of  his  apartment,  and 
continued  in  a  lower  tone  :  "Every  human  being, 
Albert,  has  his  weak  side,  and  even  a  great  king  is 
but  a  man.  The  failing  of  our  heroic  Gustavus  is 
that  of  inordinate  devotion.  lie  is  the  high-priest 
as  well  as  the  general  of  his  army,  and  no  super 
annuated  devotee  can  surpass  him  in  praying, 
weeping,  and  psalm-singing.  I  give  him  full  cre 
dit  for  zeal  and  sincerity,  for  it  is  impossible  that 
Gustavus  Adolphus  can  stoop  to  hypocrisy;  but, 
amongst  various  unmilitary  regulations  which  have 
sprung  from  this  religious  enthusiasm,  he  has  for 
bidden  duels  under  penalty  of  death." 

Here  I  would  have  interrupted  him. 

"  Excuse  me,  Albert/'  he  continued,  "  I  know 
Jill  you  would  say  on  the  subject ;  I  know  that,  as 
a  clergyman,  you  must  vindicate  this  absurdity  of 
Gustavus ;  but  kings  and  curates  are  privileged 
men.  The  latter  are  not  very  tenacious  of  the 
point  d'honneur ;  and  when  a  king  is  insulted,  he 
wages  combat  on  a  large  scale,  and  arrays  nation 
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against  nation  to  avenge  his  private  quarrels.  For 
instance,  what  was  the  battle  of  Leipzic  but  a  duel 
between  Gustavus  Adolphus  and  Ferdinand  III.,  or 
rather  Maximilian  of  Bavaria?  I  must,  however, 
do  him  the  justice  to  acknowledge  that  he  has  at 
length  relaxed  the  severity  of  this  regulation,  and 
has  permitted  me  to  measure  swords  with  Captain 
Barstrom  ;  but  on  condition  that  the  duel  shall  take 
place  in  the  baronial  hall  of  the  castle,  and  in  pre 
sence  of  the  king  and  his  staff-officers.  The  gTtllery 
will  be  open  to  the  public,  and  I  will  procure  you  a 
good  seat  and  an  intelligent  companion,  that  you 
may  have  the  pleasure  of  seeing  me  avail  myself  of 
his  majesty's  gracious  permission  to  humble  the 
pride  and  insolence  of  my  opponent.  You  are  a 
classical  man,  Albert,  and  may  readily  suppose  that 
you  are  beholding  a  mortal  combat  of  gladiators, 
for  the  encounter  will  only  terminate  with  the  death 
of  one  or  both.  In  return  for  this  gratification,"  he 
added,  with  a  careless  smile,  "you  must  pledge 
yourself  to  read  the  service  of  the  dead  over  my 
remains,  should  I  fall,  and  to  compose  for  me  a 
Latin  epitaph  in  flowing  hexameters.  And  now, 
my  beloved  Albert,  farewell.  I  must  go  and 
apparel,  for  it  would  be  a  breach  of  etiquette  to 
perform  tragedy  before  spectators  of  such  exalted 
rank  in  any  but  full  dress." 

"  Strange  being!"  I  here  impatiently  exclaimed, 
••"  you  speak  of  a  deadly  combat  as  you  would  of  a 
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pageant!  Cease  this  unhallowed  levity,  and  tell 
me  in  plain  language  what  is  the  nature  of  the 
insult,  which  can  only  bo  atoned  for  by  the  sacrifice 
of  human  life?" 

"  Last  night  at  supper,"  he  replied,  "  Barstrom 
called  me  a  German  coxcomb,  and  I  returned  the 
compliment  by  calling  him  a  Swedish  bear.  A  de 
fiance  to  mortal  combat  immediately  ensued ;  the 
king's  consent  was  obtained,  and  this  day  will  prove 
whether  the  bear  shall  give  the  coxcomb  a  mortal 
squeeze,  or  be  compelled  to  dance  to  the  coxcomb's 
fiddle." 

With  these  words  he  left  the  apartment,  and 
shortly  returned  with  a  Saxon  subaltern  of  mature 
age  and  intelligent  physiognomy.  He  told  him  to 
accompany  me  to  the  gallery  of  the  castle  hall,  and 
to  procure  for  me  a  commodious  seat.  Thunder 
struck  at  this  intelligence,  I  left  the  Seifert's 
quarters,  and  approached  the  castle  gate  in  silent 
consternation.  My  companion  gave  me  a  look  full 
of  humorous  meaning,  and  remarked,  while  he  of- 
fored  me  a  pinch  of  snuff, — 

"All  this  is,  doubtless,  above  your  comprehen 
sion,  reverend  sir !  It  is  almost  above  mine,  al 
though  I  have  lived  above  half  a  century,  and  have 
made  some  use  of  my  opportunities.  Perhaps,  how 
ever,  you,  who  have  studied  at  the  university,  can 
explain  to  me  why  no  man  likes  to  be  called  by  his 
proper  name.  I  have  known  Captain  Seifert  for  a 
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twelvemonth — I  have  seen  him  in  battle — and,  God 
knows !  he  wields  his  sabre  as  well  as  he  does  his 
tongue,  which  is  no  small  praise,  because  he  sur 
passes  most  men  in  wit  and  knowledge  ;  but  I 
maintain,  nevertheless,  that  he  is  somewhat  of  a 
coxcomb.  Captain  Barstrom  is  also  a  man  of  dis 
tinguished  bravery,  and  he  had  once  the  good  for 
tune  to  save  the  king's  life,  but  in  manner  he  is  a 
wild  beast ;  and  why  he  should  take  offence  at  the 
very  characteristic  appellation  of  a  '  Swedish  bear,' 
puzzles  me  exceedingly." 

I  followed  my  conductor  into  the  gallery,  which 
was  crowded  with  citizens,  who  readily,  however, 
made  way  for  me  and  my  escort,  and  we  gained  a 
position  commanding  a  good  view  of  the  arena  be 
low.  The  royal  guards,  a  fine  body  of  men,  in  light 
blue  coats  and  steel  cuirasses,  lined  both  sides  of 
the  spacious  hall,  and  their  polished  battle-axes 
flashed  brightly  from  the  tops  of  their  long  black 
lances. 

"  I  suppose,"  said  I  to  my  companion,  "  tLat 
these  fine  body-guards  are  the  king's  favourite 
regiment?" 

"  Gustavus  is  a  father  to  all  his  soldiers,"  an 
swered  the  subaltern ;  "  and,  incredible  as  it  may 
appear  to  you,  he  knows  personally  almost  every 
Swede  in  his  army,  has  conversed  with  most  of  them, 
and  addressed  them  even  by  name.  The  entire 
Swedish  force  is  as  well  equipped  as  the  men  before 


78 

you.  On  this  point  the  munificent  Gustavus  differs 
widely  from  Corporal  Skeleton,  as  he  always  calls 
Tilly.  The  old  Bavarian  maintains  that  a  polished 
musket  and  a  ragged  soldier  set  off  each  other.  The 
Swedish  monarch  studies  the  health  and  comfort  of 
his  soldiers  collectively,  and  indulges  no  preference 
for  the  guards.  Indeed  he  has  been  often  heard  to 
say  that  he  trusted  not  in  body-guards,  but  in  the 
providence  of  God." 

During  this  discussion,  the  castle  hall  had  be 
come  gradually  crowded  with  officers  in  Swedish 
and  Saxon  uniforms.  Suddenly  the  loud  clash  of 
spurs  and  voices  ceased,  and  was  succeeded  by  a 
deep  and  respectful  silence.  The  lofty  folding- 
doors  were  thrown  open,  and  with  a  beating  heart 
and  aching  eyeballs  I  awaited  a  first  view  of  the 
mighty  Gustavus.  A  tall  man  entered  the  hall, 
spare  in  body,  but  stout  and  muscular  in  limb.  His 
forehead  was  lofty  and  commanding,  his  eyebrows 
were  prominent  and  bushy,  and  his  nose  had  the 
curve  of  a  hawk's.  Good  feeling  and  intelligence 
were  finely  blended  in  his  physiognomy ;  but  the 
powerful  glance  of  his  deep-set  eyes  was  softened 
and  shaded  by  an  expression  of  settled  melancholy. 
He  saluted  right  and  left  with  much  urbanity,  pro 
ceeded  to  the  upper  end  of  the  hall,  and  stood  with 
folded  arms  and  abstracted  gaze,  evidently  uncon 
scious  of  the  passing  scene. 

"  That  is  a  personage  of  high  rank,"  I  observed ; 


THE   DUELLISTS.  79 

"but  it  cannot  be  the  king.  I  have  understood 
that  Gustavus  is  robust  in  person,  and  has  a  full 
and  jovial  countenance." 

"  That  field-officer,"  replied  the  subaltern,  "  is 
the  king's  right  arm,  the  admirable  Gustavus  Horn, 
whose  division  was  immediately  opposed  to  Tilly  in 
the  battle  of  Leipzic.  He  is  at  once  a  terrible  war 
rior  and  a  noble-minded  man.  I  could  relate  many 
instances  of  his  humanity  and  forbearance." 

"  But  why,"  said  I,  "  that  expression  of  sadness 
in  his  countenance  ?  " 

"  He  has  recently  lost  an  excellent  wife  and  two 
lovely  children,"  answered  my  companion,  "  by  a 
contagious  malady.  He  clasped  their  dead  bodies 
in  a  long  embrace,  and  sent  them  in  a  silver  coffin 
to  Sweden  for  interment. — But  you  must  not  over 
look  the  Chancellor  Oxenstiern,  the  tall  and  majestic 
figure  approaching  General  Horn.  Observe  his  fine 
open  countenance,  exactly  what  the  Italians  call  a 
viso  sciolto.  He  is  no  Cardinal  Eichelieu  —  no 
Machiavel ;  and  yet  as  cunning  as  the  devil.  He 
is  of  a  mild  and  tranquil  temperament,  and  affords 
a  noble  proof  that  an  honest  man  may  be  a  clever 
fellow.  Observe  how  cordially  he  presses  the  hand 
of  his  son-in-law,  and  endeavours  to  console  him. 
The  wife  of  Gustavus  Horn  was  his  favourite  daugh 
ter,  but  his  grief  for  her  loss  is  not  outwardly  vis 
ible.  The  king,  who  is  a  man  of  quick  feelings, 
could  not  refrain  from  remarking  this  singular  com- 
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posure  on  so  trying  an  occasion,  and  called  him  a 
cold-blooded  animal.  But  what  think  you  was  the 
chancellor's  reply  ?  *  If  my  cold  blood  did  not  occa 
sionally  damp  your  majesty's  fire,  the  conflagration 
would  become  inextinguishable.'  Gustavus  did  not 
hesitate  a  moment  to  acknowledge  the  justice  of 
the  remark,  nor  does  any  man  in  Sweden  better  un 
derstand  the  value  of  Oxenstiern's  cool  judgment 
and  comprehensive  understanding.  Had  the  chan 
cellor's  feelings  been  more  acute  and  obvious,  his 
mind  would  have  been  proportionably  deficient  in 
that  consummate  power  and  self-balance  which  have 
enabled  him  to  accomplish  so  much  for  his  king  and 
country. — Look  at  that  impetuous  young  soldier, 
who  is  striding  rapidly  up  the  hall — I  mean  the  ono 
whose  locks  are  combed  half  over  his  forehead,  after 
the  newest  mode,  instead  of  being  brushed  upwards 
in  the  lion-fashion,  like  the  hair  of  Gustavus  and 
the  chancellor." 

"  Hah  1 "  I  exclaimed,  "  that  is  my  own  illustri 
ous  sovereign,  Prince  Bernard  of  Weimar.  I  have 
often  met  him,  when  we  were  children,  on  the  stairs 
of  Luther's  tower  near  Eisenach,  and  he  always 
honoured  me  with  a  friendly  greeting.  He  has 
shot  up  into  manly  strength  and  beauty;  and,  if  I 
read  correctly  his  impatient  gesture  and  flashing 
eye,  he  is  a  man  of  daring  and  impetuous  charac 
ter." 

"  Right  I "  answered  the  subaltern.  "  He  is  young 
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and  inexperienced;  but  there  are  within  him  all 
the  elements  of  another  Gustavus.  Observe  how 
eagerly  he  approaches  General  Horn,  and  how  cor 
dially  he  embraces  him.  The  general  has  many 
claims  upon  the  esteem  of  this  headlong  youth,  who 
has  sometimes  in  the  field  dared  to  dispute  the 
judgment  and  the  orders  of  the  veteran  commander; 
but  at  length  saw  his  errors,  and  redeemed  them 
nobly,  by  proving  himself  soldier  enough  to  submit 
to  his  superior  in  rank,  and  man  enough  to  ac 
knowledge  in  public  his  own  rashness  and  in* 
experience." 

"  Who  is  that  grave-looking  field-officer,"  I  in 
quired,  "  who  has  just  entered,  and  is  so  cordially 
saluted  by  every  one  ?  " 

"  Ah,  my  good  and  reverend  sir  1 "  exclaimed  the 
old  man,  "  you  see  there  a  striking  proof  of  the  great 
advantages  of  war  over  peace,  and  especially  in  the 
Swedish  service.  In  peaceable  times,  the  signal 
merits  of  that  man  would  not  have  raised  him  from 
obscurity.  He  is  Colonel  Stahlhantsch,  a  Finlander. 
In  his  youth  he  was  a  footman,  and  now  he  is  the 
equal  in  military  rank,  and  the  personal  friend  of 
Duke  Bernard.  But  he  is  a  highly-gifted  man,  and, 
amongst  other  accomplishments,  is  well  acquainted 
with  the  English  language.  He  gained  this  know 
ledge  when  in  the  service  of  Sir  Patrick  Kuthven, 
and  it  has  enabled  him  to  render  some  valuable  aid 
to  the  king,  who  speaks  German,  French,  Italian, 
1  u 
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and  Latin,  as  fluently  as  his  native  tongue,  but  is 
ignorant  of  English." 

My  companion  was  here  interrupted  by  the  loud 
cheers  of  a  numerous  assemblage  in  the  castle-yard. 
The  window  being  immediately  behind  us,  we  had 
only  to  reverse  our  position  to  obtain  a  good  view 
of  the  spacious  enclosure,  crowded  with  a  dense 
mass  of  human  beings.  The  pressure  was  terrific, 
and  yet  no  soldiers  were  employed  to  clear  the  way 
for  the  approaching  monarch  and  his  retinue.  The 
assembled  people  showed  their  sense  of  this  for 
bearance,  by  uncovering  their  heads,  and  giving 
way  respectfully  as  he  advanced.  I  now  beheld  a 
large  man  on  horseback,  plainly  attired  in  a  suit  of 
grey  cloth,  lie  had  a  green  feather  in  his  hat,  and 
was  mounted  on  a  largo  spotted  white  horse,  of  sin 
gular  beauty  and  magnificent  action.  I  required 
no  prompting  to  tell  mo  that  this  was  the  Great 
Gustavus. 

"Behold,"  exclaimed  my  cicerone,  "how  slowly 
he  rides  across  the  castle-yard.  Ho  is  afraid  that 
his  mettlesome  courser  may  injure  the  thoughtless 
children  perpetually  crossing  his  path ;  and,  being 
near-sighted,  he  shades  his  eyes  with  his  hand." 

"  The  king  is  very  plainly  attired,"  I  remarked ; 
"  but  a  man  so  distinguished  by  nature  needs  not 
the  aid  of  dress.  His  features  are  finely  moulded 
and  full  of  dominion  ;  but  his  person,  although  ma 
jestic  and  imposing,  is  somewhat  too  corpulent." 
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"  Not  an  ounce  too  much  of  him,"  replied,  some 
what  abruptly,  the  subaltern.  "  He  is  not  a  heavier 
man  than  the  heroic  Charlemagne,  or  Kolf  the  Gal 
loper,  who  founded  the  powerful  state  of  Nor 
mandy  ;  and  in  activity  of  body  and  mind  he  is  at 
least  their  equal." 

Unwilling  to  irritate  this  partisan  of  Gustavus 
by  pursuing  the  subject,  I  remarked  the  uncommon 
beauty  of  the  king's  horse. 

"  A  fine  horse,"  he  replied,  "  is  the  hobby  of 
Gustavus,  and  by  the  indulgence  of  this  foible  he 
has  too  often  exposed  to  imminent  peril  a  life  on 
which  hinges  the  fate  of  Protestant  Europe.  On 
all  occasions,  and  even  in  important  engagements, 
he  persists  in  riding  horses  easily  distinguishable 
from  all  others.  A  few  days  before  the  battle  of 
Leipzic,  a  horse-dealer  brought  into  the  camp  a 
noble  charger,  very  peculiarly  marked  and  coloured. 
This  fellow  was  a  spy  employed  by  the  base  and 
cowardly  Austrians,  who  calculated  that  Gustavus 
would  ride  this  fine  animal  in  the  approaching 
engagement,  and  become  an  easy  mark  for  their 
bullets." 

"And  who,"  I  inquired,  "is  that  broad-shouldered 
hero,  with  a  clear,  dark  complexion,  accompanied 
by  a  fine  youth  in  the  garb  of  a  student  ?  " 

"  That  man  of  bone  and  muscle,"  he  replied,  "  is 
the  brave  and  chivalrous  Banner,  a  name  admirably 
characteristic  of  the  man.  He  is  truly  a  living 
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standard,  and  in  the  wildest  tumult  of  the  battle, 
stands  firm  as  a  castle-tower,  rallies  around  him 
the  bewildered  soldiers,  and  leads  them  on  again 
to  combat  and  to  victory.  His  noble  daring  can 
not,  however,  bo  unknown  to  you.  How  much  I 
regret  that  I  cannot  also  show  you  those  valiant 
soldiers,  Collenburg  and  Teufel.  Alas  I  they  fell 
on  the  field  of  Leipzic.  That  fine-looking  youth," 
ho  continued,  in  a  whisper,  "  is  a  natural  son  of 
tlio  king,  born,  however,  before  his  marriage.  Such 
an  accident  may  happen  to  the  best  of  men  in  the 
days  of  youthful  riot;  and  to  kings,  who  are 
greatly  tempted,  we  should  be  greatly  tolerant. 
When  Gustavus  married,  he  undertook,  in  good 
faith,  to  become  the  husband  of  one  woman,  and 
he  has  ever  been  a  model  of  conjugal  tenderness 
and  fidelity." 

During  these  details,  the  king  had  entered  the 
hall,  and  taken  a  chair  upon  a  raised  platform  at 
the  upper  end ;  his  chancellor  and  staff-officers 
standing  on  each  side  of  him.  Suddenly  the  lively 
and  beautiful  march,  which  had  greeted  the  en 
trance  of  Gustavus,  ceased ;  the  king  nodded  to 
the  band,  and  the  wind  instruments  began  to  play 
the  solemn  dead-march,  usually  performed  when  a 
condemned  officer  is  going  to  execution.  The 
large  folding-doors  again  opened,  and  two  black 
coffins  were  brought  in  by  soldiers,  moving  in  slow 
time  to  the  saddening  music,  and  followed  by  a  tall 
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and  harsh-looking  man,  with  uncovered  head  and 
vulgar  features.  He  wore  a  red  cloak,  which  but 
partially  concealed  a  glittering  blade  of  unusual 
breadth,  and  resembling  rather  a  surgical  instru 
ment  than  a  weapon.  "  What  does  all  this  por 
tend?"  I  eagerly  inquired  from  my  old  companion, 
who  had  hitherto  answered  all  my  queries  with 
singular  intelligence,  and  in  language  far  above  his 
apparent  condition.  Without,  however,  removing 
his  eager  gaze  from  this  singular  spectacle  below, 
he  briefly  answered,  "  Those  are  two  coffins,  and 
that  man  with  the  red  cloak  and  sword  is  the  pro 
vost-marshal."  The  coffins  were  placed  in  two 
corners  of  the  hall,  the  headsman  retreated  behind 
the  body-guards,  the  music  ceased,  and  Gustavus 
spoke  to  the  following  effect,  with  an  impressive 
dignity  of  look,  voice,  and  language,  which  no  time 
will  erase  from  my  recollection : — 

"  My  beloved  soldiers  and  friends ! — It  is  well 
known  to  you,  that  after  mature  deliberation  with 
my  faithful  counsellors  and  field-officers,  I  have 
forbidden  duels  in  my  army,  under  pain  of  death 
to  the  offending  parties.  My  brave  generals  ex 
pressed  their  entire  approval  of  this  regulation, 
and  recorded  their  unanimous  opinion,  that  there  is 
no  essential  connection  between  duelling  and  the 
true  honour  of  a  soldier,  and  that  a  conscientious 
avoidance  of  single  combat  is  perfectly  consistent 
with  heroic  courage  and  an  elevated  sense  of  honour. 
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"  The  soldier  must  be  animated  by  a  just  cause, 
or  his  courage  is  worthless  as  the  embroidery  of 
liis  uniform, — an  ornament,  but  not  a  virtue. 
During  the  middle  ages,  the  practice  of  duelling 
was  perhaps  expedient  to  counterbalance  the  enor 
mous  evils  which  grew  out  of  a  lawless  state  of 
society ;  and  it  must  be  allowed  that  the  rude  and 
chivalrous  habits  of  that  savage  period  were  re 
deemed  by  no  small  portion  of  honourable  and 
devotional  feeling.  Let  us  then  prefer  the  sub 
stance  to  the  shadow,  and  model  our  conduct  by 
the  better  qualities  of  our  ancestors,  instead  of 
copying  their  romantic  exaggerations  and  absurd 
ities.  The  lawless  days  of  chivalry  are  gone  by. 
They  have  been  succeeded  throughout  Christian 
Europe  by  settled  governments  and  institutions, 
which,  however  imperfect,  afford  comparative  secu 
rity  to  person  and  property.  Why,  then,  will 
civilised  men  cling  to  the  savage  customs  of  a 
savage  period?  And  why  are  we  Protestants? 
Why  are  we  in  arms  against  Catholics  ?  Is  it  not 
solely  because  they  forbid  us  to  keep  pace  with  an 
improved  state  of  knowledge,  civil  and  religious? 
Some  of  you  will  perhaps  contend,  that  an  occa 
sional  duel  is  favourable  to  discipline  and  good 
manners  ;  but,  are  you  prepared  to  prove  that  the 
Catholic  officers,  who  fight  duels  with  impunity, 
bear  any  comparison  with  mine  in  urbanity  and 
discipline?  An4rdcv,you  attach  any  value  to  that 
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base  and  cowardly  complaisance  which  springs  from 
the  fear  of  death?  Believe  me,  gentlemen,  in  a 
well  disciplined  army,  there  will  always  be  an 
immense  majority  of  brave  men,  whose  courtesy  is 
prompted  by  good  feeling  and  common  sense ;  and 
where  the  great  majority  is  civilised,  rudeness  be 
comes  the  exception  to  the  rule,  and  meets  with 
merited  contempt  and  avoidance.  Why,  then,  will 
even  men  of  tried  courage  apply  a  remedy  so  strong 
as  mortal  combat  to  an  evil  so  trivial  ?  " 

Here  Gustavus  paused,  and  fixed  his  eagle-eyes 
upon  the  duellists,  who  stood  with  folded  arms  and 
sullen  mien,  in  the  centre  of  the  hall.  Their  very 
souls  seemed  to  quail  under  his  searching  glance ; 
their  eyes-  fell,  and  the  dark  red  hue  of  conscious 
guilt  suffused  their  cheeks  and  foreheads.  The 
royal  orator  resumed  : — 

"  And  yet  we  this  day  behold  two  officers  of  ac 
knowledged  bravery,  who  have  yielded  to  this 
insane  impulse,  and  who  perhaps  flatter  themselves 
that  their  readiness  to  stake  life  will  excite  admir 
ation  and  astonishment.  I  had  given  them  credit 
for  better  heads  and  better  hearts,  and  I  lament 
exceedingly  their  infatuation.  There  are  some  in 
dividuals,  whose  gloomy  and  ferocious  temper 
ament  betrays  their  natural  affinity  to  the  tiger  and 
the  hyena;  whose  pride  is  not  ennobled  by  a  spark 
of  honourable  feeling ;  whose  courage  is  devoid  of 
generosity  ;  who  have  no  sympathies  in  common 
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with  their  fellow-men;  and  who  find  a  horrible 
gratification  in  hazarding  their  lives,  to  accomplish 
the  destruction  of  any  one  whose  enjoyment  of  life, 
health,  and  reason,  is  greater  than  their  own.  I 
thank  the  Almighty,  that  this  demoniacal  spirit 
prevails  not  in  my  army ;  and  should  it  unfor 
tunately  animate  any  of  my  soldiers,  they  have  my 
free  permission  to  join  the  gipsy-camps  of  Tilly 
and  Wallenstein." 

The  Swedish  generals  here  exchanged  looks  and 
nods  of  proud  gratification,  and  Prince  Bernard  of 
Weimar,  whose  fine  eyes  flashed  with  ungovern 
able  delight,  advanced  a  step  towards  the  royal 
orator,  as  if  he  would  have  expressed  his  appro 
bation  by  a  cordial  embrace.  Controlling,  how 
ever,  with  visible  effort,  this  sudden  impulse,  he 
resumed  his  place.  Meanwhile,  the  king  ex 
changed  a  glance  of  friendly  intelligence  with  his 
chancellor,  and  continued  in  a  tone  of  diminished 
seventy  : — 

"  You  will  probably,  gentlemen,  charge  me  with 
inconsistency  in  thus  sanctioning  a  public  duel, 
after  my  promulgation  of  a  general  order  against 
the  practice  of  duelling.  There  are,  however, 
peculiar  circumstances  connected  with  this  duel, 
to  explain  which,  and  to  vindicate  myself,  I  have 
requested  your  presence  on  this  occasion.  The 
gentlemen  before  you,  Captains  Barstrom  and 
Seifert,  are  well  known  as  officers  of  high  and  de- 
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served  reputation.  Barstrora  has  evinced  heroic 
courage  on  many  occasions,  and  he  saved  my  life 
in  the  Polish  war,  when  I  was  bareheaded  and  sur 
rounded,  Sirot  having  struck  off  my  iron  cap, 
which  heretic  head-gear  the  Austrians  sent  as  a 
trophy  to  Loretto.  I  knighted  Barstrom  on  the 
field  of  battle ;  and,  relying  upon  his  good  sense 
and  moderation,  I  promised  to  grant  him  a  free 
boon.  He  never  availed  himself  of  this  pledge 
until  yesterday,  when  he  solicited  my  permission 
to  meet  Captain  Seifert  in  single  combat. 

"  Seifert  has  studied  chivalry  at  German  uni 
versities,  and  to  good  purpose,  if  we  may  judge 
from  the  brilliant  valour  which  made  him  a  captain 
on  the  field  of  Leipzic.  He  has  endeavoured  to 
prove  to  me,  by  numerous  Greek  and  Latin  scraps, 
that  I  ought  to  sanction  this  duel ;  but  it  would 
not  be  difficult  to  bring  forward  old  Homer  himself 
in  evidence,  that  the  Greeks  were  not  very  fasti 
dious  in  points  of  etiquette.  For  instance,  Achilles 
called  Agamemnon  "  a  drunkard,  with  the  look  of 
a  dog  and  the  valour  of  a  deer."  Seifert,  how 
ever,  is  not  a  man  to  be  influenced  by  either  classi 
cal  or  Christian  authorities ;  his  reason  lies  in  pros 
trate  adoration  before  the  shrine  of  false  honour, 
that  Moloch  of  the  dark  ages,  around  which  the 
chivalry  of  that  period  danced,  until  their  giddy 
brains  lost  the  faculty  of  distinguishing  right  from 
wrong. 


90  TALES  FROM    "  BLACKWOOD." 

"  Thus  solemnly  pledged  to  two  irreconcilable 
obligations,  how  can  I  extricate  myself  from  a  pre 
dicament  so  embarrassing?  I  have  exhausted  my 
powers  of  reasoning  and  persuasion  in  vain  endea 
vours  to  accomplish  a  reconciliation.  My  promise 
of  a  free  boon  to  Barstrom  I  cannot  honourably  re 
tract  ;  nor  can  I,  for  his  sake,  infringe  upon  the 
salutary  law  so  long  established.  Happily  one 
alternative  remains.  These  misguided  men  aro 
determined  to  fight,  and,  if  possible,  to  destroy 
each  other.  Be  it  so!  Their  savage  propensities 
shall  bo  gratified,  and  I  will  witness  their  chival 
rous  courage  and  heroic  contempt  of  life. — Now, 
gentlemen  !  draw,  and  do  your  worst  1  Fight  until 
the  death  of  one  shall  prove  the  other  the  better 
swordsman  ;  but,  mark  well  the  consequence  I  Soon 
as  one  of  you  is  slain,  my  executioner  shall  strike 
off  the  head  of  the  other.  Tims  my  pledge  to  Bar 
strom  will  be  redeemed,  and  the  law  against  duel 
ling  will  remain  inviolate." 

Hero  Gustavus  ceased  to  speak; — the  solemn 
dead- inarch  was  repeated  by  the  band,  the  coffins 
were  brought  nearer  to  the  duellists,  and  the  grim- 
visaged  executioner  again  came  into  view,  with  his 
horrible  weapon.  At  this  awful  moment  I  behold 
Seifert  and  Barstrom  suddenly  rush  forward,  throw 
themselves  at  the  feet  of  Gustavus,  and  supplicate 
for  mercy. 

"  Mercy  depends  not  upon  me,  but  upon  your- 
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selves,"  mildly  replied  the  king,  soon  as  the  band 
had  ceased.  "  If  you  do  not  fight,  the  executioner 
will  find  no  occupation  here."  These  words  were 
accompanied  by  a  glance  at  the  headsman,  who 
immediately  quitted  the  hall  by  a  side  door.  "  But, 
if  you  are  sincerely  desirous,"  continued  Gustavus, 
"  to  regain  the  good  opinion  of  the  brave  men  and 
good  Christians  hero  assembled,  you  will  at  once 
relinquish  every  Hostile  feeling,  and  embrace  each 
other  as  friends." 

The  duellists  instantly  flew  into  each  other's 
arms.  Gustavus  raised  his  folded  hands  and  kingly 
features  in  devotional  feeling  towards  heaven,  and 
the  chancellor  gave  a  signal  to  the  band,  which 
played  a  fine  hymn  on  reconciliation  and  brotherly 
love.  I  now  heard,  with  inexpressible  delight,  the 
King,  Oxenstiern,  Horn,  Banner,  Stahlhantsch,  and 
Prince  Bernard,  with  the  assembled  officers  and 
guards,  singing  the  impressive  verses  of  Luther, 
with  beautiful  accuracy  of  time  and  tone.  The 
magnificent  bass  of  Gustavus  Adolphus  was  easily 
distinguishable  by  its  organ-like  fulness  and  gran 
deur;  it  resembled  the  deep  low  breathing  of  a 
silver  trumpet ;  and  although  forty  years  have 
rolled  over  my  head  since  I  heard  it,  the  rich  and 
solemn  tones  of  the  royal  singer  still  vibrate  upon 
my  memory. 

The  hallowed  feeling  spread  through  hall  and 
gallery,  and  every  one  who  could  sing  joined  with 
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fervour  in  the  sacred  song.  Even  my  old  subaltern, 
whose  voice  was  painfully  harsh  and  unmusical, 
drew  from  his  pocket  a  hymn-book  and  a  pair  of 
copper  spectacles;  his  tones  were  tremulous  and 
discordant,  but,  in  my  estimation,  his  musical  de 
ficiencies  were  amply  redeemed  by  the  tears  which 
rolled  abundantly  down  his  hollow  and  time-worn 
cheeks. 

Thus  was  this  terrible  camp-scene  converted,  as 
if  by  miracle  or  magic,  into  a  solemn,  and,  surely, 
an  acceptable  service  of  the  Almighty. 
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